










 Book One


  

    Chapters 01 


    The water brushed along the shore as a lone body slid onto the sandy sheets with the tide. There was a long green bottle clutched in his right hand while his platinum blond hair drifted with the water. His gloved fingers released the bottle and he pushed away from the soft sand. It held firm, leaving a vague imprint, as he pushed himself onto his feet. He touched the back of his head and winced slightly. His saltwater drenched hair fell onto his white shirt as he steadied himself. His eyes moved over the area the beach arched away from him on both sides curving around a large wall of green, trees, bushes, and weeds, that rose before him.


    “Water,” he moaned out as his memory began to return. A low shriek reached his ears and he glanced back to see a massive barge in the distance while a black cannonball rocketed at the shore. The man kicked up sand as his mind quickly recalled what had put him in this position as he scampered out of the harsh sun and into the green grasses that marked the end of the beach he had washed up on. He held up the bottle that had a role of parchment in it as he slapped his head in realization.


    With His memory quickly coming back his name was Richard and was forced into serves by the Pirate Captain by the name of Brendan, he had took his chance the night before he glanced back over the events of the past twenty four hours that led him to getting used for target practice


    “My loyal crew, I have finally achieved the notoriety and fame I deserve. I am now a Pirate Lord, and have tracked down the required knowledge. And on this island, I shall stake my CLAIM!” Brendan shouted. The sun was in his eyes as he tried to squint at the Captain; the man had a long yellow coat that ended past his knees with a white ruffled neck shirt and blue pants with a wide waist line that prevented him from buttoning up the coat. His gloved hands had three rings as well as cutlass trapped to his waist . The crew roared around Richard screamed as they raised their fist into the air but all he felt was a cold burning in his chest. Brendan snapped his fingers and a white flame roared from the Captain’s hand. “Soon, I shall take you all to the top. And with you, we shall plunder the world!”


    Richard blinked as his mind kept going over the events after the little speech of Captain Brendan. Richard had kept his head down and his hands moving as time slowly crept forward until the Captain retired for the night. Richard made sure he was close at hand;


    His hands dug into the side of the rail as he moved to the open window. Brendan walked in as he stripped of his coat and approached another man who was already sitting in front of the captain’s desk waiting for him.


    “Well, what are the losses we are going to expect?” Tuk said, the man was the first mate and sported a very deep tan with dirty blond hair and an anchor tattoo that covered his rather hairy chest.


    “Most of them. This island has a lot of challenges; fear mists, cannibals, sand pits, giant rats and boars the size of houses. Not to mention, a giant stone Gargoyle. The damn thing hordes the gold and heads of failed Lords. From what I gather, there’s a blood sacrifice to the Voodoo gods at each of these alters. And on top of all that, I can’t let a single crew member I don’t have full confidence in live after reaching this island. It took a lot of work to get this chance at power; I don’t want to be hunted down for letting some small-time punk get away with the location. Tuk, I need you to make sure we have at least forty men left. Any less and sailing the ship will be a nightmare. The rest, with an exception of about five are expendable.” The captain explained as he stripped of his gloves “Stenka, would have my head if word gets out,” He tossed the white gloves into a metal pan on his desk before they suddenly burst into flames and died out.


    “Bah, blood magic and voodoo, this was so much easier when we were just small time,” Tuk growled. “But to be honest, most of the men are here because we forced them to work.”


    “If I needed a reminder, I would have asked. I know, but I can tell which ones I can afford to lose sooner rather than later. Inform the crew, we are going to need to work fast.”


    “Well, what about the Gargoyle?” Tuk asked.


    “What about him? Leave that to the fool stupid enough to challenge fairy magic,” the Captain snapped.


    “A fairy?” Richard breathed, clapping his hand over his mouth when he realized his blunder.


    “That’s more valuable than all the gold in the kingdom,” Tuk said. Richard could almost hear the drool dripping from the fat man’s mouth.


    “What part of immortal flying stone creature do you not get? That thing is to be avoided at all costs. I am not going to add my skull to his growing collection. Now, have the boarding party ready. I need Jerry and William all ready and armed to the teeth. Tell them to expect heavy losses,” he said in a cold tone.


    “Aye, Captain,” Tuk replied stiffly, “What about our, less than willing navigator,”


    “Her,” Brendan said, “I didn’t want to bring her, her blood is worth more in a body still breathing, nothing to be done for it, as soon as we are off this damn island and find a replacement she will be the last loose end we tie up.


    Richard tightened his grip on the wood as he watched as the captain was left alone, the captain set a bottle down as he a fished out a sheet of paper and seemed to read. Richard leaned to get a better view. Richard watched as the man set the paper down before dimming the lantern and falling asleep.


    Richard took a deep breath and tossed his shirt over his back while he looked at the bottle. He pulled the cork out with his teeth and spit it out. “Tastes like freedom,” he quipped with a half-smirk. He shoved his finger into the bottle. “Come on, you stupid piece of paper,” he grunted, trying to wiggle it free. The sun bore down on his scarred back as he struggled with the bottle. He stopped, shaking the bottle upside down as a few shadows darted above his head. He lowered the bottle and glanced around. “I have no idea where I am, where I am going and I have no weapon,” he realized, looking down at his sandals and stained slacks. “And no idea why I am talking to myself,” he said slowly, taking a deep breath and looking at the bottle.


    He took the bottle and smashed it against a tree. A map fell to the jungle floor, “Well that solves both problems.” Keeping the now broken bottle in his right hand, he picked paper up and unrolled it. “Now then, the castle is in the center. Convenient, but where am I? Trees, lots of trees, dandy. Now, let’s see; five altars are here, nope. A giant tree, village of flesh eaters and a few mountains to the north. And then there’s a bog of fear around the castle. Nothing is ever easy, is it,” he grumbled, scanning the trees.


    The trunks were thrice his arm span around. The leaves all but blocked out the sun, only letting a little bit shimmer down. The trees echoed with the sounds of birds and insects. There was noticeable consistency to the low chirping and cawing. He turned around as he walked frowning as he looked at the sun, trying to get an idea of where he was but even that did little good, despite the unusual nature of the foliage it was all starting to blend together.


    He took a step but almost tripped. When he paused to glance at his feet, he almost expected a root or something like it. “That is not good,” he admitted when he realized that he tripped into a footprint that was a lot bigger than he was. “Giant rats, indeed,” he admitted. He glanced at where the tracks led to see a lot of broken foliage.


    He kept on his way, making a mental note to keep away from open spaces. He paused a few times, trying to get his bearings but the repeat did little more than reinforce his own confusion.


    “I wish Madison was here. She could tell me where the fuck I am going,” he grumbled, dropping his hands to his sides. “Okay, new plan: find some fresh water,” he told himself, rolling up the paper and slipping it under the red sash at his waist.


    He placed the bottle between his teeth and dug his hands into the bark of a nearby tree. With a flick of each ankle, he began to scale the massive oak. Each hand had to dig into the hard bark while he glared up at the canopy above. He didn’t dare look down or to the sides. The day dragged by while he continued to scale the tree. Soon, he reached a branch thick enough to walk upon.


    “Well, let’s not rush things,” he said, looking down. He wasn’t sure how high he was but a fall in any case would probably not be survivable. He pushed the leaves back, finally spotting the sun for the first time since entering the dense jungle. The sun reflected off the green leaves and a long lake that tumbled from a fall as it stretched along the horizon. He pulled out the map again; there was no river or waterfall on it. “This map is practically useless,” he growled, fingers tensing around the parchment. But he released a breath and rolled it back up. “And I got hit in the back of the head for the thing, what the hell was I thinking, cause my chances are not looking any better at this point. I should have grabbed Madison’s key, that would have been more useful.”


    He glanced down, noticing another branch not too far away. He backed up, and then broke into a forward sprint. His feet hit the branch and his arms pumped in time with his legs. He kept his pace with his eyes on the prize. His feet hit another tree branch. His footing slipped and he reached out, grabbing the branch his foot had missed. He hit the wood with a slight grunt. He took a deep breath, inhaling against the pain racking his body. Carefully, he climbed up and got back to his feet.


    Richard shook his head, taking a quick look around. With a bit less speed, he continued on for a time. With one last leap, he dove into the water. He surfaced, rinsing off the salt from the ocean. After a good shake of his head, he silently made his way to the bank and pulled himself out of the water. He leaned back over, drinking as much as he could. He coughed and relaxed after he had drank his fill.


    Taking a deep breath, he looked up at the waterfall nearby. He grabbed onto the rocks at the edge of the water fall, ready to be on his way, and began scaling up the wall rocks. After a few minutes, he found the top and slowly pulled his body up. He sighed heavily, rolling onto his back and staring up at the sun.


    “Sorry, sir, but you don’t have the required experience. However, if you are interested, we could set you up with the navy for four years and then hire you in,” a man said, giving him a bright smile.


    “No thanks,” Richard said, standing to his feet. “Thank you for your time,” he said, returning the smile. ‘Ass,’ he thought under the smile as he walked out of the office. He glanced down the street and stepped into the horse-drawn carriage.


    “Any luck?” asked Richard’s Grandpa. Richard remained silent, resting his elbow on the window sill. “I’ll take that as a no. Four years of college and three months of searching,” the older man said with a sigh. Richard looked up at his grandfather.


    “Not your fault. They just don’t want to teach me what it would take. If this keeps up, I may need to find a different line of work.”


    “I know,” he said, adjusting his powdered wig. “I wish your mother had not been so foolish. This would be so much easier if she had married. It would have made my connections a lot stronger,” he said, his fist tightening into a ball.


    “I could take up smiting, at least that would be respectable,” Richard offered.


    “Maybe, but if it wouldn’t be too much trouble, I know someone who could use your hands,” he said.


    Richard looked up at the sun. That was the last time he had seen his family he had ended up working on a merchant ship which was a long trip to begin with. With a sigh, he got back to his feet not wanting to dwell on it. His pace this time was slow as he regained his breath and followed the river farther upstream.


    The water flowed along gently while Richard’s thoughts went back to his family. His grandfather, a middle class merchant of some standing, did not have the means to help him gain his own good standing. His Mom now on her second marriage and third child was having trouble with the older of his younger siblings and last he heard he had a second sister but he didn’t know much about her. He shook his head as he kept his eyes forward.


    He gritted his teeth at that thought but kept his pace stable. A few steps more and he caught sight of a massive castle. “And here I was hoping it would be a bit more manageable,” he said, releasing a sigh.


    “All hands on deck!” a voice cried. Richard dropped to his feet from his cloth hammock.


    “I need ma sleep,” he groaned, rubbing the sleep from his eye.


    “Pirates, they struck colors! All hands,” someone cried from on deck. Richard didn’t really remember any names or faces from his time on the merchant vessel.


    “I am a sailor, nae a fighter,” Richard protested.


    “Then learn,” another voice declared as a cutlass was thrown at him. It skidded down the stairs but the hard steel was a wakeup call nonetheless. The job was now a battle to live. Richard swung the blade, cutting the air as he tested the weapon. Bodies moved about while people packed powder and headed up the sails.


    Richard followed suit, holding the dull of the blade in his mouth while he checked knots and tied everything down. The sound of cannon fire filled the air. The ship shook from the impact at the hull. A barrel toppled to the side and began rolling away when Richard reached for it.


    “Tie it down!” an angry voice yelled and he glanced up to see the captain. Richard rolled his eyes at the comment but chased the barrel down. The ship rocked from the cannon fire, tossing Richard off his feet. It was deafening and dangerous as splinters and chunks of wood rained over the sea.


    A low creaking sound could be heard causing Richard to look at the main mast. His eyes went wide and he dove to the side in the nick of time. The mast crashed into the side of the ship, just missing him. Salt water showered onto the deck.


    “We can not repair that,” he whispered in horror while the pirate ship lined up with the merchant ship. “So I either die in a fight or take the long way out,” he said, closing his eyes as the boarding party began to attack. He grabbed the cutlass and got to his feet.


    Richard felt a shiver run down his spine as he pushed the memory away. “What I wouldn’t give for some company. I hate being alone with ma thoughts,” he muttered aloud. He couldn’t recall what had happened next on the ship. He remembered flashes of panic, swords and death. That was the day he learned what a pitiful fighter he was in any sense of the word. All he remembered now was that his blade had been easily knocked out of his hand and he had been taken captive.


    “Damn, it’s getting late,” he said, drawing himself away from his memories. He didn’t much care for dwelling on events like those. But he had learned a lot more on the pirate ship than on the merchant. He could at least hold a sword now without worrying about it being knocked away. “Shelter, this should have been a higher priority,” he grumbled.


    “Hello there,” said a cracked voice. Richard jumped, swinging the busted bottle around.


    “Oh, it’s only you,” he said, noticing a scarlet macaw. “You gave me a heart attack,” he said, relaxing a bit. The bird tilted it’s head to look at him and the setting sun reflected off of his pupil.


    “Run for your life. The fleshies are here. Yum, yum, eat ‘em up, eat ‘em up,” the bird cawed. Richard cocked his head in confusion. He heard something fly through the air and an arrow landed in a root near his feet.


    “Uh oh,” he said, freezing like a deer when he spotted half a dozen scantily clad men. “Out of the frying pan and into the fire,” he said, swallowing thickly. He held the bottle up, slowly starting to back away.


    “Eat ‘em up!” the bird cawed, taking flight as the six tribal figures broke into a run.


    “Shit,” he said, frowning as he bolted.


  




  

    Chapter 2 Making the Rounds


    Richard grabbed a waist high root and vaulted over it. “Aiiee!” came a war cry while another arrow sailed over his head. He raced past another tree, doing his best to weave around anything that could stop an arrow.


    “I have no idea where I am going,” he exclaimed , frowning when he remembered a comment about sand pits. “Curses! If I stop, I die. If I run, I die,” he growled, finally coming to a stop. He tightened his grip on the broken bottle. “Flight is out. Let’s try option two,” he growled, hunching forward and trying to make a smaller target of himself in case they still had arrows. The tribal men leaped down in front of him, a few with grass skirts, others with dirty pants and pirate belts. They had rusted swords and one even had a boarding axe. But they all some kind of painted mask with different expressions. “I instantly regret ma decision,” Richard thought to himself as the tribesmen began to spread out.


    They moved carefully, unwilling to strike first. Richard moved in time with them, careful to keep close to a tree. He made sure the tree was out of his way if he ever needed to pull back.


    “Keep calm,” Richard repeated under his breath. He needed to remain as calm as possible. With this many men out for his skin, a simple mistake would mean the end of his little rebellion.


    “Richard, you need to calm down.” “The world is a harsh place, Richard.” “Yeah, goodbye, kid.” “If I wanted your opinion, I would beat it out of you!” “Back to work! Roll your eyes again, boy, I dare ya!” “Thirty lashings!”


    He could feel the scars on his back tense under the skin, his old anger boiling inside him. “I will nae die here!” he roared, charging the closest man. A sudden scream seemed to stun them while he slashed the busted bottle at the enemy’s neck, spilling blood. His hand, on instinct, grabbed onto the spear he was holding. With an arm that relied more on luck than skill, Richard speared another of his attackers, pinning them to a tree while the remaining four charged forward. He grabbed the body of the first attacker and tossed it at them.


    Richard broke into a full sprint, snapping back branches in hopes of slowing down his pursuers. He leaped over another upraised root in his way. “I need something big and sharp,” he told himself while one of the natives dropped by his side. The native brought the boarding axe down at Richard’s head.


    He dropped, stumbling into a roll when the blade took a few hairs off his blonde head. His fist hit home at what he thought was an island native. But when his blow connected, sending the air out of his lungs, the paint on his body smeared. He didn’t miss a beat while a question rang in his mind. His fist hit jaw before he latched onto the axe when the other three caught up.


    “So, body paint?” he asked. All three took a step forward. Richard hefted the axe over his shoulder when he turned to look at the guy he had taken it from. “God, forgive me. I am going to do some very terrible things,” he murmured, resigning himself. He spun, the axe creating a sickening crunch while blood and grey matter spilled onto the roots of the tree. He palmed the hilt and glared at the remaining three.


    They all glanced at the dead body but only one hissed at him. Richard glared back, charging as he swung the axe. He was aiming to hit another head, but the one with a cutlass weaved under it and fell back. Another with a spear leaped at him and stabbed at his chest. He sidestepped, avoiding the blow while he swung with his left hand.


    The man with the cutlass charged, steel to steel as Richard raised the axe in time to catch the blow. He felt his knees give out while the cutlass loomed over his head. He slammed his elbow back, nailing the man in the groin. “Ah!” the man cried, falling to ground as Richard grabbed the cutlass.


    With both hands armed, he took a step back from the three hunters. “I see how it is: I start holding some damn weapons and now you start keeping your distance!” he screamed at them. They remained silent. “What, cannae speak anymore?” he shouted. The only one still armed flung his spear, nailing Richard right in the side. His knees gave out and both weapons fell to the ground.


    His body went limp as the natives walked over. While the other two flanked him to retake their lost weapons, the last one grabbed onto the spear and drove it deeper into Richard’s limp body. He didn’t even twitch.


    The other two, figuring it was safe, went to reach for their weapons. In a flash, both heads were on the ground while Richard slashed the shaft of the spear off. In one throw, he sent both weapons into the shoulder of the man that stood by his feet. The body collapsed while blood flooded the dirt.


    “I don’t play games when ma life is on the line,” he grunted, pushing himself to his feet. He reached for the spearhead still imbedded in his side while he looked at the other two weapons. Both of the bodies by his side were missing a good chunk of their necks. Not even bothered by the smell, he grabbed the cutlass and clumsily whipped the blood off the blade.


    “Not bad. Good steel,” the parrot screeched.


    “Fuck you,” he said, taking a step forward. But he only fell to the ground. “I really don’t have anything left in me,” he realized, rolling onto his back. He noticed a bit of blood trailing out of his wound. His hand twitched but he couldn’t find the will to move it.


    “Never leave a job unfinished,” a voice said in his mind. He let out a low groan.


    “Funny how you don’t know how tired you are until you fall down,” he realized, straining to get himself on his feet.


    “On your face!” the bird squawked.


    “I think I found breakfast early,” he growled. The bird flew off into the leaves. Between the stab wound and all the travelling, he was in no fit state to attack the irritation. He glanced up at the sky, noticing the clouds beginning to burn with orange from the setting sun. “Lovely, I have nae trail and nae shelter, this just keeps getting better.”


    He pressed his hand against a tree when the forest became a bit patchy. The dirt gave way to a rocky incline. He spotted a small hole in the ground nearby. Wincing a bit, he stabbed the cutlass into the ground and tested the terrain.


    “Too loose,” he said with a frown. “Well, I guess a tree would be better suited.” He glanced back at the woods. “But I’m too tired,” he moaned, turning around and taking a step forward. But he suddenly fell backwards. “Shit,” he groaned, slamming his back into a rock. He rolled down into the hole a ways before skidding to a stop. He lifted his head blearily before dropping out of consciousness.


    Richard could feel his body being dragged along the ground. His awareness was faint, but he knew without a doubt that he was being moved. A low groaned escaped his lips and he heard a low whimpering in response. “What?” he wondered, surprised a bit when a wet tongue hit his face.


    “What?” he asked, opening one eye to see a pink tongue covering his vision. The animal moved back and he saw a panting dog. It was easy to recognize as a “britsh” shepherd with pointed ears and a black and tan coloring. Overall, it was a very beautiful dog. He reached out slowly and started to pet the side of it’s head. The dog leaned into his hand before pulling away. “Easy there, I don’t need you – ah!” he said, wincing when the dog did exactly what he wished it hadn’t. The dog had licked at his side. He pushed the dog away as hard as he could.


    The dog vanished from sight before he felt a cold nose on the back of his neck. His hand went for anything but his mind caught up with where he was. His vision swam for a moment before he passed back out.


    “Wake up!” someone shouted. Richard felt a massive sting grace his face.


    “Easy, Laurella. You just patched him up, why did you slap him?” a male voice asked while Richard shook his head. He tried to touch his face but found that, despite his strength returning to him, he was bound to something.


    “Just fantastic,” Richard growled, focusing his eyes to see that his wrists and ankles had been bound to a table.


    “Well, you don’t expect us to just let you have run of the place? We didn’t survive this long by trusting just anyone,” someone said.


    Richard exhaled his anger, looking up at the ceiling. It looked like it had been made up of a lot of roots. “I can see how that would work, but I don’t much like being restrained.”


    “I told you he wouldn’t be happy,” a meek voice said. After letting his vision focus for another second, he glanced around to see a woman standing by his side.


    “Laurella, I presume?” Richard asked, looking at her. She had short blonde hair with a reddish tint that curled in on her shoulders. Purple eyes studied him under her glasses while he glanced lower. She sported a green dress that, despite her environment, seemed in good shape. Her look was finished with a brown cloth corset that held up her rather impressive chest. Richard tore his eyes away, doing his best to not let the view distract him.


    “That’s always where they look first,” she sighed, shaking her head. “So, where are you from, why are you here and what are your intentions?” she asked, resting one hand on her hip.


    “I take it you have done this before,” Richard implied, focusing on her eyes.


    “You’re the fifth person this week. But with how most stumble in on us, you’re the first to be dragged in,” a quiet voice said.


    “Quiet,” Laurella hissed.


    “Yes ma’am,” the voice said, accompanied by a small shuffling.


    “Enough,” said a third voice. “He seems willing to talk, which is more than we can say for anyone else so far. Can we get a name?” he asked. His voice, however, made it seem more of a demand.


    “Ma name is Richard, Richard Robert Zane. I was part of the S.S. Cryptic, but it was captured by the pirate Brendan “The Flame Mask” Flintlock. I was forced into service on the grounds of nae wanting to drown. I had a feeling something was off when we came to the island. So, I stole a map and made a break for it. As for intentions, getting the fuck off this island seems like a good summary,” he said.


    “Seems legit,” replied the third voice.


    “He seems nice. I mean, the dog likes him. And dogs only like nice people, right, big brother?” he asked.


    “Well,” the older brother said.


    “That’s a myth and means nothing. Your story seems true enough, but just so you know,” Laurella said, approaching his head. She took out a dagger from her belt and stabbed it into the table by his head. “We are armed and you are still recovering.”


    Richard looked at the dagger imbedded in the table. “So, are we good or nae? I have had far too many life threatening experiences in the last day to really care about your threats,” Richard said dully.


    “Are you saying we should keep you like this?” she asked.


    “Lass, that all depends on what you plan on doing with me,” he said, giving her a wry smirk.


    “Tray, untie him,” she ordered.


    “Yes, ma’am,” he said. A rather pudgy man with a shaved head appeared to cut his bonds. He was wearing a too small stripped red shirt and brown pants that were threadbare.


    Richard sat up, spotting a lone figure leaning against the wall. A wall that clearly showed he was under a tree. But the man himself was very stringy with curly brown hair. He sported a lace-up brown vest and long shorts with a short sword on his belt.


    “So, Tray and Laurella. You would be?” Richard asked, rubbing his wrists.


    “Her name is Doctor Laurella Pertwee,” he corrected. Richard rolled his eyes as the taller figure continued. “My name is James,” he said, resting his left hand on the hilt of his blade.


    “Don’t mind my older brother. You don’t last long on this island by trusting people,” Tray said, holding out his hand. Richard shook it, smiling at the pudgy man. “Tray Smith, it’s nice to meet someone who isn’t out to kill me,” he said. Richard let out a low chuckle.


    “Likewise,” he said, returning the smile.


    “So do you actually have an idea of how we are going to get off this damn island?” James asked, crossing his arms with a hint of sarcasm etching his voice.


  




  

    Chapter 3 Moving On Out


    “Incredible,” Tray noted, staring at Richard’s face. “Your eyes are so weird; I can’t believe there are two colors.”


    “Yeah, blue and brown in both,” Richard said. “As cool as it looks, standing out in a crowd of pirates is not always a good thing,” he said as a bark sounded around them. He was surprised to see the dog that had dragged him into the pit leap up and place both paws on his chest while licking at his face.


    “Looks like someone found a new friend,” Tray said with a smile. Richard began to scratch behind the dog’s ears.


    “Thank you very much for saving ma life,” he said. The dog paused for a second, as if understanding him, but went back to painting his face with drool. “Okay, that’s enough,” he said as the dog dropped back down to all fours. He knelt down to inspect the collar. “Ji-la,” he tried, dragging out the sounds and butchering the name. “Screw it, Jill will work,” Richard said.


    “So, are you going to ask how we got here?” he asked.


    “I am guessing you were left here because you were not loyal or something. Or was it in question?” Richard asked.


    “How did you know?” Laurella replied,


    “The reason I am here is because I jumped ship when I found out. Not too far away is the next Pirate Lord,” he explained, reaching for the sash on his waist. He quietly noticed that the map was still in place.


    Richard glanced around the room, suppressing his disappointment. The room was empty, save for a table and a few containers against the wall. The only thing visually interesting was the roots twisting and making up the walls.


    “Tray, get moving. We’ve got things to do and we can’t stay here,” Laurella called. Richard turned around to see her strapping on a belt filled with pouches. She then grabbed a second and strapped it over her chest and one shoulder. He noticed a dagger and a strap for a much longer weapon on the back.


    Richard thought better of inquiring about it. He noticed a bit of light coming through a small hole in the roots. “Hmm, I take it you are worried the trail of the dog dragging me here will attract unwanted attention?”


    “We don’t think, we know. If you so much as injured one, they will retaliate. They have a nasty habit of being too damned organized. And since that dog dragged you here, we know for a fact that they are on their way,” she said, marching forward. She cried out when a painted figure leaped down at her from the entrance.


    “Laurella!” Tray cried out. James reached for his short sword, but found it missing. Richard grabbed the surprise attacker pushing past Laurella, as Richard elbow checked the man into the roots and with James’s sword slit his throat; blood spilling from his neck and flowing in one massive stream. Laurella scrambled back, trembling in fear while she watched the body drop limply.


    “Relax, he’s just dead,” Richard said, rolling his eyes. He handed the weapon back to James, both in silence. Richard grabbed onto the grass outside of the hole and pulled himself out, aggravating his wound with the effort.


    James climbed out behind him, looking at the weapon still in his hand. “Keep an eye out. There should be at least three more hanging around. And Laurella’s scream is sure to have put them on alert,” he advised.


    Richard rolled his eyes before glancing back and noticing that they were not being followed. “Hurry up, we need to get moving,” he called down. Jill rushed up, sitting at his side and looking up at him. “Well, you as well. But where are the others?” he asked, only to pause and question himself. “Why am I asking you?” He turned away but still caught Tray giving him a concerned look.


    “Catch a bit of the sun?” Tray asked as Laurella crawled up from the hole. James was behind her.


    “Sorry, had to move the body,” he said, looking at his brother.


    “Why in the world?” Richard mouthed. Tray only shook his head. “Fine, do you have a place to go or are you just booking it?”


    “Not sure, depends on you and your intentions,” Tray admitted, taking point.


    “Ma intentions?” Richard repeated.


    “Yeah, do you plan on sticking around or going off on your own? If you stick with us, we will lead. But we have our safe spots and we plan to keep to them,” James replied.


    “I have a very stupid plan. But I need a rough estimate as to where I am exactly,” Richard said.


    “You got a map?” James asked.


    “Nae a good one, but it serves,” he admitted.


    “What do you have in mind?”


    “I am risking the bog for the castle in the middle of the island,” Richard admitted, causing the other three to stop.


    “The Immortal Gargoyle?” James stammered out, inclining his head as if to get a better look at Richard.


    “I don’t plan on fighting him,” Richard said, his mouth twisting into a smirk. “I am crazy, but I am nae that stupid.”


    “Look, your crazy if you think you can solo it where armies have failed,” Tray said, stepping forward to cow him away from his idea. “This is a suicide mission.”


    “Yeah, well it’s ma only hope of getting off this island alive and well,” he replied.


    “You would be better off waiting for another ship to come in.”


    “Not really. Anyone on this island is going to die, be it of old age or a bold act. There is nae rescue unless someone stumbles across this island. Even then, there’s not much of a chance. Since we are close to the center of the archipelago, this is one of the most dangerous places to travel. Only pirates will come to this island, and then only potential Pirate Lords. And they will not be taking you off this island,” Richard said.


    “There is no boat at the center of the island. Look, if that’s true, we are the best people to stay with since we don’t care much for human flesh,” James said, his sword beginning to point in Richard’s direction.


    “Just let me do ma thing and I will be the last person you will ever need to worry about. If your prediction comes true,” Richard said.


    “Look, can I at least see your map?” he asked, eyeing the paper.


    “Trade it for some directions,” Richard said, seizing the opportunity.


    “It’s in a valley. Head north from here using the sun’s movement as your guide. You can’t miss it,” James said, stepping forward and his hand ready for the map.


    “Thank you,” he said as he handed the map off not seeing much more use out of it. James turned away as Richard glanced at the other two and getting no response headed off with the dog at his heel.


    Richard glanced back before he checked his directions and headed north, no sense in dallying around, he frowned as he pushed past bushes in trees as Jill suddenly lowered her head into the grasses with her hackles going up, and trusting the dog’s intuition more than his own dropped down to one knee under the green foliage. Jill bared her teeth as Richard kept still his eyes shifting under the stalks as he heard movement. He couldn’t see anything as he realized he had no weapons on him. He kept still as the rustling grew faintly stronger before slowly moving away.


    Risking his head he watched as few more people moved away from him crouched down but still notable as they vanished they was he had just came. “Shit,” he mouthed as the man vanished from eyesight.


    “Look out!” someone shouted. Tray and Laurella screamed in panic. Richard kept his feet moving but the dog nosed his side.


    “Fine!” he growled, hunching into the bushes as he made his way back. The group seemed to have been tackled to the ground and still, screaming filled the air.


    Richard’s feet froze when the movement stopped. “Well, I tried,” he said, shrugging. He turned but the wound in his side gave a spasm. “Then again, a doctor on hand is worth more than in the pot,” he admitted. “But how?” Crouching down again, he studied the dirty leather coats and painted faces of each castaway. He could tell that most were either lightly tanned or Caucasian. “Chantal would have a fit if she saw this,” he mused. Out of the six there, there was three with cutlasses, one with a spear and leather shield, another with a regular bow while the last had a crossbow.


    He watched them shove James forward, grabbing the map and his weapon. This group seemed much more organized. The crossbow was standing above them a good distance, keeping a lookout. The bow was doing the same but was a bit more focused on the three before him. The swords were behind them and the spear was looking at the map. Richard looked up; there was lots of daylight and the full scale of the island was still not in his scope. If he wanted to keep trouble to a minimum, he needed to act fast.


    Richard glanced down to see Jill lying flat on her belly. “Now to see how smart you are – stay,” he ordered, pointing downwards before walking away. Richard kept moving, using the trees as cover. He could hear a quiet murmuring below him. He ignored it, making his way behind the crossbowmen.


    “There was another guy, honest. We are just a small group, but he left. He’s headed to the bog,” James shouted as Richard poked his head around a tree.


    “I very much doubt that,” a cold voice said, pushing James forward. One of the castaways began to thumb his blade. “Where is your fourth member? I will not ask again!” he screamed. But James didn’t change his story. All three men with swords stepped forward and grabbed James, keeping him pinned down while the spearman took out a knife.


    “Now or never,” Richard murmured, rushing forward. He grabbed one man by the mouth and jaw and twisted until there was a snap. He let the body drop to the ground in favor of the crossbow. He held it up right as a scream pierced the air. Wincing, he kept himself from reaching for his ears by force of will. When he glanced over, he saw James falling to the ground and clutching at his hand. Blood spilled on the ground while he hollered at the top of his lungs.


    The spearman decked him, forcing James to fall silent while cradling his hand close. “I’ll take another. Where is he, where is the man with the dog?”


    “I don’t know,” he cried out. Richard counted his blessing and crept back into hiding.


    “Huh, boss,” one swordsman said. The spearman stopped questioning James and turned around.


    “What?” he shouted before noticing the dead body. Richard watched from the cover of leaves as the bowman nocked an arrow and began scanning.


    Richard lined up a shot and fired. A low thump was all that could be heard before a second body dropped to the ground. Blood streamed out around an bolt lodged in his throat. The man was clawing at his neck in an attempt to stop the bleeding.


    “Where are you? Come out and fight like a man or I’ll cut your friends open!” the spearman screamed. As the spearman knelt down to examine the fallen bowman. “The bolt came from there!” he exclaimed, pointing into the bushes. The two swordsmen quickly moved in on Richard’s location, while the third remained to keep James pinned


    Richard whistled and Jill barked, appearing from the other side. “Sic em!” he shouted, his voice echoing while the dog charged the swordsman that had James pinned. He brought the weapon around but Jill bit down on the man’s wrist and tackled him to the ground as a loud bone crunching crack came from between the dogs teeth. The spearman spun around to stab at the attacker, as James grabbed the sword they had neglected. With his blood smeared right he grabbed sword and with a level of dexterity nobody thought possible impaled the spear man


    Jill barked down as Tray grabbed onto the man’s legs to pull him off his brother. Jill wagged her tail and continued to pull in the opposite direction. “Are you kidding me now is not the time,” Tray said as his brother crawled out from under the howling man.


    Richard didn’t waste a second when the two stopped to attack James. He grabbed onto one by the wrist, shoving his own sword into his body. The second was a bit slow to react. James scrambling to reclaim his own all but fell his sword into the man’s gut, internal organs spilling from the wound when the blade was pulled back.


    Richard tossed the crossbow to the ground, pulling the cutlass out of the last swordsman’s chest and letting him fall to the ground. The stench of blood and death filled the air.


    “Jill, heel,” he ordered, feeling a bit of relief when the dog obeyed, licking her chops as she sat down. James fell to his knees as Richard confirmed his own fear showing that the man’s left hand was lopped off as Laurella quickly went to her belt to try and save the man’s life Richard grabbed one of the ragged coats and cleaning of the newly claimed sword watched as James vanished back into the tree hole to do Void tamer knows what.


    Richard frowned as a pot was tossed out of the hole with a few logs being tossed out as well. “Here use this flint to light a fire I need to sterilize my needles if he plans on keeping as much of his arm as possible. Richard nodded as he set to work eyeing the man in a quick glance he was surprised the man lasted as long as he did, before submitting to blood lose.


  




  

    Chapter 4 A Chimera Attacks



    Richard brushed his hands off while James stood to his feet, hands stained with blood. “Feeling better?” Richard asked, looking away from the body. Laurella looked green in the face and her body trembled. “Well, I’ve killed enough time here. I need to get going,” Richard said, grabbing the scabbard for his cutlass and sliding it into the red sash. It was serving as a temporary belt.



    “Richard, wait,” James said.


    “Perfect,” Richard thought to himself, sighing.


    “I was – I was screwing you over, and I am sorry,” James said. “I shall escort you to the bog. At least from there, you should be able to get where you are going,” he said, clearly not thrilled about his position.


    “Yeah, you’re only saying that because of the doctor and your brother,” Richard thought to himself. “I would very much appreciate that,” he said instead, a cool smile appearing on his face. “By all means, you have the map,” he said, ushering with his hands. James slumped his shoulders.


    “So, how did you get stuck here?” James asked, folding his hands behind his head.


    “It’s not a very interesting story, to be honest,” Richard admitted. “I was forced into service and I found a way to spite him,” he said. “I am more interested as to why the doctor is here. A good surgeon is not something you want to waste.”


    “True, but an untrustworthy one is a lot worse than any armed pirate,” Laurella retorted. “I worked my intern on a small navy ship. If you must know, it was attacked and any specialist, no matter how poorly trained, is useful. But being a woman made things difficult. Rather than be walked all over, I made it a habit to fuck people over who tried to do the same to me. After the Pirate Lord Morgan “Deplume Fingers” Smith got his forbidden power, I wasn’t all that useful anymore. Luckily, I found my shocky stick here or else we wouldn’t be talking.”


    Tray shook his head, making a quick ‘X’ motion with his hands. Richard raised his eyebrows but Tray stopped when Laurella looked at him. “Shocky stick?” Richard asked. Tray smacked his forehead. Laurella reached over her shoulder, pulling an angled object from its sheath. It had a long hilt and a forked end with two spheres on the adjacent rods. Lightning jolted between them while Laurella cocked her hips to the side.


    “And if you give me any trouble, I zap you. Like this,” she said with a smile, touching Richard gently with the rod and slamming him on his ass. His heart rate spiked for a minute while he sat dazed on the ground. “Any questions?”


    “Why is the rum always gone?” Richard mumbled out, his vision swimming. He shook his head, breaking the daze and standing shakily to his feet. “So much for do no harm,” he grumbled. Laurella only winked at him. He grimaced, his mind reevaluating the threat levels of the group.


    “Mwaha!” a scratchy voice cried as the parrot dropped into view.


    “Give me that spear,” Richard said coldly, glaring at the bird.


    “Okay,” James said, handing him the spear. Richard threw it at the bird but it fell a few feet from his body. The bird flew off, cawing what sounded like a very cruel laugh. “I hate that bird.”


    “That was sad,” Laurella commented. Richard ignored her while James took point.


    “I feel bad taking you to your doom, but it’s your choice,” he said after a moment’s quiet.


    “Better to die a hero than live long enough to become a cannibal,” Richard replied, glancing behind him.


    “If a tree falls in the middle of a forest, and no one is around to hear, does it still make a sound?” Laurella asked, glancing at Richard.


    “It’s a matter of ethics. If one can be so easily cowed into giving in, does he have a right to his freedom?” Richard asked, face brightening.


    “What good is freedom if you die before you use it?” Laurella asked.


    “Life is fleeting,” he replied.


    “Break it up,” James said. “We don’t need the attention your big mouths are going to drag in,” he grumbled. Laurella and Richard both shot him a hard glare.


    “Get him later?” Richard asked in a low whisper.


    “You can take him with you,” she replied. James only shook his head.


    “So, you want to know how my brother and I got stuck on this island?” Tray asked.


    “No, but it would be a good way to pass the time,” Richard admitted.


    “Well, I am a shipwright. I love big boats, I cannot lie. And I love building and crafting them. My brother here is the carpenter. Both of us combined, we could make just about anything, given the time and resources,” he boasted.


    “Shh,” his brother hushed.


    “Sorry,” he whispered back, rubbing the back of his head. “But our father was a master of both building and repairing. My brother and I each took a side and decided to work from one end to the other in order to replicate his skill. While still being able to go into business as soon as possible, of course,” Tray said, keeping his voice low.


    “Fascinating, you completely avoided the original question,” Richard said, placing his thumb and index finger on his goatee.


    “Oh, sorry. My brother and I were working on our first ship. But the boat was attacked,” he admitted.


    “Pirates?” Richard asked, glancing over at him.


    “No, mermaids. The damn creatures somehow managed to destroy the underside of the boat. It would have been manageable but anyone who got too close was dragged underwater. So we slowly took on water. We did manage to make some makeshift repairs but they kept undermining any progress we made. We made it to land but the ship crashed into the beaches here. We lost a lot of good men in more ways than one. You got lucky; these waters are not safe. In some cases, people have been dragged out of their boarding parties,” Tray explained.


    “This island seems to be built as a death trap,” Richard surmised.


    “You have no idea,” Laurella said over her shoulder.


    “I bet. So, how far away are we?” Richard asked, leaning forward and trying to make out what was in the distance.


    “Long enough,” James said. “And hush, the lot of you. This place has enough ways to kill a man. I don’t need you attracting anymore,” he hissed.


    “Caw!” roared a voice, which clearly something bigger than your average parrot.


    “Everyone, scatter!” Tray cried out. The group split, Tray and Richard heading to a thick of trees in the right as a massive animal crashed into the ground behind them. Richard spotted the head of a bird, the body of a lion, the tail of a snake and a pair of striking bat wings.


    “Shit, it’s a fucking Chimera!” Laurella cried out. The creature roared into the air with a hungry look in its eye.


    The beast turned, looking right at Tray and Richard, a long tongue touching its lips. “I think it’s hungry,” Tray admitted. The two slowly backed away but the creature still moved in on them. “I don’t like this, not one bit,” Tray said, slinking back until he was pressed into the trunk of a tree. Richard grimaced, drawing his blade and ready to defend himself.


    “Bro!” James shouted, rushing the creatures from behind. But the snake’s head tail hissed and snapped at him. James swiped at it with his sword.


    Richard frowned, still backing away. “Tray, is there anywhere we can climb up?” he asked, not daring to take his eyes off the creature.


    “I got nothing. The roots are too big to climb over and the nearest branch is a little out of reach,” he admitted, moving to Richard’s side and jabbing at the creature with his spear.


    “Well, I don’t know if I should hate myself for not checking for an escape route or admiring the eagle-cat thing for being able to outfox me,” Richard grumbled.


    “Maybe a bit of both?” Tray suggested. Richard nodded in agreement while the creature growled at the two.


    “Okay, we have two heads that bite. I think we get far apart and let this thing choose who to attack and who to let slit its throat,” Richard advised. Tray nodded before inching away. The eagle’s eyes flashed at both of them before glaring at Tray and making him the initial target.


    “Just great, it’s always the fat guy,” Tray growled, clearly not thrilled with the creature’s decision.


    Richard charged, bringing the blade down and ready to aim for the creature’s underbelly. The cat flashed in impossible speed, given its size. Richard’s vision blacked for a second while he fell to the ground. He heard a horse scream and thought for a moment it was Tray.


    “That’s the last thing I need,” he thought, his vision clearing. He saw the cat falling back from his spot on the ground. He grabbed his cutlass and kicked off the ground, looking for something to steady himself.


    “Eat lightning, you son of a bitch!” Laurella cried, her shadow flashing over Richard. He watched her land on the creature’s back while her stick sent a paralyzing amount of electricity into the creature’s body. Richard watched as the creature thrashed, the bird’s head biting at her. Richard glanced around before dashing out of striking distance.


    “Ahh!” she cried out. Richard barely had time to spin around before her body slammed into him. His vision was already unsettled but the world seemed to spin again. He white-knuckled his blade as he slammed into the base of a tree.


    “This place is a statistical nightmare. How the fuck am I still – shit,” Richard said, freezing as his eyes went wide. Time seemed to crawl and he saw his unusual eyes looking back at his goateed face. A paw was moving down, aimed right at his face. His voice cut off and he raised his cutlass, jabbing the blade forward into the oncoming chest. The sword slid in, cutting flesh while the creature loosed a pitiful cry. Richard saw black as the body above him went limp, flesh folding around him. He winced, expecting something of that size to crush him.


    The pile of flesh simply pushed him to the ground with a light thump. “Right, it flies. He cannae be too heavy,” Richard said, bouncing his hand off the side of his head. He pushed the animal off, palm pressed against the bark of the tree. But then his hand gave way.


    Richard felt his heart skip a beat as his body slid out from under the animal and he dropped into darkness. “Ahhh!” he screamed, the light above him vanishing and nothing but the sound of his blade followed him down.


  




  

    Chapter 5 The Goddess And The Wild Man



    Richard felt whatever he was sliding down give out from underneath him. “Shit!” he roared out, coming to a sudden stop in a mass of furs. He opened one eye, quickly flashing to his feet before patting himself down. “Well, I am breathing,” he said.


    “Hahahaha,” came a laugh, reverberating in the darkness. Richard shivered when a long gust of wind whistled around him. A light flickered to his left; in a snap, fire sprang from a candle, lighting a near complete circle that ended near his right. In the candlelight, he noticed tribal masks decorating the walls, some seeming like demons while others were like animals.


    Richard approached one of the walls. It was made of wood worn smooth that made it seem like the room was carved from solid wood. “So, are you going to say hello? Or am I dead and just don’t know it yet?”


    “I would not be laughing if you had died; no, it’s nothing life threatening,” she replied. A lone figure, draped in a bear fur, seemed to appear at the far end of the room. He couldn’t make out her face but she pulled out a long, thin pipe. A small stream of smoke trailed from it while she puffed on it. “So, you want off this island, huh?” she asked.


    “Easier said than done. I have one hope, but just getting close to it seems impossible,” Richard admitted.


    “Honesty is not always a good quality for a pirate,” she said with a chuckle.


    “I am not a pirate!” he hissed, taking a step forward. A massive fire sprung up in the center of the room.


    “Good to know. So, do you know how big the castle is? Or how to get in? I am curious as to how you will pull it off.”


    “I am guessing knocking is out of the question?” Richard asked, looking at the fire. There was no spark in it. His sword was safely in his hand because he knew that he was dealing with some kind of spell weaver.


    “Ah, a smart ass, cute. It’s been a while since I’ve met a sea-faring man with a quick wit. Mind you, that is compared to the lot my services bring in,” she said, shrugging.


    “Ignoring the opening, why am I here?”


    “Ah, class, now that is something I could get used to. Well, since I am taking a bit of a liking to you, how about you take a seat and start with some names?” she asked. Wooden chairs moved out of the shadows, forcing him to sit down. He flinched, glaring behind him only to see empty space. When he turned back around, he saw a pair of brown eyes staring at him from under the hood only a few feet away.


    “By the void!” he cried, almost leaping out of his chair.


    “Hmmm, not much to look at, but in terms of circumstance, the best shot I have had in a long time,” she said, pulling back. Her body was hunched over as she walked away.


    Richard pushed out of his seat, but it dug into the back of his knees, keeping him in place.


    “Let us say that my reasons are personal. But you want a way off this island and that wish you are chasing will soon be available. But without a way in, it will do you little good.”


    “What do you want?” Richard asked with a sigh. The bear skin hood titled. “Don’t play dumb – you’ve got information, but for whatever reason, you cannae use it. So you want something in exchange,” he said, leaning back and resting his elbow on the back of the chair.


    “Well, I suppose if you could kill off the captain of the ship coming here, and maybe getting rid of at least one of the shrines, I would call us even,” she replied.


    “The shrines? Those are the sacrificial places the captain has to use, right?” Richard asked, waving his other hand.


    “They are not for sacrifices!” she roared while a blast of wind knocked him off his chair. “But, yes,” she continued, her voice as sweet as honey. “Just one is all I ask and I shall give you the key and place to get into the castle undetected.”


    “That seems very trusting,” Richard commented. “What’s the catch?”


    “As you can see, I am not bound to this island and my influences only reach so far. However, I have just dragged you out of your body and into my little corner of creation. Do you want to know what I do to people who betray me?” she asked.


    “I am curious,” Richard admitted, rubbing his chin. He could see a cold glare cross her face beneath the hood. “However,” he drew out, “I don’t much care for Pirate Lords or ma former captain. In fact, it would give me great pleasure to spilt his corpse in half and feed it to the sharks.”


    “Excellent,” she said, tossing something at him. Richard caught it – it was a necklace. The pendant was a metal circle engraved with a large dog, horse and a snake between them. “When used in even the smallest shadow of moonlight, this will open up a door into the castle. From there, if you are careful, it will give you access to the fairy. She will regain her wish in two days. If you can get her before the Gargoyle does, it’s all yours. If not, enjoy your stay on the island.”


    “So,” Richard said, flicking the necklace in the air, “how is this coming with me?”


    “I will have a friend deliver it. Now, off you go.” With that, she disappeared along with everything else.


    “AH!” he cried out as blinding pain shot into his legs. He opened his eyes to see Tray grabbing at the Chimera.


    “Well, that was interesting. You seemed fine, but for whatever reason, you just wouldn’t wake up,” Laurella said, standing up.


    “That’s nice and all, but now that he is clearly alive, can I have a hand here?” Tray asked. Richard began to shove at the creature as well.


    “Fine, James stay back. I don’t need you straining your injury,” Laurella cautioned as he put his sword away.


    “We may need to take a rain check – I can’t really stand up,” James admitted before he dropped to the ground.


    “Damn it!” she cried out. Richard managed to wiggle his way out from under the corpse. Tray went to his brother, picking him up with one strong heft.


    “Sorry, but we have to get him someplace safe,” Laurella said.


    “Of course,” Richard said with a strained smile. “Look, I think I can find it. I appreciate the help, but I have a feeling that having a stranger like me in your group is just going to cause trouble.” With that, Richard turned back onto is trail, Jill moving alongside him in silence. He paused when Laurella called his name.


    “Richard, we’ve got a crashed boat on the northern shore,” Laurella called. “It’s a go to safe house if we ever get spilt up. If you are still alive, you can head there and wait for us,” she informed him. He nodded, turning back for his chosen path.


    After a few moments, he rested his hand on Jill, rubbing her head. “I am starting to think I took a bad hit to the head,” he said, glancing at the dog. A swirl of fog played in front of him. He could see a large tower looming over the castle wall in the distance.


    The dog tilted her head, as if not understanding what he had said. Richard rolled his eyes. “I am talking to a dog. Now I know I am going crazy,” he said, standing to his feet.


    “Who?” came a cry. Richard felt the hair on his neck stand straight up.


    “Who goes there!” he shouted, pulling out his cutlass and shifting his gaze in hopes of finding the interloper.


    “Who!” He spun around to see a horned owl with big yellow eyes looking at him. Richard glanced up to see that, despite the morbid setting he found himself in, the sun was still high in the sky. A low jingle caught his attention.


    “Are you who?” the owl asked. Richard went silent, feeling his eyes widen as he glanced down at Jill. The dog looked back and just panted. “Are you who?” it asked again in a clearly male voice. “Damn it mortal, answer the question!” it shouted.


    “Who, what?” Richard asked, completely dumbstruck.


    “It’s how. Talk, who the fuck are you? Man, I have better things to be doing than hunting down some new tool for my goddess,” the owl griped.


    “Ma name is Richard Robert Zane,” Richard informed. The bird threw a talisman at him. It looked the same as the one in his dream, albeit, a bit duller.


    “‘Bout time. Mortals, such an uneducated lot,” the owl said before taking flight.


    “I guess even the – ahem – gods cannae get good help,” Richard said, nodding his head. The dog just sat there. “Come on, we have to get moving. The sooner we get in, the sooner we can get out.” Jill lowered her head and trailed after him.


    The fog swirled around them thickly. His sight was all but killed, but even in the thickest spots, he could still make out the massive tower. Jill began to growl and Richard could hear something whispering around him. Jill barked and he went for his blade. With his hand resting on it, he could hear something whispering right next to his ear.


    “AHH!” came an unmistakable battle cry. A massive man ran out of the fog, charging at Richard. Jill leaped to the side while Richard reached for his sword. But a shield on the other man’s shoulder and chest crashed into him. The air rushed passed his lips as he was tackled to the ground, his sword still hanging in his sash. The man stood back up to his full height, easily half a foot taller. His hair was long and he had a thick beard to match. His eyes were wild and when he roared into the fog, it seemed to run away from him.


    “Burn monster!” he roared. Richard got his blade out in time but the man’s fist met the flat of blade, bending the steel as the blow was caught. Richard pushed back but soon realized the wild man’s arms were packed with a lot more muscle.


    Richard began to lower the cutlass, feeling his strength start to wane. Jill growled, leaping onto his back and biting down on the shield while shaking her head. The man looked back, only for Richard to pull back on the blade and bash the side of his face with the hilt. The surprise knocked the wild man off him and Richard rolled to the side. Richard pulled the blade all the way out and pushed himself to his feet. Jill scrambled back to her feet, growling at the man. He had a sleeveless tunic on with a tan shield over his shoulders. The front ended in a point with a skull engraved on it. He had leather gauntlets around his wrists and a baggy pair of dark tan pants that sat around a rather big belly.


    “A sword shall not stop me!” he roared, charging again. Richard swiped at his face but the man twisted, letting his shielded shoulder take the blow. He bashed into Richard again, slamming him into a tree.


    The man twisted his grip and tossed Richard over his head. Richard felt the world spin when he was slammed into the ground. He tumbled to a stop and tried to find his lost sword. The wild man charged at him again. Richard got to his feet just in time to bring his fist up in basic defense. The man’s meaty fist smashed into his meager defense. His own arms slammed into his face, while the man left a blinding blow to his gut, knocking the wind out of him. With one uppercut, Richard was slammed onto his back.


    “Jill,” he moaned out, his mind reeling from the strength of the blows. He felt for anything as he grabbed onto the sheath, he swung the blunt object at his attacker. His mind was still in a panic, trying to bide some time but his wrist was caught.


    Richard watched as the wild man twisted his hand until he felt a cruel snap. Richard’s cry of pain was cut off with a head slamming into his before an arm was rammed into his neck, cutting off his air supply. Richard grabbed at the man’s arm, his fingers digging into anything his could find but his grip was weakening. The other arm slammed into his ribs and he could feel his bones straining under the blow. He reached out and grabbed the man’s neck with his left but the effort seemed useless.


    “The nightmare is weakening. It is almost over,” the man said in glee, as if Richard’s death would end his own torment. The man’s feet dug into the dirt and Jill bit into his leg. The man snarled at the dog, shifting his feet and alleviating the pressure on Richard.


    Seeing his only chance, he kneed the man in the groin. The man staggered back, Jill leaping and biting at his wrists. “I have seen scarier shit in my nightmares, bitch!” he roared at the dog. Richard spotted his sword. Holding his broken wrist close to his chest, he grabbed the blade with his left.


    “I would have imagined ma nightmares would have been a bit less hairy,” Richard said, pressing the tip of the blade to the man’s neck.


    “Heh, heh,” he rumbled. Suddenly, he started to laugh, a loud roar that echoed all around them. Jill peered back, confused at the man. “I suppose it would be safe to say that you are flesh and blood?” he asked, looking at Richard.


    “Well, ay, since an unarmed man – nae matter how big – is not what I would call nightmare fuel,” Richard replied. “You got a name?”


    “Nope,” he answered with a smirk.


    “Nope, well that is a weird name,” Richard admitted, the back of his neck twitched at the taste of the name.


    “No, I don’t have one. I’ve been here for so long, all I can remember is fighting,” he admitted, as if it was a matter of pride.


    “Okay, well Boss,” Richard said, the first thing that came to his mind when he thought of wild man. “Care to call this a draw and let me pass?”


    “Do whatever you want,” he said, laying back down on the ground. “This is the most peace I have gotten in a long time. Are you a wizard or something?”


    “Hardly,” Richard replied, pulling the blade back but refraining from putting it away. “Jill,” he ordered and the dog sat at his feet.


    “So now what?”


    “I am going on a suicide mission in hopes of getting a trip off this island,” Richard admitted.


    “Sounds interesting. Mind if I join you?” Boss asked, sitting up.


    “We will probably die in the process,” Richard warned.


    “Sounds better than hanging out here,” he countered, extending his hands around him.


    “Fair point,” Richard said, grabbing onto his sash. The man frowned and snatched it out of his hand. Richard gasped while Boss picked up a few branches and bound the broken wrist, using the wood as a stint. Richard’s mind was still screaming but he refused to let it show. “Well, this is going to hold me back.”


    “It’s only a fracture. Keep it stinted and cool, you should have it back in about four weeks. Nothing crippling,” he explained.


    “How do you know that?” Richard asked, frowning.


    “Not sure, just seems right. And I did the damage, sorry about that,” he admitted. “Let’s get going. Try to bring me up to speed on what it is exactly we are doing.”


    “Sure thing, Boss. This is a little weird, but it’s our best hope – outside of trying to take over the ship that is anchored a good ways outside the island,” Richard started. The two walked on towards the castle, Richard explaining the events leading up to Boss’s attack. And all the while, he was trying to keep his screaming to himself.


  




  

    Chapter 6 Over Coming Fears


    “So, Boss, what should I be expecting?” Richard asked, glancing over at him.


    “Um, not sure. So why is Boss my name?”


    “It was the first thing that came to ma mind. Speaking of, I don’t think we are getting any closer to our target,” Richard said, stopping and folding his arms.


    “Seems so. I am not the best judge of distance, but we are relatively the same distance away that we started at. I hope you are ready for a parade of fears,” Boss said, looking over at Richard.


    “Ma fears are strictly of the non-physical dilemma. More like daddy issues,” Richard said with a shrug.


    “You want to talk about it?” Boss asked.


    Richard took a deep breath. “No,” he said suddenly, tapping his chin. “There has to be a way in. It would do little good if I get stuck in this whirlpool of terror,” he said, fingering the talisman around his neck. “It has to be an illusion, which means something has to be sustaining it.”


    “Or it could be a natural phenomenon,” Boss pointed out.


    “I doubt it. No matter how thick fog is, it cannae bend light in circles,” Richard explained.


    “For a pirate, you sound fairly educated,” Boss commented. Richard remained silent, stabbing his cutlass into the ground. Then he plucked at the end of his sash. “What are you doing?” he asked, watching Richard pull out a long thread.


    “I am going to see how this works. Help me unravel this,” Richard ordered, tying the thread to the hilt of the cutlass. “Now then, let’s see if we can get moving when we have a bit of direction.


    “I don’t think this is going to work,” Boss said casually, watching Richard work.


    “You don’t say,” Richard said, voice dripping with sarcasm. “Tell you what, let me know what will work and we can try that.” Boss didn’t respond. “Look, I don’t expect it to work. Now keep the sword in place.


    Boss watched as Richard dashed into the trees, loping back around. He was gradually making his way around before coming back with the end of the thread. “Grab the sword. Something tells me you will make better use of it,” Richard said. Boss pulled it out of the ground and approached him.


    Richard kept a calm face, raising an eyebrow but the two remained silent. “Well, lead the way. This is your plan, after all.” Richard shook his head, starting to walk.


    “Big surprise, I told you it wouldn’t work,” Boss said, surveying all the thread that was, once again, before him.


    “No footprints, but the thread stayed. So, it cannae be an illusion. But what?” Richard wondered, tilting his head. A low chuckling echoed around them. “So smart – you are the first. Everyone else is so boring,” the voice said, drawing the word out. Boss readied the sword but Richard held out his hand.


    “It isn’t interested in fighting, just lower the weapon,” Richard said quietly. “We cannae leave without it’s say so. Doing something it doesn’t like is not wise.” Jill growled, baring her teeth.


    “We wish to pass,” Richard shouted, his voice echoing back around them.


    “I wish to fuck with you until you slowly descend into madness,” the voice cackled.


    “That explains a thing or two,” Boss muttered.


    “So why haven’t you?” Richard asked. “For such a creature to have gained such a reputation, you must be more than capable of doing so.”


    “Reputation?” the voice echoed.


    “Well, of course. People know of your mists, even if they have never visited them, a place where your worst nightmares come true. So, I ask again, why am I still sane?”


    “Who said you were sane? You walked right into my mist; most people try to avoid it,” the voice noted.


    “He has a point,” Boss replied. Richard narrowed his eyes in irritation.


    “Hey, big words from Mr. Amnesia. In some kinds of dangers – like if a python swallows your hand – your best bet is to plunge it in deeper instead of trying to pull it out.”


    “That all depends on the snake,” the voice said. A large pair of eyes blinked from the edge of the fog.


    “Shit!” both men shouted at the same time. Boss held out the sword but Richard bull-rushed the massive snake as it rose up above them. The scales glistened a dark brown but two bright green eyes looked down at them.


    “What the hell are you doing?” Boss shouted. The snake reared back, a hood popping open and a long tail coiling forward. “It’s going to eat you!”


    Richard rushed forward as the snake’s head snapped forward, it’s giant maw opening wide as it flew through the air.


    “No!” Boss shouted into a massive wind of fog. He opened his eyes a crack and saw the snake was gone. “What in the world?” he asked, looking around. A lone figure remained and a low groaning sound echoed in the air. Bones and green flesh appeared as the fog began to dissipate. “A zombie?” he mouth. A pair of broken chains dangled nearby. “Okay, you are not fooling me on this,” Boss said, lowering his sword. The remaining fog split.


    “How did you know?” Richard asked.


    “Your arm was still close to your chest, your footing was still solid, the way you moved and carried yourself. That, and a twenty foot snake doesn’t just vanish. So, now what?”


    “Nothing, we simply keep walking,” Richard said with a small shrug.


    “That’s it? No fighting, or trying to hunt it down? We could at least spread word around.”


    “It won’t do any good. It can fool sound, speech, size. The only reason we are able to talk is because it doesn’t care. He, her, it, whatever,” he replied, emphasizing the last one. “Entertainment is all it wants,” Richard said, sitting down with his legs crossed.


    “You are going to just sit there? I will goad you, I will send another hapless traveler – he will kill you!” the voice shouted.


    “Then I shall die! But I shall not be your plaything. Now leave me be if you will not let me pass,” Richard said in a dull tone.


    “No, no, no, no!” it shouted, the voice becoming more and more childlike and high-pitched. “not fair, you are the first people and I don’t have any new toys!” it screamed. Boss winced at the volume. Jill dropped to her belly, pushing her ears down with her paws. Richard’s eyes fell into a half-open state, clearly bored with the childish tantrum. The fog seemed to settle and the tower that once loomed in front of them was off to the right.


    “I hate kids,” he growled.


    “So, you think he will give us anymore trouble?” Boss asked. Richard glanced back, noticing a pair of triangular white ears popping out of the fog.


    “I doubt it. If he is that bored, he will more than likely venture out. Boredom can only be tolerated for so long,” Richard replied. A pair of nine tails swished in the air before darting away into the fog. He took a deep breath and looked up. The eye of the storm, it seemed, had let through a bright full moon, illuminating the outer wall of the castle. Boss placed a hand on it, running his fingers over the smooth stone.


    “Not even a place to slip your fingers into. Whoever built this made it clear: no one gets in unless they take the front door,” Boss said.


    “Yeah, right. Then they get turned into smears on the stone road to hell. I have a back door key; I just hope we have enough time to find the north side of this damn place,” Richard admitted, absently touching the talisman.


    “The far wall, sadly,” Boss said, pointing to a bright star in the sky. “North star says we have a bit of walking to do if we want in. What kind of sailor can’t recognize the north star?” he pointed out.


    “One that has not been told anything. I was a janitor, more or less, on both ships. Now let’s get going,” Richard answered, waving his hand and heading forward.


    “Nothing seems to deter you, huh?” Boss noted, glancing at Jill as she quickly trotted off after Richard.


    “Never half-arse something,” Richard replied.


    “Sounds like some kind of cheap advice a parent would give,” Boss commented, picking up his pace.


    “And if it is?” Richard asked coldly. He shrugged the glare off, not letting the man’s disposition get to him.


    “Are you always this edgy?” he asked.


    “Not always, but then again, I don’t always find myself in this sort of situation,” he reminded, glancing up at the wall – as if the Gargoyle would be watching.


    “So, got any family?” Boss asked. Richard glanced over at him with a raised eyebrow. “We have a long walk ahead of us and an even longer one if this falls through. And the only women in our presence don’t seem to care much for conversation.”


    “And you don’t have a clue as to who you are,” Richard retorted. “Well, I grew up in the Colonies. It’s a growing group of states on a large western continent that is finally getting some power in the international waters,” Richard explained. “They have only been around for a short period of time, but Christendom couldn’t hold onto it thanks to the growing number of Pirate Lords in the archipelago. The other city-states and small counties that make up much of the southern and much larger islands are not in much of a state to deal with them.”


    “Christendom? I am not familiar with that term,” Boss replied, lopping off a tree branch that was in his way.


    “It’s the term given to the large eastern continent – mainly made up of one massive country. After the Thousand Year Civil War, the All Father religion was the only one still in active practice, with a lot of older and unusual religions taking up residence in the southern islands and the much smaller continent of Millstone. It was named after some mapmaker or something, kind of stupid they named it after a mapmaker. Look, can we talk about something else? I am getting a little bored spitting out common knowledge,” Richard said.


    “What about the Warrior city-states that used to be on the homeland?” Boss asked. Richard glanced over and got a very concerned look from him.


    “Not sure, some got all but destroyed with only a few loyalists living on the outskirts of the new kingdom.” Boss looked even more stricken, as if some unknown memory was now plaguing him. “But some of the tenacious groups escaped. In fact, I do know the Nordic groups have a rather large island to the far south. As well as the Mystic Knights, the Druids and the Copper Shields. The last group I cannae remember the name too, but from what I gather, it’s called the Alliance and they are all about protecting culture. But to be honest, the big deal is between the Christendom Kingdom and the Colonies. So, if you get the chance to get off the island, heading south would be a good place to start.”


    “Thank you,” Boss said, feeling a small smirk creep onto his face.


    “Whatever, just don’t get your hopes up. If anything, they are gone or it would be impractical to find,” Richard added, glancing away from the frown on his face. Boss nodded in agreement as the two walked on in silence.


  




  

    Chapter 7 A Mystical Castle


    “So, where exactly on the north wall are we talking?” Boss asked, looking over at Richard. Richard rubbed the back of his head as he looked up and down the wall. He only saw grey and brownish brick with no indication as to where the door would open. The two had made it to the northern most point of the wall and Richard and Boss were simply staring at what looked like another patch of brick wall.


    “I didn’t really ask. She said north part, no password or spot, just north wall,” Richard admitted.


    “I am starting to think you just picked that piece of metal up and are pulling my leg. Am I still stuck in the mists?” he asked, looking around with mock bewilderment on his face.


    “You know, for a guy who only knows how to fight, I am by far more impressed by your ability to snark.”


    “It must be a natural born talent,” he said, his shoulders rumbling in mild amusement.


    “Maybe we should head to the center. It seems as likely a place as any,” Richard said out loud, ignoring Boss’s comment.


    Richard glanced up, keeping a rapid pace as his eyes scanned the battlements. He almost expected some sort of issue to arise.


    “So, do you think there will be anything waiting for us inside the castle?” Boss asked. Richard shrugged, glancing back at him.


    “Not a clue. As far as I know, the Gargoyle is the only issue. But who knows how long ago this all was, and what has changed. For all I know, the thing may have left and all this sneaking around is pointless,” Richard admitted. “And do try to keep your voice down. We don’t need any more trouble as it is.”


    “You’re louder than I am,” he replied. But just as Richard was about to argue, he felt something warm on his chest. The talisman had heated up suddenly.


    “Hot,” he hissed, pulling the pendant from around his neck. He dropped it on the ground and they both looked at it.


    “You think it’s safe to touch?” Boss finally asked. Richard only shrugged.


    “Why don’t you touch it and find out?” Richard replied. Before either could continue bantering, Jill snatched it in her mouth and ran off. “Jill!” he shouted, rushing after the dog. Boss chased after him, doing his best to keep up.


    “I am starting to think there is something weird about that dog,” Boss noted between breaths.


    “Oh yeah, because the rest of this damn island is so fucking normal!” Richard shouted. Jill came to a sudden stop. Both of them stumbled to the side as the dog sat down, with the talisman in her jaws and her tail wagging.


    “Ah,” Richard groaned, clutching his injured wrist. “Mental note: never do that again,” he said, wincing as he forced himself back to his feet.


    “Damn bitch,” Boss growled, picking up the sword and looking at the dog.


    “I take it this is the spot where we need to do something?” he asked, holding out his left hand. The dog dropped the talisman into his open palm. Nothing happened. “Well?” he asked, looking at Boss, who only shrugged. He turned back to Jill as she sat up and raised a paw over her head. Richard exchanged glances with Boss, the latter raising an eyebrow. “This is embarrassing,” he grumbled, lazily holding his hand above his head.


    “Hehe,” Boss chuckled, shaking his head in amusement.


    “Oh, fuck off,” Richard growled. A beam of moonlight hit the talisman and another beam shot from the other side onto the wall. The stone seemed to vanish in the light, giving way to a perfectly shaped brick tunnel.


    “Well, I no longer feel the need to question your sanity, or your sources,” Boss said, reaching out his hand. There was only air where the wall once was.


    “That makes one of us. Come on, we’ll check our sanity after we find out if this works,” Richard said, taking point with Jill walking off after him. “I am watching you,” he told the dog. She simply tilted her head in confusion. “Don’t play cute with me, you are up to something,” he said, pointing at his eyes and then at her with his good hand.


    “I can’t see two inches in front of my damn nose,” Boss complained. “I would trade this sword for a torch right now,” he admitted.


    Richard kept his hand out in front of him, with each foot gingerly testing the space before him. “Shit!” he said, panicking when he felt a wall seemingly materialize out of nowhere. “Come on, there has to be a door around here somewhere.”


    “Ah, found it,” Boss said. A low groaning filled the air as the starry sky became visible once more. “Urk!” he cried out. Richard grabbed him, pulling him into the shadow of a stone house with hay for a roof.


    “Shh,” he said, putting a finger to his lips. “We don’t know what lurks in the shadows. We need to move fast and quietly. If I were to place a bet, the main tower is where our fairy is. But it is most likely where we shall find the Gargoyle. So, let’s see if we can find some weapons.”


    “Right, be prepared and all that,” Boss said in a low voice. “Got any ideas where the weapons would be hid?”


    “Well, I’ve got an idea,” Richard said. And with that, the two vanished into the empty streets of the interior.


    They frowned as Richard held up a torch, the light flickering across nearby walls. “Nothing yet, monster or otherwise. I hope we run into a kitchen as well – not sure how much longer I can go without food,” Richard commented, passing a massive oil painting.


    Boss paused, looking at the painting of a white cloaked woman. “Wouldn’t that be a way to go? Starvation in an abandoned castle. Starting to think disembowelment would be an easier way to go,” he admitted. Richard ignored him, unsure if he was joking or being legit, but his tone seemed light enough despite the subject.


    “I could go for a nice, big turkey leg right about now,” Richard said to himself. As if called on from on high, a turkey leg suddenly appeared in front of him, smoking like it had just been taken off the fire. Richard stopped dead and just stared at it.


    “Is that a – ” Boss started.


    “Ay, ay it is,” Richard said bluntly.


    “Woof,” Jill barked, snagging the piece of meat and dashing down the hall. She disappeared around a corner while the two men just stared at each other.


    “But how? This doesn’t make any sense,” Boss said.


    “I have a few theories, but for now, we can just accept that the castle is magical. But to what extent, I am not sure. I would like to find the kitchen,” Richard said out loud. He glanced around, inspecting the walls, but nothing happened.


    “Maybe a room is too much,” Boss offered. Richard rubbed a hand against his goatee.


    “Hmm, we should test this, but let’s find Jill. I want me another turkey leg,” Richard said, pausing. “This castle is weird,” he said, clearly disappointed that his wish was not granted twice. He walked off, grumbling. Boss looked back and there on the floor was a second turkey leg.


    “Hey, I found the kitchen!” Richard shouted before his voice suddenly stopped. Boss grabbed the turkey leg, biting into while grease dripped into his beard.


    “This castle seems to have everything. It would explain why the Gargoyle would never leave,” he said, walking back and forth along the kitchen floor. Boss pulled a leg off a cooked chicken. Richard grabbed a small wedge of cheese and popped it into his mouth before placing both hands behind his back. “Is there a limit? If we take something, does it stay with us? Is what we eat truly filling?” he mused.


    “You have been at this for a while,” Boss noted. “Look, I feel fine, my body is finally running off some food. Besides, the alternative is already worrisome,” he said, taking a bit of chicken.


    “Magic has two styles, three if you wish to involve the ‘gods’, but I have never heard of a place where things happen willfully. I fear this is another illusion,” Richard said.


    “It is entirely possible. Let’s go find some imaginary weapons in the imaginary armory,” Boss mocked. Richard felt his lip curl into a small smirk.


    “Fair point. What I would like to know is how long it would take you to expel your memories in that fog, or food, for that matter,” Richard said.


    “Well, I do have a bit packed away. As for time, I’m not sure. An illusion can warp a person’s perspective of time. It could have been a day but it felt like years,” he replied.


    “Well, isn’t that a morbid thought,” Richard replied, heading back for the hall.


  


  

    “I wouldn’t worry about it. Come on, let’s go find some weapons,” Boss said. Richard frowned a bit, sighing with reluctance.


    “Cannae argue with that,” he admitted, tailing after him. He paused when he heard a slight whimper behind him. He looked around to see Jill sitting there with her tail wagging ever so slightly as she looked down at the bone in front of her. She raised her eyes to see Richard scowl and visibly flinched.


    “Oh, I’m sorry. You must have been hungry too,” Richard admitted, getting down on one knee and rubbing her ears. She perked up a bit. “Now that we are all full, let’s get going,” he said, standing up. The dog trailed off behind him. He glanced down the hall to see Boss standing there with his jaw hanging wide open.


    “Boss?” Richard asked, snapping his fingers. The man simply raised a hand and pointed. Richard followed his gaze and looked into the massive room. There were shelves upon shelves of weapons and armor. “Not bad,” Richard said, shaking his head.


    Boss put his hand out and looked at Richard. “May I?” he asked. Richard motioned him through with his hands. He seemed to vanish into the room before metal and wood began to clash together. Richard glanced around the room while Boss went over everything. He popped up from behind a shelf, a demon-faced helmet on his head.


    “Perhaps a bit more specific,” Richard said, picking up a three pronged weapon. “Is this a fork or something?” he asked, holding it up.


    “That is a Sai,” Boss commented, pulling off the helmet. And this is a samaurai helmet. Not really my style, but look at all of the cool toys,” he admitted.


    “I can understand that,” Richard admitted. He looked over a barrel of cutlass swords, pushing them around. Then, a dull yellow rock caught his eye. He brushed away a bit of dust and a tinge of gold shone through. His fingers inched around the blade’s grip and he pulled it out. He looked it over quickly before grabbing a rag and beginning to polish it. A dull golden hilt was revealed with a bright golden sapphire shaped to a point on the pommel. The blade had a nice inward curve and was very sharp. His left hand shifted it, testing the weight.


    “What do you have there?” Boss asked and Richard slipped the blade over. Boss picked it up, testing the point of balance. With a slight flick, he flipped the blade and caught the grip. He smirked and looked it over. When he touched the edge faintly, a drop of blood came from his thumb. “So, does it have a name?” he asked, resting the sword on both hands and presenting it back to Richard.


    Richard picked the sword up with his left hand and looked it over. “Golden Talon shall do,” he said casually.


    “It works, I guess,” Boss said. “Now then, time to find my weapon of choice.” Richard frowned, glancing down at himself. He needed new clothes, something that would work. As he moved along the racks, clothing began to show up. He set the blade down and grabbed a coat from the rack. It was black with coat tails. Gingerly, he slid in his right hand before shoving in his left. He struggled with the three buttons but when he was done, he was satisfied. The material was soft and form fitting, but still allowed full fluidity. He glanced down and noticed a pair of black boots. Richard slipped them on, tightening up the buckles as best he could without using his right hand. He tested the boots before setting off for one more thing. He spotted it at the end of the rack. Instead of a traditional buckle, the belt fastened with a plate. On the front side, there was a skull profile with a pair of wings attached to it.


    “A little stylish, but it’ll do,” he said, slipping the belt around his waist and spotting a holster for his sword. As he went to slide properly on the left side, he cursed. “Damn it,” he grumbled, reversing it for now. The coat draped over his belt, only letting the holster be exposed on his side. When he reached for the sword, it skidded to the ground. He reached for it, but paused when he noticed one last detail. At the spot where the blade met the hilt was a small skull.


    “A skull, how fitting,” Richard said with a cruel smirk as he holstered the blade.


  




  

    Chapter 8 A Rescue



    Richard sat down on a chair, Jill sitting next to him. “Stop that,” he snapped, looking over at her. She paused, her teeth sunk into a strap that he had placed on her back. There were a large number of belts holding down a massive amount of supply filled bags. There was another bag that Richard was using to prop his feet up. He closed his eyes, a sigh escaping him as his impatience continued to grow.



    “Ah, ha,” Boss shouted. Jill perked up as his feet rumbled through a sea of metal. Richard looked at the weapon Boss held. It was rather unusual, looking like a pair of long triangular spikes that were attached by a horizontal grip. Boss heft a second one up over his shoulder.


    “What in the world?” Richard asked, looking at the weapons.


    “No idea, it’s not a weapon I am familiar with. I think they are a variation on claws or a sai. But nothing catches my eye quite like a new tool to master,” he replied with a confident smirk.


    “That’s it? No new look, no armor, just a simple weird weapon?” Richard asked. Boss glanced at a wooden post and stabbed the blades into the wood. The blades speared it like butter before the wood cracked and spilt.


    “I think I can handle it. Besides, I have a knife in both boots if I need to fall back to something I am a bit more familiar with,” he said with a shrug, his excited demeanor seemingly ruined. “What’s with the extra gear?”


    “Just wanted to hold onto something. I have a feeling it will make ma life a bit easier,” Richard said, pulling a bag over his shoulder.


    “So, how do you plan on killing the Gargoyle with one hand full and the other one damaged?” Boss asked.


    “Fight it?” Richard asked, looking at Boss as if he were a nutter on the street.


    “If you say…” Boss started.


    “I am stealing the fairy and running for ma damn life,” Richard said, looking at him. “I am nae a hero, even at full swinging ability. I do nae want to test ma mettle against something that has the name ‘immortal’ in it. I need a ship, nae a death wish,” he said, heading for the door.


    “That is very sensible,” Boss admitted. “A little cowardly, but sensible.” Richard ignored him, moving towards the door.


    “Now then, to find that fairy,” he murmured, walking down the hall. The hall was rather long as Richard wondered why despite the stone and little in the way of light his vision hadn’t left him. Boss and Jill moved behind him as he frowned at Jill for biting at the strap.


    The hall opened up and he found himself standing at the edge of a long balcony. Below him was a massive throne room. The throne itself was five times the size of any chair he had seen, made of white marble with a massive, muscular grey figure sitting in it. Bright green vines were growing over top of everything, even the figure itself. Floor to ceiling windows rested on one wall, displaying the western horizon between the Greek-styled pillars that lined every wall. And in the center was a square stone with a giant crystal ball hovering over it. And inside it, was the fairy.


    “Is it still alive?” Boss whispered. Richard leaned over the ledge, noting a pair of wings similar to a butterfly and some sort of black dress on the mystical wish granter that was pooled at the bottom of the prison.


    “Nae sure, I cannae even see a way to open it up. How could something live without food or water?” Richard asked in a hushed voice.


    “Magic,” Boss reminded. Richard rolled his eyes, nodding as Jill came over. He opened one of the pouches and pulled out a length of rope. He knotted one end around the balcony and tossed the other over the edge.


    “Stay here and keep a lookout. If anything goes wrong, try to give me a warning that doesn’t involve anything loud.”


    “Better idea: I lower you down and pull on the rope if anything goes wrong,” Boss said, grabbing the rope and tying it around Richard’s waist. “And if anything goes wrong, I’ll cut my losses and use you as a distraction.


    “Okay,” Richard drawled, giving him a sidelong glance. After a moment of dangling in the air, he felt his feet hit the ground and the remaining rope pooled at his feet. Richard frowned, unknotting the rope with his left hand. He didn’t trust Boss, even more so after his last comment.


    He moved quickly and quietly to the crystal ball, realizing that the prison really was levitating. He drew his sword, poking at the glass. The ball seemed to move a bit and the fairy’s wings started to stir. The Fairy had short dark hair, and her dress while short in length had loose long sleeves and a black corset strung up in the front, with a short sword at her side. Richard glanced over his shoulder, noticing a massive door fit for the giant on the throne. He glanced back, noticing no movement from the Gargoyle. With a single push, he placed his palm on the ball. He felt nothing but cool glass. But it was enough to wake the fairy up.


    She glanced around, looking over her shoulder. Her sleepy expression turned to panic as she fluttered to the air and let out a massive scream. Richard winced, fully expecting some kind of ear pain but realized that he couldn’t hear a thing.


    “Must have muted her. Now, if only all women could come with that option,” he thought to himself. He felt his chest rumble at his little joke as he glanced around.


    The fairy was now wide awake and seemed to hover in place her pericing ice blue eye following Richard. Richard rushed over to one of the windows and grabbed onto the long, faded curtain. The fabric snapped easily enough while he looked back at the throne: there was still no movement. He rushed back to the ball, quickly wrapping the cloth around it before tightening it and obscuring the fairy. He tugged on the rope and they began to vanish back up the wall. Richard grabbed onto the rail as soon as he could but a slow ripping sound reached his ears.


    “Shit,” he whispered just as the fabric spilt, spilling the ball on the ground. It hit with a resounding thunk. Boss and Jill looked over the edge as the ball bounced, rolling toward the throne and spinning the poor mystical creature around.


    Richard dropped to the ground, racing after it. He placed both hands on the glass, stopping it from moving. The fairy’s head seemed to sway as she regained her balance on the bottom. She threw him a hard glare and Richard raised his hands in protest. A low chip sounded and his eyes trailed upward as the stone creature moved on it’s throne. The vines ripped away as the Gargoyle rose. Richard and the fairy looked at each other and he took his only option.


    “Boss, get the damn door!” Richard shouted, moving to the side. Boss dropped off the balcony, racing for the door as Richard pushed the ball and rolling it forward.


    Boss slammed the door with his shoulder. Jill leaped off the balcony as well, growling at the Gargoyle as it slowly stretched to it’s full height. Richard felt another pair of hands join him in pushing the ball.


    “That fairy is going to be pissed when she gets out,” Boss replied. They both looked into the ball to see her hovering in the center, glaring at both of them.


    “That is nae good,” Richard admitted. There was a loud crash behind them and they both looked back to see the Gargoyle holding the throne room door over it’s head. Jill shot past them down the hall. “That is nae good either!” he shouted. The ball hit a wall and they both rotated quickly to the far side. The poor fairy was rolling around inside of the ball as the Gargoyle threw the door. It hit about half of the wall they had just passed.


    “Just keep running!” Richard ordered. He glanced back and forth, a wicked smile appearing on his face. “Take a right, if this castle keeps working like this, we are going on a trip!” he shouted, his laugh trailing after them.


    They spun around a corner into a massive hall of angled mirrors that opened up before them. “I have a feeling that Gargoyle is nae all that bright. Or else, we would have rushed into a brick wall,” Richard commented. “Now, follow ma lead. Left, then a sharp right!” he ordered, beginning to bark out orders. The Gargoyle seemed to appear in front of them. The ball rolled into another direction as the sound of breaking glass erupted around them. They took another right and were back in the normal halls.


    They both glanced back when the monster roared.


    “So now what?” Boss asked.


    “We find a place to hide and wait for dark. We need to crack this thing open and head north. I am nae sure how many days are left before she can grant another wish,” Richard replied.


    “How do we open this thing?” Boss asked.


    “I have no idea,” he admitted, watching the fairy walk around drunkenly, trying her best to keep her balance. “Let’s hope her durability holds up,” Richard said, looking back up. “All right for the exit, and where in the world is Jill?” he asked.


    The sound of rapidly approaching paw steps grabbed his attention. “Lot of help you were,” Boss commented. Jill automatically lowered her head.


    “Says the guy who threatened to leave if things went south,” Richard said, glancing over at him.


    “I didn’t, it didn’t seem right. Besides, it would have been back to the fog for me. So, a quick honorable death over a prolonged one,” he said, holding out his fist.


    “Agreed,” Richard said, returning the gesture with a bump. Richard tapped the glass and the fairy looked up at him. He motioned that she levitate and they quickly rolled it out of the room and found a hiding spot further away.


    Later, they sat in a room while the rumble of destruction echoed outside. Richard sat on a three-legged stool, staring intently at the door. He glanced at Boss sitting next to the ball, his arm resting on it while Jill curled up near the door. The ceiling let loose some dust and a bit of stone from the Gargoyle’s continued destruction, the two were sitting in one of the small buildings outside of the castle not too far away from where they had come in from.


    “So, what are the odds of him finding us?” Boss asked, a little concerned.


    “No idea, I would have to say that it’s up to random chance. We just wait and see. In the meantime, let’s see if you can at least read,” he said, moving closer to the glass prison. He breathed on it, fogging up the surface. With his finger, he wrote down: can you read?


    The fairy breathed on it as well, mirroring his act. He squinted but could not make out what she had written. She pointed at it and Richard leaned as close as he could, but there was no way of reading it. Instead, she flew up and began to make the letters as big as possible. And he finally got the message.


    I am Richard and this is Boss. Do you know how we can free you? he wrote down. She looked it over.


    For a while, she didn’t move, as if weighing her options on the matter. Jill stood up and looked at the ball, her interest sparked in the matter. The dog sat next to Richard and he patted her head, more than ready to play the waiting game. He could be as patient as he needed to be.


    The fairy studied him and they locked eyes, his hand mindlessly scratching Jill behind the ear while her leg began to thump. The fairy appeared to take a deep breath and breathed on the glass, fogging up as much as possible. Her wings flittered as she began to write.


    “Looks like we are going to get somewhere after all,” Boss said, folding his hands in front of himself.


    My name is Spark. All I ask is to get off this damn island my wish is all yours.


    “Good to know,” Richard admitted, fogging up the glass as her message faded.


    How do we get you out? He waited for a second as she prepared her message.


    It dissolves in salt water. And if you shake me up like that again, I am going to be sick on you.


    “She seems feisty,” Boss said, standing up to his full height.


    “I am worried. She is giving us too much information and is being a little too willing to help,” Richard replied, a little put back by how easy it was.


    “Not everything needs to be complicated,” he replied. “By the way, I think the Gargoyle is starting to move away from us. We should be safe from discovery for the time being.”


    “Good, I think we should catch some sleep. I’ll take the first watch,” Richard said while Boss shrugged. “I saw a bed in the side room if you need it.”


    “Well, if you feel like you can’t stay up, feel free to wake me,” he said, walking silently into the only other room of the small house. Richard sat back down on the stool.


    “Let’s see how things pan out. So far, so good,” he told himself while Jill curled up at his feet. Spark stared at him from her prison, her big ice blue eyes seeming to look into his soul. He shook his head, not sure what she expected to see of him. A few minutes later, a small rapping sounded on the door. Richard froze, drawing his sword with left hand, but it wasn’t quite as steady as his right. Jill moved to the door and sniffed at the gap underneath. A pair of legs shadowed on the floor. Richard glanced out one of the windows near the front but he couldn’t spot anyone in the way.


    Grabbing the door with his foot, Richard pushed it open. A small figure peaked in with muddy brown eyes. It was a child, a very small one, staring back at him. The child had short blonde hair with a brown tunic belted around his waist. There were no shoes on the dirty feet that matched his stained face. With a reluctant move, he opened the door and let the child in. Jill licked his face and Richard sat back down before reaching into his bag and tossing the boy an apple


    The child didn’t speak but quickly fed on the fruit like an animal. When the boy moved in the dim candlelight, Richard noticed a scar on his neck where his Adam’s apple would be. He grimaced, subconsciously reaching for his own throat.


  




  

    Chapter 9 To The Sea



    Richard, kept his ears open, he glanced back at the child they had just picked up, then at Boss. Jill padded along before them as the two men slowly rolled the ball prison along the jungle floor, occasionally sparing a glance at the foliage above them expecting the Gargoyle to find them at any moment.



    “Let’s take a break and get some rest,” Boss said as Richard stopped as well, he frowned but didn’t argue, as he glanced back to see Sam lagging behind a bit. The child sat down on a root as Richard glanced up. The birds were as noisy as ever and the light that broke through the tree tops, he glanced back at lee as his left hand rested on his new sword, casually feeling the stone pommel.


    “So decided on a wish?” Boss asked as he found a stump to sit down on, as Richard leaned up against a sturdy tree.


    “I have given it some thought,” Richard admitted his eyes going to Spark who was sitting cross-legged at the bottom of her prison.


    “So one wish?” Boss asked,


    “Yeah, and its one every thousand years, I got lucky for a change and managed to find out in time,” Richard admitted,


    “How do you know?” Boss asked looking at Richard, “It could be a trick to get you to save someone.”


    “Skeptical, I understand your concerns but it lines up with history, while Fairies have gone missing, popular myth is they grant wishes. Its sketchy as to how or why different stories. Besides it is my first best option.”


    “How so, there is at least one ship and now captain,” Boss pointed out as Richard eyed,


    “People, I would need at least 30 people, not counting the possible losses as well as the need for a twenty-four hour crew. Well people wise I am bit limited,” Richard explained all the while keeping an eye on Boss’s movements.


    “It never hurts to have a backup plan, so the castle, odd that we found a passage under the mist ring,” Boss said glancing back pondering on the escape, Richard thought back as well.


    “I think the castle bends to the needs of the people roaming it, how or why I don’t know,” Richard admitted,


    “We could head back and will a way strait to the ocean,” Boss pointed out, as Richard scratched at his facial hair as if thinking the idea over.


    “No, if the Gargoyle finds it, that would be a straight line right to us, and now isn’t the time to see how far the castle’s influence can stretch. It would explain the mist as a defense willed up by the Gargoyle.


    “Both fair points,” Boss admitted, “The stone bastard could still be at the castle trying to find us that way,” Boss admitted, glancing back, “Best not limit ourselves,”


    “Agreed,” Richard nodded, his own thoughts coming up with his own explanation, he didn’t want to be in close quarters with Boss, while he did help bail him out of a tight spot with the theft, there was a wish on the line and he wanted to be able to slip away if needed.


    Richard opened up the bag he had and pulled out a canteen passing the water to Sam first, the kid guzzled it before passing it back spilling water on the ground in the act. Richard then tossed it chief as Jill liked up the spill, Sam left as Richard was the last one to drink.


    Richard put the water away when he heard something rustle the foliage as he quickly snapped around his eyes and ears systematically hunting for the oddity. Nothing, “See anything?” Richard asked Boss as he threw the bag over his shoulder.


    “Not sure But I think we are being fallowed,” he admitted,


    “Sure we are,” Richard thought to himself as he eyed Boss, then at Sam, who couldn’t speak up, but he did look worried, so there may have been something to the idea. “We need to get moving,” Richard finally spoke up as Boss nodded and stood up.


    “Sam stay close,” Richard said pointing at the kid as Sam nodded and kept up as best he could as they rolled along again, occasionally they would have to maneuver around roots and off terrain, but as Richard kept his ears open found the trip to the coast was going smooth and uneventful, that made him even more concerned, something was either watching them or they were marching into an area that was avoided by most sensible creatures and either option was troubling considering were the bar had been set.


    “So are we stopping for sleep?” Boss broke the silence as they rolled along as the sun started to slowly set. “Stopping yes Sleep for the kid, not us, I can keep going for a good while without sleep and we should make it to the coast in less time for the all-nighters to start hampering my abilities,” Richard quickly and ineptly explained.


    “Well thought out, do you always plan this well?” Boss asked,


    “Sometimes,” was Richard’s curt respond, “We should try and spot some place harder to sneak up on. I don’t trust the place not to fight me on this,” Richard admitted as eye eyed everything around him as if it were trying to take his hope of getting off the island.


    Richard frowned as he watched the kid and the dog sleep under a brown blanket he had packed. He glanced around as he sat against the three his ears doing most of the work as his eye looked up at the bright starry sky. Richard about choked he swore he heard “Eat’em up,” again but there was no sign of the bird or his attackers.


    “Soo, what are your plans after getting off this island?” Boss asked,


    “Making money, and a side dish of payback,” Richard admitted as Boss leaned up against a rock across from himself.


    “Sounds, profitable,” Boss admitted, the conversation broke into silence as Richard considered his own question.


    “What of you, I wouldn’t mind getting you off the island at least you got a destination in mind? Richard asked already expecting the answer.


    “Time isn’t giving me much of a direction, but whatever you do I wouldn’t mind hanging around, life around you seems interesting if nothing else.” Boss decided.


    “Haha,” Richard laughed shortly, “This is the most insane thing I have ever done.” He frowns quieting down, “Normally I am much more cowardly, but I guess my greed out ways my fear. Still I do plan on getting a ship, so if you want in Mr. Boss I wouldn’t turn you down,” Richard said with a calm smile. “If you don’t try to stab me in the back that is,” he thought behind his friendly appearance.


    Richard forced his body to remain still, he felt like his body was wound up, that so much as wings flapping threw the air seemed to cause his neck to twitch. “I want this to be over,” Richard thought to himself as his body seemed to be rebelling as his mind was aware of every little uncomfortable annoyance.


    Richard glanced over at Sam, who was curled up using Jill as a Pillow, “I should wake them up and keep marching,” Richard thought glancing back at Spark. He glanced back at the kid and felt himself sigh releasing the pent up stress into the air.


    “Don’t want to stay still?” Boss asked as Richard returned his attention to him.


    “No, even under less pressure I can’t stand still,” Richard frowned tapping his foot, “But knowing this whole thing could blow up at any second is not good for my nerves.”


    “Ever try meditation?” Boss asked casually,


    “How do you know about meditation?” Richard asked,


    “Not sure, I didn’t remember it a day ago, but I think at least something is coming back, perhaps that creature had done something,” Boss theorized,


    “Well let me know when you remember your name,” Richard snaked but the bearded man ignored him.


    Richard crossed his legs and rested his hands on his knees as he intentionally slowed and controlled his breathing.


    “So any wars currently going on?” Boss asked as Richard cracked open an eye.


    “None that I know off, not that Britannia and Frank isn’t eyeing each other up, if there isn’t a war yet, give it a month,” Richard joked, but he didn’t get a response, so Richard closed his eye.


    “We have company,” Boss said as Richard stood up, sliding his blade out, Boss did the same, as a Series of needles came showering down at them. Richard hopped out of the way as Boss frowned.


    “What a time to not have armor,” Richard companied, as he eyed the needles.


    “Stay behind me if I keep my eyes opened my shield can handle these little needles,” Boss said slamming his fist on the leather gear that was resting over his shoulders. Richard frowned but silently complied as he moved the orb over with Sam and Jill both who were still sleeping.


    Sam blinked as he sat up looking at the orb before he got to his feet. “Sam stay low to the ball and start moving,” Richard scanned the area, before pointing towards the coast. Sam nodded and started rolling the ball along.


    “Still here?” Richard asked,


    “Not sure I think whoever it was pulled back; the bastard was incredibly light I almost didn’t hear them.


    “Some kind of assassin, perhaps, they had hoped to at least drop one of us and with the element of surprise gone decided to wait, come one Sam is getting away,” Richard said turning his sword and sheathing it, as he headed off after. Boss frowned as he raced off as well failing to notice a figure silently watching from the trees before vanishing after them.


    The next day finally rolled around after a long sleepless night. Sam was handing over Richard’s good shoulder as Boss held up his hand, “I see something a head, would you give me a second?” Boss asked Richard frowned as he moved some foliage out of the way to see what looked like some kind of pit before them.


    “Looks like a pit,” Richard said,


    “I think there might be more we may want to head around, just to be safe I am going to go tap around,” Boss said, “Would you mind?” He asked pointing at the rope. Richard nodded wrapping the rope loosely around the tree firmly grabbing onto it.


    “Ready?” Richard asked his suspicion dying after seeing what Boss had spotted in the distance.


    “Yep,” Boss nodded,


    “Shouldn’t I head forward, I got a feeling I would be lighter,” Richard pointed,


    “Yeah but the last time we needed the rope you were tied up this seems to be the better option, besides its more of a safety line I don’t plan on needing you to pull me back up,” Boss explained as Richard just shrugged, Boss frowned before he shrugged as well as headed forward. Richard, sighed as he waited he hated waiting everything took so damn long and he wasn’t in the mood to wait for any more than he had to.


    Richard watched as Boss slowed his walk gently prodding dirt and inspecting the ground gingerly advancing towards the hole in the ground. Boss paused at the Edge, “Seems safe enough,” he exclaimed as he made his way around the hole checking, “Its filled with vines so I think it’s been here a while it should be safe to head threw!”


    Richard nodded as he released the grip on the rope, “What the” Richard suddenly watched a blur suddenly catch his eye as the ground gave in. “Boss!” Richard warned but it was too late as Cheif was knocked into the sudden hole by an unknown figure. Richard grabbed the rope as it burned into Richard’s palm as He planted his Foot on the tree to stop the fall. The rope went taunt as Richard started scanning for an inevitable attack.


    “Richard?” Boss called out as Richard spotted Sam who was grouped up with Spark and Jill.


    “Yeah?” Richard responded,


    “I think I can climb my way up, tie the rope off and give me a hand if you are feeling inclined. Richard didn’t answer as he tied the rope off making sure it wasn’t going to sent chief to the bottom of the bit.


    Richard moved causally to the pit watching as Sam slowly rolled Spark keeping close as Richard approached the edge. “holy shit,” Richard cursed as he glanced down to see a massive plant at the center of the hole with a mass of vines. The plant was a dark green bulb of some kind that looked like some kind of cushion, ready for anything to fall in.


    “Yeah it’s clingy as well,” Boss complained as Richard spotted the vines wrapping around his legs trying to drag him farther down. He kicked at desperately trying to free his legs.


    “Don’t move,” said a voice as Richard felt something sharp prick his neck.


    “I knew things were working on to well,” Richard sighed as he went ridged.


    “Sorry but I have been here too long, enjoy your stay,” Richard heard from behind as a foot planted itself on his back. Richard panicked trying to grab onto anything to keep him from dropping onto the plant. Only to stop, looking up at the plant,


    “This is not fun,” Boss complained as Richard looked at his feet to realize he was dangling upside down with Boss holding onto his ankles.


    “This is not going to be easy, to get out off, Just drop me,” Richard said looking at his destination.


    “Your kidding,” Boss responded,


    “Well this is going to get weird if not safer,” Richard frowned as he bent forward reaching to grab onto the harness. His fingers just made it. As Boss let go with Richard hanging onto the rope harness, “Like I said weird,” Richard repeated clearly uncomfortable with the position.


    Richard frowned as He and Boss dug into the Dirt with Richard going first, “Oh come on kid, give me the orb already,” said a man covered in an old hooded coat that ended at his knees. Sam was holding the man back swing a bowie knife. Richard grabbed onto Boss as the two leaned on the ground.


    “What is going on he dealt with us why not the kid as well?” Boss asked,


    “I have an idea, but that means we need to be careful, I need you to work around, I’ll draw his attention sneak up and grab him but not too tightly if he is what I think he is too much pressure would kill him.” Boss let the rope fall as Richard hooked his foot into a noose to keep himself from falling in. Once Boss had vanished into the foliage Richard spoke up.


    “Having a bit of trouble?” Richard called at him resting his head on his left hand as if striking up a causal conversation.


    “Tell your kid to back off, I don’t want to hurt him,” The man barked back as Sam frowned in concentration.


    “I don’t know I wanna see how this plays out assassin,” Richard said casually.


    “How the hell do you figure me for an assassin?” the man paused glancing back at Richard.


    “Well, your speed for one, you move from tree to tree like a blur, and you knocked chief in by jumping and using your full weight, while at the same time you seem to be having trouble with a child, The Assassin ritual grants insane levels of speed and jumping ability but it kills the muscle power and bone density making prolonged slugfests, infeasible,”


    Why don’t you come out of that pit and find out,” the man threatened as he turned his full attention to Richard.


    “All things have a price, let’s find out if I am right,” Richard said calling his bluff, “Even with just my weak hand if I am right you won’t be able to handle me on your own.“Richard drew out Talon and slowly brandished it as the cloaked figure turned to look at Sam. Jill raised her hairs and growled at the man making her presence known.


    Richard slowly walked forward as the man shifted as if weighting his options when suddenly a massive blur broke through the foliage grabbing the man in a massive bear hug.


    “Ah!” the man cried out as Richard aimed his sword point at the man’s neck as everyone froze.


    “Okay under normal circumstances this would be threw your neck, for trying to steal, and attempted murder,” Richard glanced over at Sam, “But seeing as how you didn’t hurt the kid I am will to over look this, but seeing as how we can’t let you try again just yet, Richard brought the rope forward.


    “You son of a bitch,” The man frowned, as Boss dropped him into the pit hanging upside-down by the rope, Richard grabbed the bowie knife and dropped it down as the man grabbed it in his hands behind his back.


    “Look I am just being careful okay, nothing personal,” Richard apologized, “I plan on getting a ship out of this wish if you still want to get off the island,” Richard tipped his skull with two fingers saluting the man as they head forward again.


    The Orb was heading forward first as Richard felt his attention starting to wane despite assassins intervention. ‘Crack’ Richard and Boss froze as they both glanced down to see the ground beneath them.


    “Son of a bitch,” Boss cursed,


    “Rush to the tree,” Richard ordered at Sam as the boy rushed forward Boss and Richard threw caution to the wind rolling the ball along as Sam got to the base of the tree as the two rolled along as quickly as Possible, Richard glanced back to find a new sink hole as a something sounding close whip snapping could be heard as a mass torrent of vines started to grow out of the new hole and seemed to weave across the ground after them.


    “More of those Damn plants,” Richard cursed as he kept moving vines stringing along the trees trying to box them in as the group rushed forward breaking through the trees as the spotted open blue skies and the Shimmering water. Richard spun on his heels as a massive dark-green mouth like creature bending the trees back with insanely think vines.


    “We need to jump,” Boss shouted looking over the cliff uncertainly but that second was all it took for a series of vines to start wrapping around Sam, who Richard only noticed out of the corner of his eye. Richard drew out his blade hacking the vines away from the kid as Richard glanced around trying to find some safe way out besides jumping off the edge.


    “Richard we don’t have time,” Boss shouted before a series of vines grabbing at his leg, it seemed that every time he turned his neck around something was trying to grab onto something.


    “Fine!” Richard shouted as he turned Boss rolled the orb off the edge as Boss jumped off as Well, Richard grabbed Sam hefting the kid up. As Jill yelped Richard turned his head to see the dog being dragged away, as Richard couldn’t draw his blade since he was holding Sam.


    “Jill!” Richard shouted when the dog suddenly started rushing forward as Richard noticed a series of needles digging into the vines as he spotted the cloaked figure high in threes. Taking no more chances, Richard fell from the edge.


    “Shit can you swim,” Richard asked looking at Sam in panic just before they hit the water. Richard kicked his feet as he fought the pain of impact in his right wrist as well as the rest of his body. Breaking the surface he spotted Sam already heading along the cliffs.


    “Richard, you okay?” Boss asked as Sam nodded, as the dog paddled along past them whimpering a bit seemingly okay.


    “Yeah thankfully I know how to swim,” Richard struggled to keep his neck above water but his feet kept moving to keep him afloat.


    “You’re a sailor right, why wouldn’t you know how to swim,” Boss commented as the two started towards the cliffs.


    “Well, employers are not that picky besides most don’t plan on finding themselves in the middle of the ocean cause no matter how good you are at swimming. You’re not making it home if you need to swim an ocean to make it home.” Richard admitted, “Wait where is the fairy?” he asked looking around trying to spot the magical creature.


    “No idea,” Boss admitted as Richard cut his swimming long enough to break the surface of the ocean with a hard swing.


    Richard growled as he stripped of his jacket that was sticking to his back, the salty water uncomfortable as it dried, as his mood soured at the resent turn events, as they walked along the sand in silence as Richard spotted a what looked like the back half of a ship beached on the sandy shores, as Richard recalled what Tray, James, and Laurella had said, it was something.


  




  

    Chapter 10 The Navigator



    Richard listened silently to the slight creak of the rope grinding against wood as the hammock swung from side to side. His coat was slowly drying in the sun while he rested near the bottom of the boat, a shaft of sunlight warming his feet. He felt a light bump on his elbow and cracked open his left eye.



    “Boss?” he asked, glancing down to instead see the boy that had been attached to him. He held a bottle in one hand. Richard snatched it, causing the boy to flinch back while he opened it up. Spiced rum dripped on his chin as his chugged the liquor. The bottle empty, he tossed it against the wall, the boy jumping at the sound of shattering glass.


    “Thanks,” he grunted, closing both eyes but aware that the boy had not moved. “You need a name. Getting tired of calling you ‘boy’,” he said suddenly, leaning back. His mind began to feel a bit off. “Sam, your name is Sam. And do nae take up drinking,” he decided, turning away. With that, Sam walked off in silence.


    “I have two options, both have a lot of risk to them,” he said to the ceiling. “One: I wait here and see if both Tray and James, combined with the seemingly instant access of the castle, can build a ship. Problems with are risking lives repeatedly, thanks to the Gargoyle. Nae to mention that if one or both dies, it could bring everything down. Second: take over the ship currently docked at sea. Problem, finding at least forty trustworthy people who know what the fuck they are doing. Add to that ship damage and the fact that the only people I have run into have a hunger for human flesh and pretend to be natives. So I risk getting eaten or, well, whatever Gargoyles do – eat people?” he wondered, eyes shifting in confusion.


    “Why are you even dwelling on that? There is a third option – try and find the fairy again,” Boss replied, walking into the bottom of the ship and sitting down on an empty crate.


    “I don’t like the odds of finding something that small, that fast and that has the ability to fly. It would be the least dangerous option, but in the case of both options, and possibly the third depending on how brain dead I am, we are going to need help,” Richard admitted, climbing out of the hammock.


    “True.”


    “But one way or the other, we are going to need something on that ship,” Richard admitted. Boss raised a bushy eyebrow. “There is a navigator and I am nae sure if I can find another one. Luckily, she is being held captive, meaning that she will be more willing to help us if we can get her off that ship.”


    “Which we will need if we use any kind of ship,” Boss pointed out. Richard nodded while Boss picked up what he was saying. “And if we do try and take the ship, it would be a nice trial run.”


    “I would love to have Jill with us as well, she is fierce in a fight,” Richard admitted. “But we only have so much time for that ship to be here.”


    “How are we going to get out there? I don’t like the idea of swimming around in full gear,” Boss said.


    “Again, we have options,” Richard said. “One, we could hunt down a rowboat, either by attacking those that are beached on the island or by hoping to find an old one, but that’s nae something I recommend. Or two, we can head back to the castle and see if we can weasel one out of there.”


    “I think the first option would be the best one,” Boss said. “A lot less luck and immortal Gargoyles, if you ask me,” he pointed out.


    “night, we just need to try and keep everyone – including the guards on the shore and those still on the ship – in the dark, so to speak, as much as possible.”


    “Agreed,” Boss replied. “And that just leaves us with one last issue – the boy.”


    “It doesn’t feel right to ditch him. I feel a little attached after saving his life,” Richard said. “I say we give him a choice: he can come or go.”


    “Well, I am not sure,” Boss said, glancing down. “It seems risky,” he said, disliking the idea of putting the boy in danger.


    “Okay but it may be tricky getting him to listen, we got some time so we should rest up, eat up, and get ready for a long night,” Richard advised, Boss nodded as Richard reached out for his Hammock. Both hopping Sam wouldn’t give them too much trouble on the matter.


    Later that night, Richard pushed the leaves aside and glanced over the beach. The moon loomed over them and there was a shadow of a small group huddling around a fire.


    “So, you have a plan?” Boss asked. Richard let go of the leaves to look at him properly.


    “Sadly no,” he admitted. “With where they are, at best we could spook them or lure them away from one another. But outside of a full frontal attack, I’ve got nothing.”


    “Works for me,” Boss said with a shrug as he got to his feet. Richard tried to grab him but Boss was too quick and he almost fell into the sand. He reached out, grabbing his leg and stopping him dead.


    “Give me five seconds before you charge out there okay?” he asked, not to amused. But if Boss was going to bull rush them, he wanted to be in a better position. Boss nodded as Richard split away from Boss moving and keeping as low as possible. He lay down on the Sand into some tall grass on the opposite side, and with the raise of his hand signaled Boss to act. Richard knew Boss was going to move fast and wasted no time in disturbing the brush he was hiding in. The pirates were surprisingly quick on the draw.


    “Go investigate!” one ordered while two of them grumbled and slowly got up from the log they were sitting on.


    “You’re damn paranoid,” one griped.


    “I swear, if this is another rabbit,” the other grumbled. But that was all they got to complain about. The sudden noise from both sides split the pair as one moved closer to both pirates.


    “AH!” Boss screamed, letting out a battle cry. Richard using chief as a distraction pushed off the sand, drawing his sword with his left hand. He rolled his eyes when he noticed that Boss didn’t wait to draw blood. Boss’s blade stabbed into one man’s torso, slicing clean through. Blood spilled and Richard felt his back spasm but kept moving regardless. He leapt out with his blade, and with just the tip, sliced open the other man’s throat, however nobody noticed as the rest were all watching Boss.


    The faces of his former shipmates twisted in horror while the body fell. They made their way towards the makeshift camp and Boss impaled his weapon into another chest. The overhead motion forced the man onto his back before he pulled the blade out, both weapons stained with blood.


    The remaining pirate began to draw closer to Cheif but Richard impaled another in the back, pushing the sword up and catching a bit of his face before letting the dead man drop. There were still about five men around them, each with their swords out and ready to fight. The group spilt and three aimed at Boss, one ran for the rowboat and the final man noticed Richard.


    “Richard, so nice to see you, you bloody traitor,” he said, adjusting his blue salt-stained coat. Richard blinked, eyes adjusting until he recognized the face.


    “One-Eyed Team,” he thought to himself. The man seemed to swell with self-satisfaction. Team was one of the willing men and no doubt one of the loyal forty that was deemed to survive.


    “I have been hoping you would be fool enough to come back. The Cap’n put a bit of a reward on you and a bonus for the map, you lazy bildgerat,” he said, the point of his blade aiming for Richard’s chest. Richard didn’t respond, but tightened the grip on his sword. As their two blades connected, Richard twisted around soon found himself falling back. His feet moved on autopilot, allowing the pirate to keep his footing. “I have to admit, I always wondered why you were allowed to live. Was it your cowardly behavior, because we sure didn’t keep you around for your work ethic,” he said with a mocking smile and still trying to goad Richard into responding.


    Richard gritted his teeth while his blade was swatted away like a ragdoll. He was no longer falling back but began pushing. The crash of steel on steel rang in his ears. Richard’s left hand moved stiffly as he tried to keep up a defense. He wasn’t sure what Boss was doing, but could hear movement to the far left. However, trying to find out what was happening would be too much of a risk.


    “What the hell? I know you suck with a blade, but this is just pitiful,” Team hollered. The last slash came down hard, knocking the blade loose in Richard’s hand. Team raised his blade and attacked with an overhead strike. Richard gripped the hilt tighter, the blade facing down. Steel rang against steel again when the two hilts connected, Richard stepping to the side and releasing the block. Team stumbled into the sand. The man turned, his blade already arching but stopped suddenly with a grunt. Richard pulled his blade out, blood spilling to the sand and looked down at the man as he went limp on the ground. A pirate, a marauder and a peaty man – he felt nothing. He glanced over at the other two bodies and couldn’t help but feel a twinge in his chest.


    The sound of a body being dragged along the shore snapped him back while Boss finished off his final opponent.


    “I do believe that is six to three,” Boss said confidently as he strutted over to were the row boats were shored


    “It’s nae a game, Boss,” Richard said, more concerned with the second hand of the plan.


    “Life is a game,” he said, pushing the row boat into the water. “Some just like to keep score,” he said.


    “Indeed, pray forgive us,” Richard said, looking at the corpses. Boss just shook his head.


    “All in the name of survival. You don’t want to be stuck here, do you?” he asked, voice sounded a bit barbed.


    “Ay,” Richard agreed. “And they did deserve it, but I just don’t care much for breaking personal rules, no matter the reason. Still, I have hope. Now let’s get this boat into the water.”


    “I take it you’re not big on Killing?” Boss asked casually


    “Maybe for self-defense, I find it disheartening that it’s gotten as easy as it has,” Richard admitted as the two sat down in the boat each taking an oar.


    “You know, for a pirate, you’re not nearly as blood thirsty as I would have thought,” Boss commented.


    “I am nae a pirate by choice, and I would rather not be at all. So let’s get moving. If they don’t suspect something now, they should soon. I just hope the clouds hold,” he said, glancing up. The moon had been slipping between clouds for a while.


    When they reached the ship, Richard grabbed onto a ladder hanging from the side and glanced down at Boss. After a slight nod of encouragement, he slowly pulled himself up to eye level with the deck.


    “Well, it looks like the sentry is either asleep on the job or someone managed to get everyone to cooperate with an ambush. Nae sure which one would be more likely,” Richard admitted, glancing around.


    “Well, hurry up! I don’t much care for staring at your ass,” Boss hissed. Richard pulled himself on board, keeping low to the surface of the ship. Despite being an up and coming Pirate Lord ship, it wasn’t all that big – only able to hold about thirty tons of cargo. There was one level on the back of the ship so the Captain could reside on deck.


    “You know how to pick locks?” Richard asked,


    “In a way,” Boss replied but Richard caught his undertone.


    “Alright, how about a leg restraint? One made of chain,” Richard clarified. Boss only shrugged.


    “Not sure,” he said, pulling himself on deck. They remained crouched as Boss nodded towards the island. “I think our stone friend is still hunting,” he said. Richard glanced over to see a spec of a creature flying over the island.


    “Aye, seems to me we need to get moving before he decides it’s time to go after the ship. Head down, we should be clear. Most of the crew should be on the island.


    “Well, I like those odds,” Boss said. Richard quickly moved to the stairs, leaping down silent as a mouse. The bunks were all but empty, he noted.


    “See how many people are around. Start hunting for a key, also a shield with a lion on it and a long sword. You may want to check the Captain’s quarters for both,” Richard said, walking up to a massive door. It was a special brig, built directly under the Captain’s quarters. Boss nodded and Richard moved to the door and gave it a low tap.


    Nothing. Richard reached out and slowly turned the handle. It was still locked and he nodded, satisfied. The last thing he needed was to hunt for her on the island. Bracing his weight against it and lifted. The door cracked and slid out of the way causing Richard to smirk. The door was only opened when Madison needed food but he had been shaving away at the doorway, allowing him to bypass the lock with no issue. Richard opened the door and noticed the chain was limp on the floor.


    “Well, so much for the key,” he said to himself. Then a cold chill hit the back of his neck and spread through his spine. He took a small step backwards.


    “You there, what are you doing?” a voice called. Richard turned to see a rather salty old man approaching him.


    “I think the prisoners escaped,” Richard said, doing his best to keep his face out of the lamp light in his hand.


    “I don’t see why. The Cap’n was pretty sure she wouldn’t, no place to go, said she be too valuable to kill,” he said, pushing him. “Out of the way, brat,” he said, walking in. After a moment, Richard felt his face twitch when a spatter of blood hit him.


    “I kind of figured,” Richard admitted, pulling a red rag from his coat and starting to dab at his head. “Madison, I mean Dame Madison,” he said, correcting himself.


    “It’s Sir, I am not a Dame,” said a calm female voice. “Ah, Richard. I take it you are making another visit?” she asked, walking into view. She was holding a worn butter knife in her hand, sharpened until she could slice the man’s throat.


    “Sir Madison then, but I do need your help. And I have a boat ready as well. This is the island that will be giving the Captain his voodoo powers, so please?” Richard asked, trying not to make it a demand of the Noble House of Felis.


    “Well, now is better than never. I am happy to see you were not just whispering honey in my ear,” she said, walking past him into view. Madison was a woman, tall but muscular with pointed tips to her ears that showed her Elfish ancestry. But there were little of the traits that added to the legend. She also sported a purple tunic with one belt around her waist and another across her shoulder.


    “I am a man of ma word. Now then, I hope ma companion has nae gotten into too much trouble,” Richard said right before a cannon explosion rocked the ship. “I could almost feel that happening as soon as I said it,” he cursed, racing up the stairs.


    Madison rushed past Richard, drawing his sword from his belt as she passed up and onto the deck. Richard kept his mouth shut while the gears in his mind began to spin. Boss kicked off his attacker, dropping him to the deck when Richard and Madison appeared.


    “Do me a favor and find my sword and shield. I have some pent up aggression that I need to lose,” she said in a rather pleasant tone.


    “Sure, you do that,” Richard said, giving her a smile. The pounding of footsteps rumbled below before a mass of men appeared on the deck. Boss drew his blades while Madison brandished her sword.


    “Boss,” Richard greeted, holding out his hand.


    “Madison Felis, pleasure to meet you,” she said as they were surrounded. “Do you mind?” she asked. Boss gestured with an open hand.


    “Ladies first,” he said. The pirates began to look nervous, each drawing a blade even as they were unsure of what to do.


    “Looks like I was mistaken. There are some gentlemen on board,” she said with a kind smile. Her short blonde hair flicked when she raced forward. Her blade connected with three separate blades but the swing only knocked them all away. One of the dozen or so attackers retaliated. He stabbed out at her, only for the tip to hit the flat of Richard’s blade. The air erupted with a horrible screech as the tip was drawn across the side. She flicked her wrist and slashed the man’s wrist, knocking his sword into the air.


    Boss didn’t need to be told twice. He rushed her opposite, screaming as he charged in. Richard paused for a second, watching the two battle it out against a much larger group. He reached into his bag when one of the men broke off to go after him. Richard pulled out a small black sphere with a fuse.


    “Heh, heh,” Richard chuckled slowly, pulling out some flint and quickly sparking a flame. The man paled when he looked at the bomb. “Bombs away!” he shouted, pulling out another and allowing both fuses to crackle. The man quickly turned tail and ran away. Richard launched one into the air where it blew up and hit three men who were on their way up the stairs onto the deck. Richard pulled out a long fuse and bit down on it, he light up the fuse in his mouth letting lose another small explosive. He grabbed out a handful of bombs lighting each one as he launched one at the ship’s wheel and another at the life boats.


    “He’s mad,” Madison noted when he began launching them around randomly. She glanced over at Boss. He smiled when another explosion took out a good portion of a main mast. Wood chips rained around them and Madison blocked the particles with her arm. “You’re both mad,” she said as Richard vanished from sight.


    The crowd of attackers, however, had been severely broken. Richard broke down the door to the Captain’s quarters.


    “Oh, nice, it’s on the wall. Boss! Did you even bother looking for it?” he shouted out but he didn’t hear a response. He spotted the hand-and-a-half sword and grabbed it and the lion crested shield. He dropped another bomb onto the Captain’s wooden desk, letting off one more explosion as he left the cabin. He glanced down to see both warriors panting, but there wasn’t a single pirate standing.


    “So, care to fill me in?” she asked. Richard set her shield and sword on the ground. Gladly, she picked up her gear and handed Richard back his own blade, which he promptly sheathed. Her shield clicked into place on her back, her sword swinging from her left hip.


    “It’s a long story and you’re going to have to take ma word on a few things. But for now, we need to get moving. We don’t have the man power for this ship,” Richard replied, as he took the fuse out of his mouth and with a lick of his fingers put the flame out.


    “Regardless of man power you just blew the ship apart,” she said calmly.


    “The damage is a stalling tactic,” he said waving her concerns off.” Besides I’ve got a plan, well more than one besides. We just have to see which one lines up first. And if this doesn’t put a kink in his plan, then nothing will,” Richard replied as they headed for the rowboat. Madison frowned as the group sat down.


    “What happened to your wrist? I was wondering why your sword was on the wrong side,” she asked. Boss raised his hand when the oars were put into the water.


    “It’s a long story,” Richard replied.


    “I’ve got time, spill,” she said, clearly not wanting Richard to beat around the bush.


    “Women,” he grumbled. “Well, it happened about three days ago…” he said, starting the long and tedious process of getting Madison up to speed.


  




  

    Chapter 11 A Bump In The Night



    Richard glanced back, watching as another ball of flame erupted on the ship. The rowboat they were sitting in was bobbing gently on the waves.



    “I thought you wanted to keep it in one piece?” Boss asked, looking at him.


    “It’s just a display,” he replied. “I’ve already done the damage now, this is just to let them know something is wrong. If I risk that ship, I am going to need it repaired. “It’s just a little play for time.”


    “That seems more like a failed attempt to blow it up,” Boss commented.


    “Look, just go with it. Richard has a time management thing, he doesn’t like to be late and he doesn’t like taking a risk he isn’t confident in,” Madison clarified, looking at Richard.


    “I may have gone a bit overboard,” he admitted with a soft shrug of his shoulders. With that, the three fell silent as the rowboat cut through the water. Richard leaned into the bow of the boat as the neared the shore and scanned the area. He looked over each bush in particular, in case they had unwanted guests. He spotted something moving from the corner of his eyes and automatically reached for his blade.


    “Something wrong?” Boss asked, picking up on the sudden movement. Richard stayed silent when the other two paused their rowing. The water lapped at the edges of the boat, but Richard kept a close eye on the tree. Eventually they began rowing again and it wasn’t long before Boss hopped out to pull the boat onto the beach. There was a small rustle and Sam rushed out of the leaves. Richard bent down to one knee and Sam stopped. But he didn’t even seem remotely panicked; Richard blew out of his noise a silent sigh as he shook his head.


    “So, got a base of operations?” Madison asked, looking at Richard. “And Who’s the kid?”


    “In one Yes, and that is Sam we kind of picked him up on accident,” Boss admitted, rubbing at the back of his head. “So – ” But Richard rushed off along the coast before he could say anything. “That answers that question,” Boss sighed, following after him with Madison and Sam.


    “So now what?” Madison breathed out. “Dear void shaper, I need to start training again. I shouldn’t be this out of breath,” she admitted, watching as Richard made his way towards a broken ship that had been beached at the cliff’s edge.


    It looked like it had once been a relatively small ship, with no more than two cargo holds with a deck above them. What should have been the captain’s quarters sat on the main deck with the ship’s wheel above it. The bow of the ship was missing completely and all that remained on the beach was the stern.


    Richard was still silent as he crept along the coast, watching the leaves when they suddenly began to move. A low shadow slowly moved out into the moonlight. Madison copied Boss in drawing weapons before Boss put his back.


    “It’s your dog,” he commented, snapping his fingers. Madison but her blade away.


    “Hi, Jill,” Richard said as the dog padded over with her head low. “Something wrong?” he asked. She sat down and began to lick at his hands. “It’s okay,” he said, scratching behind her large ears. She perked up at his touch and Richard stood back to his full height.


    “So, a good night’s sleep and some more planning in the morning?” Madison asked.


    “Hopefully, But I have a promise to deliver on,” he admitted. “I may need a new way off the island, but that’s ma own damn fault. But it would be easier if I had that map back,” Richard admitted. Everybody, including the dog, all looked at him. “I made a promise and I plan on seeing it through,” he said. “Let’s leave it at that.”


    “Something to do with the talisman – you leave anything out of your story?” Madison asked. Richard didn’t respond but walked back into the bottom of the broken ship and dropped into his hammock. He began to rock back and forth.


    There was silence as everyone laid down as well. Boss fell into a dark corner while Madison found a spot beside an empty crate, she rested next to the wood box her hands gripped on her sword. Jill laid by the hammock and began to whimper.


    “No,” Richard growled, twisting away. Jill only crawled underneath and looked up at him. Richard let out a throaty groan. “Fine,” he grunted, rolling onto his back. Jill happily leapt up into the hammock, curling into a tight ball while Richard absently stroked her fur. “I always seem to be on the bad end of these deals,” he muttered, closing his eyes.


    When Richard opened his eyes, he was standing in the middle of a fog. Without a thought, he began to walk forward. His hair was messy, longer than it normally was and his coat was open to his bare chest. He glanced up and saw a short-haired man walked towards him. He was wearing a red-trimmed blue coat with a square pinned on the left side. Two red lines ran down the side of his blue pants until they met a pair of shined black boots. On his head he wore a black sideways hat with a red feather sticking out of it. There was also a long red cape at his back, trailing along his ankles.


    The two stopped, staring at each other. Pirate Richard drooped as he cleaned out his right ear with a pinky. Paladin Richard placed both hands behinds his back and puffed out his chest.


    “We just need to disarm them,” Paladin Richard growled, staring at the pirate.


    “Nae this again. Look, anything in the name of survival. It’s nae ma fault they picked this line of work,” the pirate replied, making a splash with both hands. “I am nae losing ma freedom!”


    “I don’t care. It was nae very Lumen of you; you murdered in cold blood. People who have done no harm to me,” he retorted.


    “I don’t care, even if they were law abiding men. Murderers, rapists and thieves, they had it coming. I just so happened to need something they were in the way of.”


    “I don’t judge other people. We don’t know if they are rapists or thieves. For all we know, they could have been forced into service!”


    “He would have forced labor watch his ship?” the pirate scoffed. “And anyone who serves such a man, who would kill so many in the pursuit of power, is an accessory to any atrocity he makes!” the pirate growled. “Do we sit by, do nothing as evil men do terrible things? And maybe gain for such things,” he said, a wicked smile appearing on his face. The Military Richard threw back his cape, clearly disgusted at the notion.


    “We shouldn’t kill; we have no idea what led them here. We are nae executioners, we have no right,” Paladin Richard argued.


    “Right, what right does anyone have? What right did Father have calling us a figment of ma mother’s imagination?” he shouted back. “What gives a man the right to rebel against his own nation or to bring genocide because of an idea or difference of religion? People would slit ma throat on the spot for being a fucking Inanis, all the while others are being left for dead by those who share our belief. There is only one right: what a man can and can’t do!”


    “I hold maself to a higher level than this. I believe in the rules set by ma God. Thou shall nae kill. I did, it wasn’t even self-defense. This is inexcusable!” A vain bulged on the paladin’s forehead when he shouted at the top of his lungs.


    “What is inexcusable is the treatment I have been given! I have been forced to fight for life and the ability to prosper even a tiny bit. I shall have power and wealth and whatever else to have the life I wish to live. So many others have done so, why can’t I?” Pirate Richard shouted with equal volume.


    “Cause I have been the victim. We have been left to the side. Even with all the help we have been given, we know what it is like to be abandoned, used and trampled on. And yet, I would subject others! The hypocrisy of it, to curse those who did so. We know how the world works: the point is to rise above it, nae lower ourselves to it.”


    “Compassion is a virtue we cannae afford, you big blue boy scout. Unless we wish to be trapped on this island,” the pirate reminded.


    “There are other ways,” the paladin reminded. “We can rely on the others. They can get us off with no bloodshed.”


    “Rely on others?” the pirate repeated. “You remember what happens when I rely on others. I need to make sure we have as many options as possible. I shall nae trust anyone who would use their power over me to get what they want,” he hissed. “It’s bad enough I’ve helped them as it is.”


    “It was the right thing to do and we have had a few bad turns. We are all in a dark place and cruelty should be expected. But nae when we have gained some trust. We must show we are willing to help others. A man like us, we don’t have a title and we’re nae important. So our actions must speak for themselves,” Paladin Richard replied. “I must be willing to give before I can receive.”


    “Bah, no person on this island is here because of luck. They are all backstabbers and pirates and I’m one as well. But that means I understand, and I understand that relying on one is a sure way to an early grave,” the pirate shouted, throwing his hands into the space above him.


    “Nae everyone!” the paladin pointed out, shoving his index finger at him.


    “People lie,” he growled in a low voice.


    The two Richard’s bickered back and forth, neither right truly nor wrong. Richard watched from above, his hands behind his back and his hair pulled into a neat ponytail. He closed his eyes and a faint scream reached his ears, as if someone was in pain.


    Richard opened his eyes from his dream and Jill perked up, having heard the same thing. When he shifted a bit and the dog leaped off causing him to shiver in the cold. It was still dark but he had no way of knowing how close to dawn it was. A scream rang out loudly and he clamped his hands over his ears.


    “What is it?” came a shout, followed by the sound of a blade being pulled from its scabbard. Madison rushed out of the broken ship.


    “No idea, calm down,” he replied. With that she paused, slipping her sword away. Sam appeared behind her and she gave a yelp at his sudden appearance. He let out a long yawn that seemed to stretch his mouth over his entire face. “I take it Boss is still asleep?” Richard asked. Sam nodded absently. “Well, can you write?” he asked. Again, Sam nodded.


    “Leaving a message?” Madison pointed out. “I have to admit, it is very nice of you to investigate this,” she added. Richard rolled his eyes at the comment.


    “I am a light sleeper. If this keeps up, I won’t get any damn sleep,” he said while Sam picked up a stick. “If anyone comes by, let them know that me and a crack-sure navigator are hunting for a screaming man.”


    “I don’t see how this is going to help you sleep. Running around in the night and trying to find someone who is screaming, you’re not going to get much sleep,” she noted. Richard moved past her and into the jungle, ears focused on the screaming.


    “As opposed to ignoring the problem. Because, you know, that always works,” Richard snapped. She shook her head, giving up on arguing with him. The cursing and screaming gradually got louder as they moved deeper into the jungle. Eventually, a smell hit their noses.


    “Oh god, what is that smell?” Madison asked, pinching her nose.


    “Human flesh, very old human flesh,” Richard said, recognizing the smell. “You don’t forget that smell after you’ve spent a couple of days cleaning it off the deck,” he added, shaking his head as they pushed forward. “I’ve got a feeling we are getting close. Oh, don’t tell me,” he said, pausing when he noticed a dragging mark on the ground. The area gave way into more rocky and rubble-like terrain. “I know this place,” he murmured before the screaming echoed along again. After a few steps, he soon found himself looking into the very hole he had slid into not long ago.


    “Well, I didn’t think this place was that close to the north side. Right, the island’s nae a perfect circle. All the same, Jill must have dragged me a long way,” he realized. “I really have no sense of direction,” he admitted.


    “Richard, are you okay?” Madison asked, moving into view. She frowned with worry when she noticed that he was standing before a hold in the ground. “That’s a big hole.”


    “Said the actress to the priest,” Richard commented. Jill trotted up after them, tongue hanging out of her mouth. Richard glanced at her, studying the animal intently, when another scream shot up from the ground.


    “Look, can we get on with this? The poor man doesn’t seem to be getting out of the pain anytime soon,” she pointed out. Richard turned back to the hole


    “Another mystery for another day,” he murmured, sliding down into the dark. “Shit, I didn’t grab a torch,” he growled. “We need to head back.” But the knight was already sliding down, holding a torch above her head.


    “I grabbed it when you weren’t looking,” she said with a smile, taking the lead.


    “Whatever makes ma life easier,” he said with a shrug while they moved farther into the tunnel. They had just come upon a small opening when a voice rang out.


    “Sigyn?” the voice cried out. “Please tell me that’s you.” Richard pushed past Pheobe and she fell behind him as Jill whimpered. “An animal. I thought the pain would end but it is nothing but a dog,” he lamented. The torchlight fell upon the figure and Madison screamed. A snake was hanging over the man with something dripping from its fist-sized mouth. Richard drew his sword and the man began shouting.


    “Who is there?” he demanded while Madison drew her sword as well. The massive snake uncoiled itself while Richard and Madison spilt and circled it. The snake glanced between them. Madison struck first, her sword sticking the snake. It coiled back, hissing at her and showing a pair of long fangs.


    Madison pulled back; she clearly wasn’t loving this. Richard charged into it and decapitated it with a single swipe. The snake fell to the ground with a loud thump. Richard glanced over at Madison and shook his head.


    “I guess nobody is perfect,” he grunted, approaching the man.


    “Well, that explains the smell,” Madison said, pointing out the man’s restraints. When Richard looked closer, he noticed that they looked like chewed off and rotted intestines.


    “Disgusting.”


    “Those were torn from my son. Please, let me out,” he said in a surprising silky voice.


    “That’s disgusting. We have to help him,” Madison said, reaching for her blade. But Richard put his hand in the way.


    “Nothing on this island is as it seems,” he said, looking her in the eye. “I am sorry, but I only wanted to stop your screaming. Now that it’s been taken care of, we shall be taking our leave.”


    “Such cruelty and selfishness,” the man replied. “Unwilling to help, even when it costs you nothing.” They were silent but Madison looked at Richard in horror.


    “Look, mister pretty boy,” Richard said, looking down at the man. He had to admit, between the extremely dark hair and well-muscled body, he was suddenly feeling very inadequate. Beyond the dark locks, Richard saw a man who looked gaunt and with a face wracked with pain beneath the fully tangled beard. “I may have been born during the day, but it was nae yesterday,” he started, noticing that Madison was fingering her sword from the corner of his eye. “But with your strength, given your rather impressive form, rotten flesh should nae be capable of holding you down.” Madison suddenly picked up on it and all the goodwill that had been dragged from her was now under suspicion.


    “It’s a cruel world when I am not able to talk a woman into helping me,” he said with a soft chuckle. “All the same, I suppose I should thank you for ridding me of that damn snake.”


    “You’re welcome,” Madison replied.


    “May your names grace my ears?”


    “Madison Felis,” she answered.


    “Richard Zane,” Richard said. “Now then, you were starting to explain why you were. I take it that it was some being of god-like power?”


    “Nice try, but my reasons are my own,” he replied. “Besides, I am not even sure you could get these off.”


    “Yeah, nae buying that. You wouldn’t ask if you didn’t think there was some chance. But I am wasting ma time,” Richard said, moving to the door. Madison glanced between the two before deciding to join Richard.


    “I’ll make a deal with you,” he said and Richard stopped. The knight shook her head, continuing to walk while Richard turned to face the man.


    “You have ma ear. What kind of deal?” Richard asked casually.


    “Look, I have been here for a long time and you’re the first person who has ever found me. Or at least, could free me. Make an offer and I shall see what I can do,” he said in a smooth voice.


    “Hmm,” Richard hummed, stroking his goatee. “Promise me a few things and we’ve got a deal. I’ve got a feeling that if you do get out, I am on your shit list. So, I let you go and anything that endangers ma life or hampers it – directly or indirectly – is nae allowed,” he said, looming over him. “You promise me that, we are golden,” Richard said.


    “That’s all?” he asked, cocking his head to the side. “I would have thought you would choose something grander,” he mused.


    “Hardly. It goes against ma principles to leave you like this but I know how good intentions have a bad habit of screwing me over,” Richard replied.


    “This was your aim the entire time? I could have transported you off the island,” the man admitted.


    “Yeah, I bet you could. But they don’t put a man, who has already recovered from his acid bath, in a cave because he has a habit of being kind and safe.”


    “I, as the God of Chaos and Trickery, do so solemnly swear not to harm, hamper or kill you in any way, shape, or form, direct or indirect,” the man said.


    “Thanks, now then, let’s get you out of here,” Richard said, slicing off the man’s bonds. He flexed his arms and stood to his feet.


    “Ah, that feels so good, to be able to move again,” he said, stretching his body. “It’s sad when a pirate is capable of more compassion than your own blood brother. But still, a deal is a deal,” he said, reaching out and grabbing Richard’s hand. He felt his hand pulse when the man released it. “It may not seem so, but I am a man of my word. And wise, on your part; I would have dropped you off someplace worse if you had asked something of me,” he said, beginning to float above the ground and spinning into a lazy recline. “So, I shall no longer hamper your sleep and hopefully we shall see each other again,” he said, giving a very cat-like grin. His body began to vanish, the details slowly disappearing. The man faded until only his smile remained.


    “Maybe now I can get some damn sleep,” Richard grumbled, walking out of the tunnel. As he trudged up, he put his sword back into his belt.


    “You didn’t let him go?” Madison asked.


    “I did, but I don’t like dealing with all-powerful beings. And to be honest, it wasn’t much of a choice. Either he would get out and hunt me down – and I doubt death would stop him – or I let him go. I knew asking for something of a being was foolish, especially one nae required to grant it. I let him go, so long as he promised nae to cause me any grief or death.


    “What about me?” she asked in panic.


    “Your death would grief me, so you are safe,” Richard said, sounding a lot more confident than he actually was. “Now then, let’s get some damn sleep. I hate it when I get deprived of sleep,” he grunted, making his way back to the broken ship and his bed within.


  




  

    Chapter 12 An Altar Fight



    Richard’s eyes cracked open to the sounds of shouting and he leapt out of his hammock. He dashed onto the sand right as Sam knocked into him. He hesitated for a second before grabbing Sam by his tunic and pulling him up onto his feet.



    He found before him Boss and Madison staring down Tray, James and Laurella. Everyone had their weapons out; Tray sporting a spear, James a cutlass and Laurella with her shocking stick. Madison glanced back and spotted Richard.


    “Oh, thank the Void shaper. Richard, you’re just in time to even the odds,” she said. Everyone relaxed when Richard approached them. But he brushed past everyone and stood somewhere in the middle, whistling for Jill as he went. The other three gapped at her sudden appearance but James quickly recovered his tongue.


    “I didn’t think you would pull a stunt like this. We wanted to meet here, not give you your own base,” James growled while the Alsatian trotted up, a bag on her back.


    “Easy, Jill,” Richard said, ignoring the shot as he dug through her bags and pulled out some sort of mechanism. He tossed it to James. “It’s a replacement for your left hand; hooks, fake hand, something to use. It straps onto your shoulder and chest,” he explained before turning to Madison and Boss. “Also, come meet some acquaintances of mine. This is Doctor Laurella, James and Tray – both of which are shipbuilders and carpenters. Madison here is a knight and a navigator. Boss kind of just kills things,” Richard said with a shrug.


    “Oh,” James said, eyeing the contraption. Laurella remained silent.


    “We’ve got a table set up. I believe there is some talking to do,” Richard said, making his way back to the shipwreck. He closed his eyes, listening to the sound of following feet on sand. But then he heard a low humming. Everyone froze as he glanced back.


    “You heard it too?” Boss asked, looking Richard in the eye. He nodded, beginning to scan the tree tops. “It’s gone,” Boss informed a moment later. Everyone released a breath they hadn’t known they were holding.


    “Let’s get under some cover. I have nae seen that damn Gargoyle for a day or so and I don’t think I want to,” Richard replied.


    “Wait, so you did go through with it. Where is the fairy?” Tray asked, scanning the areas as if he expected it to pop out of nowhere.


    “Long story short, aye, we did and it got away after we jumped off a cliff,” Richard answered, crossing into the shade. He walked into the ship and sat down on an empty crate. “But I don’t give up and I’ve got a few other ideas. But I am going to need your help, all of you. Whatever I can follow through on depends on how badly you want off,” Richard said, folding his arms over his chest.


    “Okay then. Let me get me hook on and you can lay down the law,” James said, pulling the straps over his shoulder and across his chest. He pulled the contraption tight before adjusting it comfortably. And with a small spike where his left hand used to be, everyone got settled. “Thanks,” he grunted, resting it on his knee.


    “Well, I was hoping to get this done with as little death as possible – on ma part anyway. But, it’s out of ma hands,” Richard started. Everyone listened intently to what he had to say. “Well, I have simple plan, that will require building a small fort in the area, and using it as a gathering point, once we get forty people we raid the ship get the hell out of here. There are other options such as stowing away when they are ready to leave, but there a high risk involved in that.”


    “None of those options sound easy, but they are good,” Laurella admitted. Everyone nodded in agreement.


    “Good, but I have some unfinished business. Can I have the map back?” Richard asked. James pulled the scroll out and tossed it to him.


    “So what about the Gargoyle?” Boss asked, looking at Richard.


    “Well, he will be out and about so long as we keep are head down we should be good. Then we can go supply hunting all the easier if he is away,” he replied, standing to his feet. Everyone followed suit. “I take it you want to come along?” he asked, glancing around the group. All sorts of shouting erupted.


    “I don’t trust them.” “I have no idea what are you talking about?” “We just met.” “Supply hunting?” “You’re the only person I know in this group.” Richard held up his hands and everyone fell silent.


    “Fine,” Richard said, handing the map to the knight. “Madison, on this map are five alters. I need the closest one.”


    “Whatever for?” Laurella asked.


    “To blow it the fuck up,” he replied, glancing over at her. “I have a key to the back door of the castle wall. And the only cost was removing one of those alters. I plan to do just that.”


    “Ah, trying to be a man of your word?” Boss asked, leaning back on the ship’s wall.


    “Hardly, don’t look too deep into ma motives. Anything that can drag a man’s soul out of his body should be dealt with in caution,” Richard muttered.


    “Okay, why?” Laurella asked. “Why is this so important when we have a lot of work on the side to do?”


    “Cause if someone can make all the sacrifices on each pedestal, he gets the nae-so-humble title of Pirate Lord. Along with some kind of magical power and taking a ship from that kind of a man,” Richard started but Boss cut him off with a roaring laughter.


    “You’re kidding, magical power?” he asked, laughing heartily. But his laughter died when he scanned the room. Not a single person cracked a smile.


    “I have seen a man suddenly rain down shards of metal. I watched people die on such a large scale that the jungle was almost drowned in blood. It was to the point that plant life is still dyed red,” Laurella said in a deathly cold tone. “And if I ever catch that sociopath, I am going to spend a month electrocuting him to death.”


    Richard frowned while everyone scooted away from the doctor. “So much for Hippocratic Oath,” Richard said, swallowing.


    “That is not a legal requirement,” she snapped. Boss flinched away from her but Richard wasn’t even bothered.


    “It should be, nothing is worse than a doctor on a death spree,” Richard said, pressing his knuckles against his lips and searching his mind. “I think Captain Henry Morgan has that ability,” he said absently. Richard glanced over and noticed that everyone seemed to be frozen by a cold breeze that must have blown in. He glanced at Laurella and found that she was giving out a very cold glare. “Vengeance later. Madison, I need the closest one,” he said, snapping the knight out of it.


    “Right, there is one not too far from here,” she said, quickly working out the location.


    “Well then, everyone who is coming, gear up. We’ve got work to do,” he said, “and a debt to pay.” He stood up and grabbed his bag, Jill quietly trailing after him. Everyone fell into a line when Madison took point. They didn’t really say anything as Laurella moved behind Madison. Richard was third in line with Sam to the right and Jill to left, the two brothers were behind him with chief keeping a close on the rear. The group traversed rocks and massive tree roots before Madison stopped pointing out a long flight of stairs indicating they were close


    “You ever get the feeling you were being watched?” Tray asked, looking around. “‘Cause I’ve got a bad feeling,” he admitted. Richard looked back at Boss, who nodded, and Richard glanced up into the trees.


    “Tray, this is nae a place you should expect peace of any kind. Stay on your guard,” Richard replied, placing one hand on the hilt of his sword. After a few moments, Madison suddenly stopped and Richard walked right into her.


    “Hey,” she said, looking back at him crossly. Richard shook his head and smiled sheepishly.


    “Sorry, wasn’t watching where I was going,” he admitted.


    “Maybe that’s why getting from point A to point B is so hard for you,” she quipped. Richard rolled his eyes before walking up the stone steps. Everyone quietly followed him up.


    “So, do you think he has been here?” Tray asked, noticing a trail of crimson beginning to make its way down the stair. “Never mind,” he corrected. Right then, an arrow shot out from the top of the stairs.


    “Scatter!” Richard shouted, already diving for cover. Richard took to the side while a bunch of arrows rained from above. Madison had her shield up to deflect them but Laurella was still standing in the middle of the stairs. “Someone get her out of there!” Richard ordered, keeping his focus in front of him. “Shit, there may be more. Keep your eyes peeled, people,” he barked.


    Then he heard two blades being unsheathed. Richard saw the glint of two katanas in the shadows. “Shit,” he swore. The man who stepped forward was the last man he expected. He had a thick yet trimmed beard of brown hair, a long brown coat over two belts for each blade on each side and a pair of pants covered with pockets ending with a pair of military boots. Boss cut in, his blades forking the katanas to the side.


    “Mind if I cut in?” he asked while the blades hit the stone. “Madison, bullrush the archer! It’s just a matter of time before he picks us off!” he roared.


    Madison rushed up the stairs, her shield deflecting anything that came down. Tray forced Laurella of the stairs into cover, since she was still shaken up from whatever had spooked her.


    “James, back Madison up. I don’t plan on letting him get off with only one problem,” Richard ordered, quickly scanning the area and trying to get an idea of what was needed the most. There was a low musical thrumming noise, right before a spotted cat suddenly raced up the steps. It flashed past James and Laurella before making its way up to Richard, completely uninterested in Boss or the guy with the katanas. Richard panicked when he realized the target was most likely not the archer.


    “Ah!” he cried out, tackling the cat. The animal tried to lash out at him but he twisted until he could pin down its hind legs. The cat clawed at his jacket but the material never gave while Richard released his hold. The cat tumbled down the stairs while Richard drew his cutlass. “I can go for a cat-skin hood,” he thought while the golden-red animal growled at him. Then, the melody stopped.


    “Richard!” someone shouted. Richard turned, blade in his left hand just in time to deflect a curved dagger that was aiming at his side. Looks like the man behind him wasn’t going to let him get away the man, he had a blue military jacket that had seen better days it was missing buttons showing of his very dark skin, he had torn stained pants with worn shoes, with razor thin layer of hair and fierce brown eyes.


    “Shit!” Richard mouthed when the man pulled a second dagger and went in for the kill. On his other side, the jungle cat was ready to lunge at him. Time seemed to slow down while Richard raced to find some way of getting out from between the rock and the hard place he now found himself in. He dropped to his knees, hitting the ground and causing the dark-skinned man to lose his balance. Someone had grabbed the man from behind and they tumbled over Richard while the cat bolted to the side with a snarl. Jill charged the cat in a blur, both growling at the other.


    The cat easily swatted Jill away with one heavy paw. Richard swung his boot into the cat’s head, causing it to yelp as it was knocked down the stairs.


    “James,” Richard breathed, running up behind him. James’ opponent held two daggers over his head, aimed at his chest. Richard drew his sword and held it at the man’s neck. Beside them, a native colonial rolled down the stairs, a quiver of arrows and a longbow hitting the ground as well. Then, the bearded man dropped next to the colonial man.


    “Call off your pet, or I start removing heads,” Madison threatened, fingering the tip of her blade with her shield on her back.


    “Yes, Ma’am,” he admitted, releasing his weapons. The dark-skinned man released his dagger and reached for his belt. Richard removed his blade.


    “Do two things at once and get off ma skinny friend here. I’ve got a feeling that little toy on your belt is what you used to instruct your spotted friend, am I right?” Richard asked.


    “The melody?” he asked, beginning to strum the object. The big cat sat down, seeming almost docile. Jill, however, kept growling at it. But Richard pushed down with one hand and Jill immediately calmed down, licking the scratches on her side.


    “Um, that could be a weapon? Why are you letting him play with it?” James asked, pushing himself to his feet and pointing at him with the spear on his left hand. Richard noticed a bit of blood on it.


    “I took a small class on Bantu. It was a common theme that things are arcane, nae words like in luman and the legends of King Author. I heard the tune and, well, I figured that he was communicating with the cat. I’m nae sure what kind it is,” Richard admitted.


    “You said communicate, you didn’t use control,” the man noted in perfect English.


    “I figured control would be offensive. I know enough to know I am ignorant of other religions, even ma own. So then, I don’t know any of you the lot; the native, the bearded man – very well trimmed, I might add – and the Bantu. All three of you have been in the area. Anyone else care to add anything?” Richard asked.


    “The native has got a limp. He’s not nearly as agile as he should be, which is why they tried to go after me first. Also, he is lacking anything outside of the bow on his person,” Madison added.


    “I happen to know that your dog needs some help for her wounds or she will be limping instead of healing properly,” the Bantu man said.


    “Names, the lot of you. Then we can start licking wounds,” Richard said.


    “Nathan,” offered the bearded swordsman.


    “Kareem,” said the dark-skinned man. The group looked at the last holdout while Richard reached into Jill’s bags and began to hand Kareem some thongs for Jill.


    The Native Colonial had on colonial style breechcloths with leggings as well as a brown coat with fringes on him as well a long braid of black hair. Richard found the man looking more out of his right as his left eye seemed off.


    “Great, another mute,” Tray griped, sighing at their luck. “As if the boy wasn’t enough.”


    “Is he with you two?” Richard asked, watching the beast master work his magic.


    “Sadly, no. It was kind of a last minute agreement when you showed up. We heard some noise last night so Kareem and I investigated. After we saw the mess, we, um, got jumpy; thought you were, you know, pirates. Well, not the kind that live on this island,” Nathan explained. “That and, outside of the cannibals, a large group like this is usually a scouting party,” he admitted.


    “Why are you here, and with such a large group?” the colonial asked, finally speaking up.


  


  

    “A combination of things: vengeance, prevention and opportunity to get off the island,” Richard explained.


    “Opportunity?” everyone asked at the same time.


    “Well, a few, but the first order of business is destroying the altar,” Richard said, walking past them. “I would recommend heading a bit further away. We can sort this out later,” he added. He watched as they filed down the steps, splitting into two groups at the foot of the stairs. The new additions remained grouped together. He sighed, spotting a square stone carving hanging above the stairs. Madison appeared behind him.


    “I can blow it up and spare you the graphic details,” she offered as Richard glanced back at her.


    “Thank you, but this is something that I have to do,” he said. “Just make sure Sam doesn’t see this,” he added. She nodded and headed down the steps with everyone else.


    Richard walked back up the steps, eyes focused on the bowl overflowing with blood. Lines were still being drawn on the stairs from its trail. His boot splashed into a puddle when he reached the top. He managed to keep a calm exterior, looking over each shape in the stone. When he leaned down to examine a trail of blood, he noticed a pair of cuffs hanging in the arch directly above – just large enough to fit a pair of hands or ankles.


    “Well, that’s morbid,” Boss said, turning his gaze from the ceiling to Richard.


    “This is the price of greatness. I think it’s a little high,” he admitted, walking over to the bowl. It was still filled with human blood and little beads trailed over the outside and into the crevices on the floor.


    “Well, it’s clear not everyone agrees with your sentiment,” Boss replied. Richard glanced back to see that everyone was standing behind him.


    “And you were hiding up here?” Kareem asked, looking back at the native colonial. The man simply shrugged and remained silent for a moment.


    “I am not unfamiliar with blood and I have seen crueler things,” he admitted.


    “Mind helping us out?” Richard asked, glancing at the man. The look he gave him when he glanced over reminded Richard more of a corpse than a breathing move. The man glanced over at Madison.


    “Is she hanging around?” he asked, looking back at Richard and pegging him as, at the very least, the current leader.


    “Aye,” he replied, now scrutinizing the man. “I also need to her, here if we plan on leaving the island as well,” he added.


    “Call me Eagle Eye,” he said calmly. “And so long as she is here, I shall be as well,” he declared evenly.


    Richard walked away satisfactorily and glanced over the edge of the altar. The long drop seemed to have been created as a body exit and any remaining blood dropped over the stained ledge. He glanced a little further over and noticed, with revulsion, a pile of rotting corpses. They had been drained of blood and thrown over like ragdolls. He wrinkled his nose, turning away and dropping his bag on the ground before reaching into his jacket and pulling out a fuse.


    “You were carrying around high explosives?” Kareem asked, realized just how much danger they were all in.


    “Not sure how well it’s going to work since we jumped off the cliff and into the ocean,” Boss commented, remembering their little swim.


    “It’s sealed properly and it will make it so that no one will be able to use this place for any more corrupt intentions,” Richard replied. Everyone watched him in silence. “Well, of this nature,” he corrected. “You may want to move out of the area; I plan on blowing it up,” he said cheekily. Nobody needed to be told twice. Richard pulled out a dry fuse and some flint. With just a few sparks, the fuse was lit. He pulled out a pipe with his bad hand and placed it in his mouth. The fuse was still smoldering while he dug through his pockets.


    “Now, where did I put, ah,” he said, pulling out a bit of tobacco and stuffing it into the pipe before lighting it. He puffed out a cloud of smoke, satisfied, before he pushed the fuse into the place. He glanced back at the makeshift cemetery, not even able to begin wondering just how many skulls the island had accumulated. “All for one man to have a chance at personal power. Such a waste of human potential,” he said, hurrying down the stairs.


    He reached the group, who had gotten a good distance, just in time for the explosion to happen. They all turned back to watch as the sandstone began to crumble and altar toppled in on itself. Richard stood still as the stairs crumbled over, covering up the blood and bodies which had been so casually tossed to the side.


    “Well, now what?” Tray asked.


    “Now we get working on a few plans to get off this island,” he replied, puffing a bit more on his pipe. After a long breath, he added, “and maybe kill a Pirate Lord before he comes into power.”


  




  

    Chapter 13 Meeting An Inventor



    “We are going to need people, some way to get back to the castle and somehow to get rid of that Gargoyle. Those are the three things we will need. How we do them, well, that’s a matter of personal taste,” Richard said, sitting down on his box. They were back in the beached and broken ship, watching the forest before them. He placed the pipe back in his mouth. The group remained silent and he sighed heavily, smoke billowing from his nose.



    “Well, I do know of a few people, mostly rats, that I do some trading with. They are the type that seem better to keep on the side, rather than trust,” Laurella finally said after a moment. “But outside of boosting bodies and mouths to feed, that’s not going to do us much.”


    “If you’ve got time, I think I can point you in the direction to solve at least one problem,” another voice said. Richard glanced up to see the cloaked man he had last seen on the cliffs. He was hanging out on the second floor of the ship, curiously watching the proceedings.


    “You again,” Richard said and everyone jumped when they finally noticed him. “What are you – ?” he began to say when an arrow shot past his neck. Nobody said anything but looked at Eagle Eye.


    “I saw him coming, and well, I can only hold an arrow for so long,” he replied with a grin, motioning vaguely behind Richard.


    “So, what can I do for ma would-be killer?” he asked, clasping his hands together, and turning back towards the second floor.


    “No hard feelings, then?” he asked.


    “I do nae hold a grudge against men who try to take ma life or the man who will. Only against those who take ma freedom of choice,” Richard replied. “And if you can help me out, well, all the better,” he admitted, taking the pipe out of his mouth.


    “I know a guy – he’s been on the island the longest and doesn’t travel far. But everything avoids him. Explosions and weird noises come from his hut. I have only seen him once and I’ve got a feeling he could help you out,” the cloaked man offered.


    “Could? Well, it wouldn’t be a bad idea to investigate. But in the meantime, we need to find the Captain. Who thinks they could track him down?” Richard asked.


    “You want us to split up?” James asked, looking at him in bewilderment.


    “In a way, ay. To see how committed and team building we can be and any other excuses we can come up with. Look, the fact is, we don’t all need to be running around. You, I need a name,” Richard said, pointing at the assassin as he dropped onto the sand.


    “Stefano,” he replied, giving a name to his face.


    “Stefano and James and I are going to look for this hermit or wizard, if we must name him for now. Boss, you hold up here. Eagle Eye, Madison, see if you can track the Captain down, but don’t do anything stupid. Also, take the map and see if you can find what altars he has been. It’s a tall order, but I’ve got faith in you. Just stay away from the center area, clear?” Richard asked.


    “So the rest of us just stay put then? I don’t care much for this idea,” Laurella commented. “I don’t much like you taking over and separating so many of us.”


    “True, and I understand. But you can’t keep doing the same thing over and over and expect something to change. So take a chance; besides Tray will be here. I am also stocked on food. So relax and get to know your new friends. If we are fortunate, they shall also be your new shipmates,” Richard said with a smile. And that seemed to end the discussion.


    She remained stoic but it was clear that she did not like this shake up or the separation. Richard shook his head and reached for a waterskin. He took a few gulps but never bothered to grab his bag.


    “Well, let’s get moving. Stefano, lead the way,” Richard ordered. The man in question nodded and headed out of the ship.


    “So, this guy tried to kill you?” James asked, looking over at Richard. “A bit trusting, aren’t we?” he asked.


    “Actually, quite the opposite. I don’t trust anyone on this island. In a nest of liars and killers, what can you expect to find the most of?” Richard asked. James only rolled his eyes.


    “A well-placed word proves nothing, your cryptic bastard,” he said in an unamused tone.


    “The way I see it, it’s a risk to trust anyone. Period. However, if I wait to try and find people I can trust, it would be too late to do anything. So, if I want to get what I want, I need to be bold or go straight to Davey Jones. See ma point?”


    “You suicidal?” James replied. Richard only slumped his shoulders at the comment.


    “Hardly. I have found a doctor, a lookout, an assassin, a carpenter, a shipwright, a beast master, a weapons expert, a knight, a navigator and a castle that has near unlimited supplies. Nae to mention a very smart dog. And despite every setback, things are still lining up perfectly. I can get us off this island, and if nae, I would be a damn fool for nae trying and would hate ma-self if I didn’t. So suicidal is very possible; in fact, if this gets fucked up, I think the only person who is going to be in dire straits is me,” Richard said. James was now realized that Richard not only knew what would happen, but that in fact, he was the one would likely fall the hardest. “That being said, I pull this off, I will be Captain Richard Robert Zane,” he said with a very large grin.


    “I don’t know how keen people would be on that,” James said. Richard turned around and walked backwards.


    “They won’t have much of a choice, because the way things are going, every job but ‘Captain’ is going to be filled when I walk on that ship. And so far, only one person has complained. I think I am in good shape, all things considered,” he said, stretching both hands to the side in a grand gesture.


    James shook his head while Jill trotted past him and after her master. Richard made his way to the front and glanced back at him.


    “You know, I could kill you right now and put an end to all your nonsense,” Stefano said.


    “True, many people could,” Richard replied, holding up his bandaged hand. “And nobody in the world would be worse off. But would you wonder what would happen if I lived?”


    “Maybe a little,” he admitted. “So, is this the part where you ask how I got on this island?” he asked with a dull look.


    “I honestly could care less, one way or the other. It would pass the time, but it could be dull and then I would be even more bored,” he said, showing his teeth and looking at the ocean. “Screw it, tell me your life story, if you want. I’ve got time to kill. But James is going to get an earful as well.”


    “Well, I don’t expect it to be kept a secret if it escapes my lips.”


    “You know what they say: three people can keep a secret if two of them are dead. Or in ma case, forgetful. Being honest, I doubt I will retain this past the first week if you’re lucky. Or unlucky, if you do want me to remember,” Richard replied.


    “That honesty is going to get you killed,” he replied.


    “Ay, ay, preach it. Den of liars, weaknesses, all that nonsense. Can we get on with your backstory? Something cool and dark, maybe order of assassins or something interesting,” Richard encouraged.


    “Nope, I learned how to read, write and kill. Good money in it, actually. I picked up a few things from some medical books. I discovered that if you hit the needle or knife in the right spot, they die. I am here because I got careless and blew up the target, as well as his ship. So I got stuck here,” he admitted, looking over at Richard.


    “Well, that was boring. And you killed two seconds. Now, what to do with the rest?” Richard asked, letting out a fake yawn to express his boredom.


    “Well, you can shut up and follow me,” Stefano replied, beginning to walk forward.


    “Ohh,” James said, passing him by with a longer stride. Richard proceeded to flip both of them off before wincing from flexing his right hand.


    “So, is this it?” Richard asked, standing beside the other two. Stefano nodded, looking over the place in question. “I don’t know, I kind of expected something. I mean, an inventor should have something cool or interesting, right? Something nae all that normal,” Richard admitted.


    “I agree, but it is normal,” James commented.


    “Yeah, but look at the location,” Richard argued. “I mean, normal would be a stone house or something made of sticks. Unusual is a ship that’s run aground or, um, you know, something like a treehouse. You know, gears and things that do I don’t know what. I mean, that’s what I expected,” Richard confessed.


    “Not what you were expecting?” Stefano asked, a smirk on his face. Richard gave him an unamused glance out of the corner of his eye. They were standing before a fenced-off area with a well-traveled pathway. The fence was made of red brick topped with metal spikes to keep people from hopping over it. Near the back was a three-story brick building which was being implemented in a few larger cities. However, in the middle of an island, the very normal home seemed extremely out of place.


    “Do you think it’s electrocuted?” James asked. Richard shrugged at the question.


    “I would rather nae ask. I wonder if there is a bell or something we can ring,” Richard wondered, walking up to the metal gate. He glanced at the outer bricks in search of some form of communication. “Can I come in?” he called out. When there was no reply he pushed open the gate and took a step onto the well-trimmed lawn. “It can’t be this easy,” Richard said, getting down on his hands and knees. He squinted, looking for anything that could be suspicious.


    “What are you doing?” a voice asked in a strong Cockney accent. Richard paused and slowly looked up. The man he saw was massive, towering over Richard with broad shoulders and a rather noticeable gut. His face was very broad with a relatively small pair of eyes compared to the rest of him. His nose seemed to have a slight hook above a bushy but well-trimmed mustache.


    “I do apologize, I was concerned. Everything seemed too normal and I couldn’t help but think there was something that I couldn’t see,” Richard said.


    “Understandable, but nothing to worry about,” the man replied, placing a flat cap on his head. He reached into his brown pinstriped vest and tugged on a chain that hung from his pocket. “Ah, just in time for tea. Care to join me? It ‘as been some time since I’ve ‘ad a guest,” he invited, pushing down the sleeves of his ruffled shirt and walking back towards the house.


    “Sure, I wouldn’t mind having some,” Richard admitted, springing back to his feet. The man reached behind the door and Richard felt a pang of concern. But the man simply brought out a cane with a pair of tinted goggles that were wrapped around its head.


    “One moment,” he said, putting on a pair of glasses and unwrapping the goggles to reveal a silver wolf’s head on the cane. When the man stepped aside, Richard entered the house.


    “Richard, at your service,” he said, offering his hand.


    “Conan,” the man replied, shaking hands. “Do you want to invite your two friends as well?”


    “I am nae sure. The assassin was very nervous about coming, to be honest,” Richard said with a small grimace.


    “An assassin? Well, I’m afraid he will have to wait outside. Do come in, I should have the tea ready soon enough.”


    Richard took a step around while Conan moved through the house, bumping into a stack of books as he went. They tipped and Richard rushed forward, grabbing onto the top. The bottom of a cane suddenly bumped into his neck. The books fell to the floor and Richard gulped, unsure of what to expect from the man.


    “Oh, my books! Terribly sorry, I thought you were up to something with my back turned,” he admitted, withdrawing his cane.


    “It’s understandable,” Richard admitted, rubbing his neck. “You get the tea, I’ll pick these up,” Richard said, bending down on a knee and picking up a few books. “Special Theory?” he read, glancing at one of the covers. “Astrophysics?” he questioned, opening up the books. His eyes immediately went cross and he closed it. “What in the world are you reading?” he asked, looking at the book’s cover again. “Handwritten, planetary observation, planet,” Richard muttered, racking his brain. He was familiar with the word but it had been some time since his education days.


    “Oh yes, those. I wouldn’t go over those, they may be a bit ahead of your time,” Conan said when he walked back in. The greeting room was cramped, shelves lined with books and stacks of paper. Around the fireplace were two high-backed chairs with a small table on each side. “Sorry about the mess,” he said, picked up a few books and papers. “This is my research. I go over details to see if my little ideas could, in theory, work. I am afraid it has been awhile since I’ve cleaned it,” he admitted. “So, what can I do for you?” he asked, gesturing to a clear seat. Richard took one and sat, fingers pressed against each other while he closed his eyes and inclined his head.


    “This is a bit harder to ask in person, but I was hoping you could ma in an endeavor. I am nae sure what kind of man you are or how aware you are of your surroundings. So maybe, if its nae too much trouble, you can tell me a bit about yourself. And I can judge for ma-self if asking is a waste of time,” Richard said.


    “I am very aware. In fact, you showing up ‘as told me a lot. I can tell from the way you are sitting and shifting that you are uncomfortable – or a little less likely, don’t much care for sitting still,” Conan said. “Either of which is understandable; you have a strong curiosity. You couldn’t ‘elp but look at the books, even if you don’t understand them. You are a very introverted person, not comfortable with asking for things of people, or at the very least, of people you do not know. You ‘ave some degree of education, capable of reading at the very least. You carry a sword, but your broken right ‘and leads me to think you are primarily right ‘anded. Still dangerous, but to whom is up in the air. The quality of your clothing is very fine, but the dirt and wear show that you are unaccustomed to such things. This leads me to believe that you are maybe low to middleclass. Your accent puts you from Christendom Britannia, a north region. Highlander, if I am to guess right.”


    “Who are you?” Richard asked, doing a grand impression of an owl.


    “Well, my name is Conan Hemlock. I am a person who pursues knowledge for the sake of knowledge. So, I brought myself to this quaint little island and ‘ave dedicated myself to the expansion of studies,” he admitted.


    “Any practical applications?” Richard asked, his gaze narrowing.


    “So glad you asked,” he commented with a grin. Conan suddenly stood to his feet and moved out of the room and into a small kitchen, past an ice box and to a small wooden door.


    Richard followed Conan while he twisted on a gas lamp above them, illuminating the basement. He felt a tingling sensation flit down his spine. The tables in the basement were filled with things he couldn’t even begin to comprehend.


    “I am an inventor – obviously you know this – and I ‘ave an understanding. This is why you came, ‘oping I ‘ad something you could use in some problem you would like to get around,” Conan said.


    “I – ay,” Richard admitted, clearing his throat. “I know I have no right, but it seemed pointless to, at the very least, nae ask,” he added when Conan whirled his walking stick around. He found that it wasn’t a walking stick but in fact a hidden blade that Richard now found at his throat.


    “I figured as much, pirate,” he said calmly. Richard let his hands drop.


    “Well? I came for help, nae to harm you,” Richard pressed in a gentle and even tone.


    “I find that ‘ard to believe! You are not the first to hope for my assistance, and not the last. I do apologize; you ‘ave been nothing but polite. But I ‘ave no interest in ‘elping a pirate.”


    “Even one who plan’s on killing a would-be Pirate Lord?” Richard asked, lightly shrugging his shoulder. Conan turned his eyes on him. “Ah, so there are blind spots. Nae sure, but a man by the name of Captain Brendan “The Flame Mask” Flintlock, he took to the idea and has been doing the required sacrifices – 20 men at least – and soon, another man with too much power will rise,” Richard said, allowing it to hang in the air while he moved away from the sword. “I did blow up one of the altars. However, it was already used. I need some help; anything I can gather to keep this man from his power and wasting more human life. You can help. And once that is gone, you won’t have to worry about anyone ever coming to this island again,” Richard said, his voice rising. When he finished, his words echoed around the basement.


    “Hmm, I am not one to mince words, but I think I can get behind such an idea – but only just. What are you ‘oping for?” Conan asked, lowering his blade.


    “Something to get around that damn fog – I need full access to the supplies at the castle. I already have a carpenter and a shipwright. Any connections with people would be greatly appreciated, but I doubt you have many,” Richard replied.


    “You have been inside the castle – the castle that bends to your will – didn’t you consider a passage to a place where you could enter and exit the castle at will?” Conan asked, raising an eyebrow.


    “I can do that?” he asked in disbelief.


    “How else do you think I keep my ice box stored?” he asked. Richard sighed, slapping his forehead.


    “Because it did nae cross ma mind. I was running for ma damn life from that stupid Gargoyle. Speaking of which, I have nae seen that damnable thing,” he muttered.


    “You’ve got the fairy! That’s the only reason that thing stirs, are you crazy?” Conan asked, having finally gotten his feathers ruffled.


    “Hardly, I got her out, but the damn thing escaped after we jumped off a cliff trying to escape a man-eating plant!” Richard griped.


    “Fascinating,” Conan replied, watching Richard curiously. “Perhaps I should get out more; that sounds interesting,” he admitted, glancing around. He picked up a small object, shaped like an “L”, and tossed it to Richard.


    “What is the world is this?” Richard asked, turning the object in his hands as he looked it over. It appeared to be a barrel mounted onto a piece of wood.


    “It’s a firearm – a pistol, if you must give it a name. Think of it like a small cannon,” he replied. Richard held the weapon out and looked down the barrel.


    “How accurate is it?” Richard asked, handing the weapon back. He twisted it in his left hand, offering the wooden grip. But Conan didn’t take it.


    “Shot it three times; it’s very accurate so long as you use the sights properly. ‘Ere is the second one. I got a little creative with them,” he admitted, handing a second pistol to Richard. He winced as he took the weapon in his right hand but held them both up for inspection. Both barrels’ had a scale like engraving on them and there was a blue tinted etching on the metal.


    “Amazing, so how am I going to be able to carry these?” Richard asked, glancing back up at Conan.


    “Ah, yes. I came up with a holster for both of them – they are called Tooth and Claw,” Conan replied, digging out two leather holsters. He held them out for Richard. “Also, these slide onto your belt anyway you prefer.”


    “Hmm, under ma tail coat would be good, I guess. I do nae like asking questions,” Richard said, setting down the pistols as he looked at the leather holsters.


    “That will work,” he replied. “The pathway I ‘ave is here on this map. So, kill this bastard off and get the fuck off my island,” Conan said darkly.


    “Okay,” Richard said in a steady voice, taking off his belt and sliding on the holsters. With a slight ‘click’, both guns were put in their proper places.


    “‘Ere are supplies for cleaning, bullets and powder amounts. Don’t go burning yourself; the ‘ammer causes the spark. If something gets in its way, it’s not going to fire. Keep it clean and the powder dry. ‘Ere’s the map – well detailed. Also, if you do care to come over for some tea, feel free to inform me of the results of the field test,” Conan offered.


    “Sure,” Richard drawled out. A sudden whistling sound caught his ear.


    “Ah, that would be the tea,” Conan said brightly, moving with incredible speed up the stairs. Richard held up one the pistols and looked it over before sliding it back into place. He slipped the bullets and gunpowder into his left hand pocket. He glanced back over the basement when he had made it towards the stairs. “I wonder if he would let me play with some of his other toys,” he mused before heading up for some tea.


  




  

    Chapter 14 Benedicta Bestia



    “So, do you know of anyone else on the island we can recruit?” Richard asked, crossing his arms. He was watching over the growing group of people that were slowly putting up a makeshift wall. It was made up of tree trunks with the shaved down to a sharp point.



    The setup of their camp had taken a lot of time, starting out with tents and logs and a lot of work. Tray and James had been invaluable when they had just started, creating a wall even before Richard had smuggled the proper supplies. Someway and somehow, they had gotten not only the wall going but a rather good-sized group of people. With everyone working around Richard, the wall was being raised. Richard frowned, mentally counting everyone around him. There was about twenty-five people; he frowned again. There wasn’t enough people to sail a ship but there were far too many to keep away from prying eyes.


    “I need help, I need more people,” he groaned, reaching for an axe. His wrist reminded him immediately that he still couldn’t hold onto it. A quick glance around told him that Laurella had overheard him.


    “I think I know of some that can, but I don’t think you’ll get much help from them. I know there are three Benedicta bestia,” Laurella commented.


    “For real?” Richard whistled, looking at her with a very surprised expression. “The human-like race – are you kidding me?”


    “Yes, they are the most secluded on the island. I don’t you will get anywhere with them,” she warned him.


    “Anyone on this island wants to get off and we can use every person we can get a hold of. I’ll take Nathan and Kareem with me,” Richard said, shrugging off Laurella’s advice.


    “They stick to the lagoon, fairly close to the center of the island but east of the castle,” she instructed. “Just be careful,” she added, glancing at him warily.


    “Hey, if I die, you can just take over,” Richard casually said, shrugging once more. He turned towards where everyone was working on the wall. “Nathan, Kareem, I could use some help,” he called out.


    “Why us?” Kareem asked casually. Nathan set down his tools, raising one eyebrow. It looked like they had just finished on their part of the wall.


    “Cause I asked you. I need to take a quick trip around the island and you guys seem capable enough,” he admitted with a shrug. “In truth, I want to see if you are trustworthy,” he muttered to himself.


    Nathan glanced at Kareem and inclined his head when the jaguar padded towards them. Richard eyed the jungle cat warily, eyes flitting quickly towards Kareem and Nathan.


    “Sure, what are you doing?” Nathan asked casually.


    “Going to find a trio of Benedicta bestia; see if we can’t add them to our little group,” he replied, heading for the gate. Nathan and Kareem shrugged but followed nonetheless. While waiting at the gate, Richard looked back over his shoulder to see Jill. Nathan watched the hinges while Richard pushed it open and then glanced up at him.


    “I’ve got a heading and I figured you’re the best man for the job. Would you be willing to take point?” he asked, looking at Kareem. The man nodded right about the time the jaguar dashed off into the greenery before them.


    Richard was pretty unsurprised at the silence permeating their group, especially as they approached the bog of fear that circled that castle. He kept his eyes on the canopy but the foliage barely let in sunlight. There was enough to see ahead of them but still plenty of shadows and darkness for creatures to hide in. Richard was still feeling high-strung and hoping his luck held out before he ran into anything that was under Brendan’s flag.


    “So, what is your angle exactly?” Nathan asked. Richard glanced behind him to see the bearded man steadily keeping pace.


    “The aim of most is to live life and I would prefer to live it off of this island. The more people that I have with me, the better ma chances. Especially since, right now, the best shot we have is the ship anchored not too far from the shore.


    “And you think that this plan hasn’t been tried before?” he retorted with a frown.


    “Ask Boss. I’ve already done a lot of damage to the ship when I rescued Madison and with just the three of us, we managed to take the ship,” he replied with a cocky smirk.


    “Taking a ship and holding it are two different matters. You need a lot of people to even be able to sail a ship. Wait, I see; you don’t trust the men you sailed in with?” Nathan asked after a light bulb went off in his mind. His voice was one of indifference.


    “Exactly, I need people who are all in the same boat as me and understand that they have a shot at escape if – and only if – they can work together,” Richard emphasized.


    “So, who won last year’s Olympics’?” Kareem asked once the conversation has quieted.


    “Printincia won with fourteen of the twenty-three events and Britania only took seven. Last year, some guy swept most of the running and the judges were talking about changing the rules to limit entries. I say it was worth it just to see the look on the Imperium judge’s face,” Richard chuckled.


    “That’s pretty cool. What was the guy’s name?” he asked.


    “No idea, sorry. I had ma mind on other things,” Richard replied, shrugging his shoulders.


    “It’s understandable,” Kareem replied, shrugging as well. His shoulders seemed to slump just a little bit at not being able to find out.


    “I hear there is this new sport catching on. It’s called soccer, if I remember right. It’s a lot less expensive then polo and less dangerous than jousting,” Richard explained.


    “Sounds interesting. I found the lagoon,” Kareem stated. Nathan and Richard exchanged glances at the lack of water before them. “Sorry, when I close my left eye, I can see through the perspective of Cliff. He made it to the lagoon and is doubling back right now,” he explained.


    “Well, that’s good to hear. Who’s Cliff?” Richard asked, glancing towards Nathan hopefully.


    “The jaguar,” Kareem admitted.


    “Crazy, can you do that with all animals?” Richard asked, looking at the beast master with intrigue.


    “So far, yes, but Cliff is the only one that stays with me. I couldn’t get rid of him after I needed him.” Richard tensed for a brief moment when Cliff bounded through the foliage, a highly intelligent look in his eyes.


    “I wonder why,” Richard commented.


    “Can one ever be sure of the motives of others?” Nathan added.


    “Agreed,” Richard seconded. They remained silent as a feeling of understanding washed over them. Not a word was spoken while they continued walking with Cliff prowling ahead and glancing back every now and then as if to say “hurry up”. Jill watched the cat nervously but kept close to Richard and didn’t bark.


    Kareem led the way and soon the soft moist dirt turned into mud while they looked at the lagoon. Richard whistled, glancing around and noticing a few trees managing to grow in the water. It was perfectly still and appearing so much like glass, fish could be seen gliding smoothly through the water. Lily pads floated near the shore, congregating more on the far side. Richard glanced down to see minnows darting beneath the water and between reeds and plant roots.


    “Split up, stay safe and stay within eye contact. It’s easier to negotiate when you don’t have a blade at your neck,” Richard advised.


    “Sounds like fair advice,” Nathan said, resting his hand on his katana. Richard placed both hands in his pockets and began walking casually with Jill at his heels. He watched the water for a moment, his chest feeling light as he moved. He straightened when something long vanished just out of his sight.


    Jill whimpered, sitting on her haunches and staring intently at the water. Richard followed her gaze and watched as the mud at the bottom of the lagoon began to move and fell apart, revealing two eyes and a long dark green snout. The creature shifted, revealing it’s immense body and a thick spiny tail. Limbs bigger than any sailor Richard had seen propelled the creature through the water. The crocodile stood to it’s hind feet, blocking out the sun when it stood to it’s full height. A shadow covered both Richard and Jill and the crocodile opened it’s jaws, only to snap them shut once more. It sent water flying over both of them, leaving Jill to quiver behind Richard’s legs.


    “Good afternoon,” Richard said, taking a pipe from his coat and placing it in his mouth.


    “I think you may be lost, human. You’re going to run or you’re going to die,” the crocodile threatened, snarling and showing just a bit of sharp teeth. Richard’s eyes watered when the crocodile’s breath wafted over him. He took out a match and struck one, lighting his pipe as he thought of what to say.


    “Well then, I guess I am going to die. Unless you are willing to hear me out,” he said casually, glancing down while he puffed on his pipe. ‘What the hell AM I doing?’ he screamed to himself. He flicked his hand, quickly snuffing the match.


    “I don’t play these games, human,” he said, snorting from his nostrils.


    “Game? I come here to extend an olive branch and I get snapped at. Look, I am going to get straight to the point: I am putting together a crew. I need at least forty people to take a ship and get the hell out of here. I have half of that. I need anyone who is willing to pretend that they can get along for at least one ship ride in order to get our asses off this death trap. Now, can I get an answer?” Richard asked, crossing his arms. Smoke wafted from his pipe while he eyed the Benedicta bestia crocodile.


    “Hmm, human isn’t scared and I am not too keen on killing. I want proof,” he said.


    “I will sit here then and you can send someone off to the east and see that we’re putting up a wall. As a sort of gathering place. That should at least prove that I am trying,” he said, sitting down in the mud cross-legged.


    “No needz,” a scratchy voice said. The crocodile turned his head to the left and, thanks to the shape of his head, could still see Richard from his other eye. Richard leaned to the side and saw a grey figure with a very feminine shape. She was moth-like, that was clear, with a pair of black pants that hung loosely on her waist despite the fact that she was crouching on a tree branch. A pair of grey moth wings flexed gently behind her; her chest and hands were wrapped tightly in some cloth and there was a piece of cloth covering the lower half of her face. Her eyes were large and black and, even from this distance, seemed very buggish. Two antennae curved up and behind from the top of her head. Richard squinted, focusing on her skin and realized that it was covered in a very fine layer of fur.


    “That would be number two,” he murmured to himself, glancing behind to see Jill still shaking at the crocodile’s presence.


    “Richard,” Kareem called while he and Nathan kept their eyes on the large crocodile creature.


    “I am starting to regret my decision,” Nathan said, swallowing and tightening his grip on his blade.


    “Hi guys, I found them,” Richard said cheerfully. Both of them shook their heads at the sheer audacity of the man who was sitting in the mud.


    “Do you have a death wish?!” Kareem asked, leaning back and massaging his skull with two fingers. The crocodile man stared at him, tilting his reptilian head to the side and looking at Richard. “What the hell is going on?”


    “I told you, I am here to recruit enough people to pilot a ship,” Richard replied, pulling his pipe from his mouth.


    “Can’t you at least run away? I don’t want to hurt you,” he all but whimpered, his forehead scrunching together. “Come on, we don’t need people bothering us. Shoo.” Everyone’s jaw dropped when they realized that the crocodilian man had no intentions of doing anything more than standing there.


    “You uzless,” the moth woman groaned, slapping her forehead and causing her antennae to vibrate.


    “Well, can I have an answer to ma question?” Richard asked politely.


    “No,” she replied sternly. Richard stood with a sigh, brushing the mud from his pants and glancing towards Nathan and Kareem.


    “Well, let’s get going. No sense in wasting any more time,” he told them, shrugging as he walked off.


    “Well, that’s that,” Nathan noted as they retraced their footsteps. Kareem frowned, glancing back towards the lagoon while they vanished into the woods. Richard glanced to the right and noted a winding stream beside them.


    “We are still missing one. You don’t think….?” Kareem mentioned while Cliff leaped down next to him. Richard remained silent, smoke from his pipe trailing behind him. He had both hands behind his back, watching the water.


    “So, what a waste of time. I have to wonder how they keep their reputation – since the crocodile man wasn’t so quick to follow through. I mean, most pirates who end up on this place don’t back down easily.” Nathan said.


    “Most people – pirate or otherwise – don’t tangle with something that big,” Richard replied casually.


    “Most sane people,” Nathan pointed out.


    “I have no idea what you’re talking about,” Richard retorted, spinning and walking backwards with a goofy smile on his face. Nathan watched him dubiously. “Anyways, I am going to check for fish or something.”


    “Might as well bring back something,” Nathan admitted. “So, I have to ask: where have you been getting all of our equipment?”


    “I stole it,” Richard replied casually.


    “From where? We have axes, tents, food supplies and all sorts of things I haven’t seen in years. The main reason that we have so many people showing up is because the camp is supporting itself – how?” Nathan asked. He had crunched numbers and wasn’t really even coming up with anything, even in his own head.


    “There are supplies on this island, if one is willing to take risks. And from what I have seen, nobody is willing to take them,” Richard replied. “Right now, what we are doing is risky but since there is a benefit that people can feel between their fingers, they ignore it.”


    “I see. So, there is a place on this island that has supplies and is dangerous?” Nathan mused under his breath. Then his eyes went wide. “The castle,” he realized and Richard smirked.


    “Aye, the castle,” he said, smirking. It faded when Nathan reached for his sword. Richard, fearing the worst, went for his own blade. Suddenly, fingers dug into his hair and a blade pressed into his neck.


    “Nobody move,” a female said in a gravelly voice.


    “That would be number three. And the reason the reputation has lasted so long,” Kareem noted, frowning. Richard felt something soft and wet push up against him.


    “Is she wearing a shirt or anything?” Richard asked curiously. Nathan’s jaw dropped and he shook his head in disbelief.


    “Yeah, no. And from what I can see, they look nice,” Kareem replied, grinning.


    “Men,” she growled.


    “Yeah? Well, I’m nae the one going around topless,” Richard commented. She pressed the knife a little closer to his neck.


    “Now then, I want you to drop everything you have. And then, you are going to run very far away,” she demanded in a low voice.


    “Okay,” Richard replied, moving slowly and drawing his sword before dropping it. “Should I start with ma coat next?” he asked, moving his hands as if to take off the coat.


    “What are the rest of you waiting for?” she demanded. Richard wrapped his hands around Tooth and Claw, drawing the hammers back.


    “What the fuck?” she asked as she noticed the pistols, refusing to move her knife.


    “Like them?” Richard asked. “They are kind of like much smaller cannons. And I have both pointed at your hips. Now, you can still slit ma throat and kill, but can I ask a question?” he asked, but didn’t wait for permission. “Can your friends afford to take care of you? Because I know where I am pointed at won’t, in fact, kill you. However, that’s the point as it will make walking impossible until you heal. And that is, if you heal properly,” Richard said flatly.


    “And you think you can shoot them off before I slit your throat?” she hissed into his ear.


    “I would rather just walk away but I am nae going to be bullied by a thief,” Richard replied.


    “I am not a thief,” she growled back. Richard just rolled his eyes.


    “Which is why you wanted all of our gear and wanted to throw us to the dogs; you know what, you’re right. You’re nae a thief; you’re a murderer. And what I am going to do is the same as if I stole everything from you and left you in the woods alone,” he said, jabbing her with a bit of malice. She slowly withdrew and Richard spun on his heels, bringing both pistols to bear.


    “So, are you going to kill me?” she asked, a strong hint of resignation in her voice. Richard noted that she was wearing nothing more than a pair of shorts. She was even shorter on gear; she carried only a knife in her hand and the sheath on her belt. Her body was curved and covered with a thick layer of glossy brown fur and a tail that came down to about her knees. Her bosom was quite bountiful and clearly out for everyone to see. Her dark brown eyes narrowed over a little button nose.


    Richard dropped his guns back into place and slipped his foot under his blade. With a flex of his foot, the blade was back in his hand and he slipped it back into it’s sheath.


    “Nope, ma offer still stands and your winged friend already knows where we are. I think we are having bear tonight; you are welcome to join us,” he said, smiling and nodding to his companions before walking off. He glanced back at the otter woman who was still staring at them.


    “Don’t tell me you’re attracted to that?” Nathan asked. Richard felt a prickling on his neck and he sighed.


    “What can I say? I love me some big titties,” he said, chuckling to himself.


    “Well, she was,” he paused to cough, “well endowed,” Nathan admitted. Kareem glanced between them with a raised eyebrow.


    “You would, wouldn’t you?” he accused, and they both looked to Richard.


    “Hey, I’ll try anything once,” Richard laughed, voice ringing out over the tree. “Although, I have a feeling it would be rather weird,” he admitted. He paused in his walking to actually ponder the idea.


    “Why are we hanging out with this person?” Kareem asked, shaking his head.


    “Desperation makes strange bedfellows,” Nathan replied and Kareem did a double take.


    “Was that a pun?” he asked.


    “It could be,” Nathan admitted. The group had little trouble looping back around and Richard signaled in at the gate. He sighed a bit when Laurella greeted him at the door.


    “I take it you didn’t have any luck,” she said. It was more of a statement than a question.


    “Well, that remains to be seen. It is something that may bear fruit,” Richard replied.


    “So, if we see them running around, don’t kill them?” she asked.


    “It would be appreciated,” Richard agreed. “Anyway, that distraction is taken care of. Time to get back to work.”


    “What’s to work on? The wall is up and everyone has a tent – not to mention the big one you sleep in. All we need is enough people and some boats, then we can take the ship and get out,” Laurella stated.


    “I have a project that needs to be scouted out – something important in case something inevitably goes wrong,” Richard admitted. Laurella opened her mouth to speak but closed it with the shake of her head. Richard walked into a large tan tent set up near the center of their outpost.


  




  

    Chapter 15 Taking It Down



    Richard frowned, lowering a clipboard as he walked along the wood log wall everyone was just putting the final touches on. He tapped on the clipboard, inspecting a random log from the sharpened tip. Each one had been pressed together as closely as possible to make a makeshift gate that would open slowly. Richard glanced back to see a long row of tents and a small stage near a much larger tent where he had been sleeping.



    He slipped his hands into his pockets, clipboard pressed against his side, and walked up to the gate. Despite the normal idea, it was in fact the most reinforced part of their newly created small base. He had the site exactly where he needed it; the wall was stationed around a small hill which gave them a good line of sight. Even with the trees being cleared away, there was still enough to keep them hidden. Another lucky find was a small spring to give them fresh water. Richard wasn’t happy about not having the broken ship for a base, but it was that or the high ground.


    “Ah, Mr. Zane,” a man said, giving a very fumbling salute.


    “Livingston, any sign from the woman in purple?” Richard asked. But the man shook his head.


    “No, sir, nothing,” he admitted, adjusting his dirt-stained blue coat. He looked dejected but Richard kept from responding.


    “Carry on,” Richard finally said, looking at the small pillar they had strapped together. He climbed up the ladder, glancing over his shoulder when he reached the top of the rickety tower and pulled himself up. Their camp had built up even more, but they were still a bit short even though they now spanned about thirty strong at max.


    “I said keep an eye out! Dammit, you idiot, you are so worthless!” a voice shouted and Richard flinched. He spun about, eyes scanning as he tried to find the source.


    “Richard, you okay?” Boss asked. Richard snapped his head back, looking over the ground they had gathered.


    “Richard, Boss,” a calm voice called. Richard glanced over to see that Laurella had joined them.


    “Nothing, I should have sent someone else with them,” Richard replied, frowning while he glanced over the small opening of grass in the forest.


    “One more day and we are going to be sending out a search party. No one can get far without her guidance,” Boss commented.


    “Unless we can find another sailor that knows how to sail by the stars,” Laurella said with a huff, crossing her arms. Richard smirked.


    “She is a lot more valuable then you know,” he replied with a smile. “Besides, we need everybody we can get ahold of.”


    “You know something I don’t?” she asked.


    “Lots,” Richard stated but she punched him in the shoulder. He smirked, even if his insult was cut short.


    “Humorous, look, I am not here to be dragged around. What’s so important about her?” Laurella demanded.


    “My retirement, of course,” he replied easily. “She is the daughter of a Lord.”


    “So you plan on taking her home and getting a reward for it?” she asked. “Not a bad idea, I guess, but if she is so valuable, why not send someone else?”


    “Gold, some, but not much if I can get a better prize. But the reason I didn’t send anyone else is that she is amazing at what she does and I have no idea if anyone else could even hope to do what she can. She is my safest bet and I didn’t trust Eagle on his own,” Richard admitted.


    “Hey,” Boss grunted, clearly unhappy with the comment.


    “You can fight. Can you collect information without being seen?” Richard asked, raising an eyebrow at him. Boss only shrugged his shoulders. “My point exactly. Well, I am going to do another round and check the wall before heading to bed early. Let me know if anyone else makes their way into camp,” Richard said, beginning to head down the ladder. “Oh, and behave you two,” he said, glancing at the pair before vanishing.


    “What is that supposed to mean?” Laurella shouted after him. Richard only ignored her and continued making his way around the camp.


    When he was finished, Richard pushed back the tent flap and quickly glanced around. It was very empty; there was a table with maps taking up space in a corner across from where his hammock was set up. He sighed, pulling back the blanket and rolling in. He slipped his hands behind his head and fell asleep easily.


    A sudden push on the hammock some time later caused his eyes to snap open before he fell flat on the cold, hard ground. He glanced up tiredly to see Tray standing above him.


    “Time to wake up,” he mentioned. Richard pushed himself to his feet. “I don’t know why you want to be in charge of watch, but that’s your reason. I am heading to bed,” he grunted, turning for the exit, the tent flaps fluttering behind him.


    Richard smirked, stifling a yawn as he grabbed a fistful of bags and tossed them into the hammock. He pulled a blanket over them before silently walking out of the tent. The camp was still as he made his way back to the tower. When he had climbed up, he sat and watched the group of tents.


    Nathan pushed himself up and blinked until he spotted Richard staring at him. “I thought it was my shift,” he said, eyes shifting around as though he had made a mistake.


    “No, I am keeping an eye on the camp, to be honest. I have been expecting some kind of attempt on my life for the past few days,” Richard replied.


    “Ah, and you’ve got a feeling that it will happen in the middle of the night?” Nathan asked, leaning against the tower wall and keeping his head turned toward the outside.


    “Seems practical. So, how did you find yourself on the island, Nathan?” Richard asked.


    “I’m a story teller, it’s how I make a living outside of swords. I just so happened to get on the wrong boat at the wrong time and rather than become a victim, I bailed. I made it very clear that I wasn’t worth the trouble to track down,” he admitted.


    “Who did you sail under?”


    “Captain Kidd.”


    “Ah, so you’ve been here, what, a little over two years then?” Richard asked and Nathan nodded.


    “That sounds about right. You know, it’s funny but you do things that you claim are simple. And yet, you’re the first to pull them off.”


    “What can I say? I’m a risk taker, but I do recognize that it is a risk. You don’t live long being a fool and bouncing off the wall. No matter how tough you seem to be,” he replied with a smirk.


    “Make sense, I guess. But that makes me – oh, shit,” Nathan said suddenly, eyes going wide. Richard spun around, noticing a monstrous stone creature soaring towards them through the night sky.


    “Fuck, get moving. I want everyone awake and ready to go. Just in case he wants to pick a fight,” Richard ordered. Nathan nodded, dropping to the ground and racing through the tents. He was quite effective at raising hell as people stirred and ran out of their tents.


    “Richard, any ideas?” Boss called from the base of the ladder. Richard was quiet for a moment, pondering what to do next.


    “Everyone against the wall, stay still and don’t draw your blades. We don’t need any glints catching his eye,” he ordered, dropping to the ground as well. With Boss’s help, they got everyone quietly in position. Richard exhaled, his left hand resting on his sword hilt, ready to draw it in a moment’s notice.


    “Why is it here?” “That thing has never left it’s castle.” “What do we do? We can’t kill an immortal being?” Whispers flew around the people though they remained immobile. The wind blew through the camp and men fidgeted slightly but the small movements were only in the corners of Richard’s eyes.


    Then, just as suddenly as the wind, a glint of metal flashed in Richard’s peripheral vision at the same time that someone latched onto his weak arm. He immediately pulled on his sword with his good hand and used the pommel to knock the blow away. The sharp sapphire connected with the man’s bony wrist, forcing him to drop the dagger on reflex. Richard let his sword clatter to the ground to slam his fist into his attacker’s windpipe. He coughed, choking for air when Richard grabbed his shoulders and neck. Richard slammed the man’s head into the wall over and over again while more and more blood soaked the wall. Finally, Richard was satisfied and allowed the man to drop to the ground, lifeless.


    “Anyone else?” he hissed in a low voice. Nobody even dared to move save for eyeing the corpse lying not five feet from them. Richard glanced back up, having expecting something like that – a bigger threat to hide a smaller one. Well, that deals with assault number one. Now to deal with assault number two, Richard sighed in resignation, thinking to himself and grabbing his sword.


    “You think he is coming?” Tray asked, looking at Richard. He shrugged and they both looked at Boss.


    “I don’t hear anything,” he admitted. Richard grabbed onto the ladder and climbed back up, kneeling as low as he could. He moved closer to the wall before poking his head up.


    “Shit,” he cursed, ducking back down and leaping for the ladder. The wall crumbled behind him, throwing him to the ground while splinters rained everywhere. The Gargoyle landed some ways away, smashing into the ground while Richard lay sprawled amongst the tower ruins.


    “Well, what are we waiting for? We can’t open the gate!” Boss shouted, causing the group to realize that there was nowhere to run.


    “Fry, you stone bastard!” Laurella cried out while she charged, holding her shocker overhead like a battle axe. And then, the flood gates opened. Everyone charged the Gargoyle while Richard got to his feet, retrieving his sword and locking eyes with the beast.


    “Puny mortal, worthless creatures!” the Gargoyle bellowed, swinging his hand and knocking down half a dozen attackers.


    “Aim for his eyes!” Richard screamed, readjusting the grip on his sword while he joined the charge. Richard dove under the creature’s legs and rolled to his feet before leaping towards the Gargoyle’s wings. When he latched on, he pulled himself onto it’s back.


    “Get some ropes! We don’t have to kill it, just immobilize it!” Boss shouted, pointing to the other side of camp. When a small group returned with the aforementioned rope, they lassoed the monster’s left arm. They pulled it hard to the side, causing the Gargoyle to roar loudly. Richard latched onto the monster’s neck when he felt someone grab his wrist. He jerked slightly before he realized that it was only Laurella using him as a hand hold. The Gargoyle, struggling and pulling against the rope, opened his mouth in rage. Laurella leaped for the opportunity and shoved the business end of her weapon inside and sent off a massive surge of electricity.


    Richard and Laurella went limp when the charge hit them, forcing both of them to let go and fall to the ground. The Gargoyle’s arm went limp while the group on the ground quickly lassoed his other arm.


    “Keep pulling!” Boss shouted, watching the monster’s arm being pulled away from it’s body. Richard rolled to the side to avoid getting his head smashed by the Gargoyle’s thrashing tail. He managed to get his feet under him, but a sudden burst of air knocked him back on his ass. The Gargoyle took flight, dragging the rope holders behind him. Tray threw another lasso and managed to catch the creature’s left leg. He called to Boss and the two of them gave a great tug on the rope. The extra force was just enough to interrupt take off. Richard panicked, realizing the Gargoyle was falling back to the ground. Someone suddenly grabbed his wrist, tugging him out of the way right before the stone beast crashed into the ground. Richard’s belt shifted from the sudden movement, reminding him that he still had his newly acquired firearms. He stalked over to the struggling creature, hands calmly behind his back. Someone threw another lasso and it now seemed that everybody was pulling the creature in all different directions at once.


    “Where is it?!” the Gargoyle roared. The volume of his voice alone was enough to blow Richard’s hair back. When he quieted, he blinked and shook his head. It’s bright eyes glared at him, watching him pull out both, ready to christen the firearms. His struggled subsided while it eyed the objects in Richard’s hands. “What are those?” it demanded in a deep voice.


    “The agents of a worthless mortal, to level the playing field,” Richard growled, glaring at the beast before him. Richard leveled both pistols at the eyes of the Gargoyle and fired. Both shots hit almost simultaneously and the beast’s skull exploded, splattering rock and grey matter all over the ground. Richard’s eyes were wide as the monster fell slack, causing the ground to shake and making everyone in the vicinity to fall backwards.


    Nobody moved, regardless of whether they were on their feet or fallen to the ground. Everyone was ready to keep fighting at a moment’s notice. Richard slid Claw under his arm, beginning the long process of reloading Tooth. Once finished, he repeated the same thing with Claw, eyes never leaving the spot where the Gargoyle’s head had once been. After reloading, he holstered the two guns calmly. A smug grin stretched across his face and he glanced around at everyone.


    “Drag the beast to the gate and tie him to the wall he broke. He’s going to be our new wall!” Richard shouted. Nobody said or did anything, just stared at him and then the crowd roared. They all began to move, pulling the corpse along the ground. A few of the men paused to slap him on the back but nearly everyone was smiling. A feeling of pride washed over Richard. He put his hands on his hips, right over the holstered guns.


    “Well?” he shouted. “I say a celebration is in order! Aye!” he cried, throwing one fist in the air. Everyone began to cheer even louder and Richard found a victorious grin on his face. His mind raced and worked, a plan coming together and all he needed to do was see what piece clicked into place first.


  




  

    Chapter 16 Now Get Rid Of It



    “Richard, what did you do?!” someone shouted and the tent went silent. Madison glanced down the long table laden down with food and drink with cold eyes. The noble woman had returned to find a tent full of people eating and drinking. She frowned, stepping over someone passed out on the ground.



    “Oh, you know, the usual,” he replied, holding up his glass before draining it. Richard, despite the fact that he was unsure if anyone was on watch, couldn’t help but feel great after all of the rum he had gotten into. Eagle Eye glanced around the tent, grabbing a glass for himself and having no qualms about joining the party.


    “I want it down. Do you realize how dangerous it is?” Madison demanded in a loud voice. She stormed around the table; anyone nearby quickly scooted as close to the table as physically possible. Richard stood, grabbing the bottle of spiced rum and pouring another glass for himself. Madison grabbed his arm and dragged him through the tent, his glass spill ever so slightly. Boss and Laurella hurried to follow.


    “What a waste,” he lamented, draining the rest of the glass. He stumbled a bit while Madison dragged him all the way back to the gate. She kicked it open and pointed harshly at the Gargoyle.


    “Why in the world is this chained up to the wall?” she hissed. Richard looked up at the corpse of the stone creature with the words ‘Keep Out’ written in red on it’s chest. The monster was chained into the hole it had created on it’s initial attack. In fact, if it weren’t for the chains, it would look like it was sitting in some kind of makeshift throne.


    “Do you think I overdid it on the metal chains?” Richard asked, tilting his head to the left.


    “Do you not realize this is a challenge to anyone who passes by?” she declares, waving her hand around it.


    “I don’t know. I think we could have fixed up the metal a bit more, maybe give him a back to it. You know, make it look like we took him alive,” Boss commented, resting his chin on his forefinger and thumb.


    “Needs more chains,” Laurella replied, chin on her fist and one elbow on her opposite wrist. She played with her lip while she looked at it.


    “Am I the only one who has an issue with this?” Madison asked. “This is a challenge. You just made yourself the big man on the island and now, everyone is going to want to kill you,” she explained while Richard just picked at his ear.


    “Your point being?” he asked, rolling his hand and urging her to continue. Madison slapped her forehead.


    “We don’t need the attention,” she sighed.


    “Look, I see where you are coming from and we’ve got it covered. Look, Brendan is going to be after his altars, and for anyone else on this island, that is their greatest fear. It will act as a much better deterrent than any wall I can hope to put up. Besides, I have a plan just in case I am wrong. There is a reason I was so specific on the location,” Richard said, waving his hand around the camp.


    “I’ve got a little idea, and I will share it with you if you’ll have a drink,” Richard continued with a grin, holding out the bottle of rum he had been getting into. His grin was manic, pushing the bottle towards her chest. Madison pushed it back, glaring at him. “That’s enough to sober a man up,” he said, stepping back and stumbling a bit.


    “So, anything to report?” he asked, clearing his throat and hunching forward. He seemed to have shaken off his antics. She didn’t respond at first, merely shaking her head. With a sigh, she began to speak.


    “I have fallen so low,” she muttered before clearing her throat. “Anyways, they have been slowed down – badly. A lot of the crew are now holding positions on the beach and even they’re moving at a snail’s pace to the final places.”


    “Hmmm,” Richard said, stroking his goatee and mulling over the information.


    “You know, if you stop holding your cards so close to your chest and actually give us an idea of what you are planning, we might actually be able to help,” Laurella called, crossing her arms.


    “Hold up, everyone is just following his orders? And yet, nobody but him knows what he is up to?” Boss voiced.


    “Basic human mentality,” Laurella replied, sighing.


    “I have an escape route in the main tent under ma chair. I plan on using this place as a rally point if it stays safe. Or as a place to put us down as dead and make it safer to run around,” Richard informed them.


    “So you created a win-win situation if anything goes well in either situation,” Boss asked. “Could work, at least in the base outcomes – win or lose – even if there are a lot of smaller determining events.”


    “True, but that’s the risk when meeting force with force. Which is also why I am nay high-tailing it to Brendan’s ship and forcing enlistment. I have nay way of knowing if enough of us will survive the encounter,” Richard added.


    “Risky business, all of this. But what is our next move?” Madison asked.


    “I plan on keeping a close eye on the ship and altars and wait. Once they are down to one, I plan on booby trapping it. If we get attacked, that plan will stay strong with us being thought of as dead. That makes things a bit easier, considering the luxury that comes with being considered dead,” Richard explained.


    “I see. Not much we can do but get some sleep. Who is keeping watch?” Laurella asked.


    “I will keep an eye out. Madison, I would recommend you getting some sleep. I believe you have pulled your weight and then some,” Richard said kindly. She gave him a relieved smirked before clasping him on the shoulder


    “So, where did this guy come from?” Laurella asked, looking at Boss.


    “Your guess is as good as mine. If you don’t mind, I would like to talk with Richard alone; something’s been bothering me,” Boss responded.


    “Sure; look, I am good on the drink. I’ll help keep watch since it will also give me time to think on your plan,” Laurella told them.


    “Do whatever you want, Doc,” Richard replied. She eyed them both before walking off into the camp. Richard turned to Boss. “So, what is up?”


    “With the supplies and castle, we could build our own ship and leave. That escape route is also a way back to the castle without the fog – why go through all of the trouble?”


    “Because I know if the offer up, people will take it. People always take the easy way out. And to be honest, I don’t like the idea of Brendan getting magical powers. I’ve worked under him, watched him force others to serve on his ship and for once, I want that to burn. I want to see some fucker get burned for forcing service on people. The government gets away with and now, every man with a simple desire to fuck others over and wants cruelty can do it. And I just want to squeeze the life out of him for fucking me over,” Richard replied, gritting his teeth.


    “So, it’s vengeance?” Boss asked calmly.


    “Well, if you want to boil it down, I’ll call it what it is,” he replied, grinning.


    “You do realize that if I wanted to, I could end that right here and now by telling everyone. Then your leadership would also be destroyed,” Boss pointed out, calmly staring at Richard.


    “Yeah, probably,” Richard admitted, releasing a sigh and remaining silent for a time. Neither one moved while the silence loomed over them.


    “You don’t think they would care, do you?” Boss finally asked.


    “I have reasons to think that the majority of people on this island wouldn’t care much and, in fact, are more than happy to fight back,” Richard replied. “But I have a feeling that there are people who would use that information to make a power play.”


    “I figured as much maself. At least with you in charge, I can know what to expect,” Boss admitted, giving a slight shrug of his shoulders.


    “But just in case everything does go south, I say we lean a bit closer to Tray and James. Then we can go with a more long term plan,” Richard advised.


    “And a boring plan that is,” he said with a grin.


    “I have a feeling we are going to have a lot of fun,” Richard said. “Anyways, I better start walking around the camp.” They each picked up a torch, making their way around the camp’s walls. “So, any luck in remembering?” Richard asked after a time, glancing over at Boss.


    “No, which is troubling. I’ve talked with Laurella and she told me that amnesia never lasts for any long scientific terms.”


    “Magic is tricky business; even if most of it’s outlets have been severed, it can still impact people. That means you’re stuck nay knowing.”


    “Hmm, I can deal. It means I can try out all of the fun things a second time,” Boss replied.


    “True, but most people have responsibilities – those may come back. But in all fairness, worrying about something you can’t control does little good,” Richard said.


    “You said the outlets were severed; what do you mean by that?” Boss asked, glancing back over at Richard


    “Ah, of course. In the last two hundred years, we’ve had two wars – the Mage War and the Great Magic War. The first was between two groups of mages. One side was destroyed and the other was all but destroyed and they were based out of Britania. The first war destroyed a lot of homes and because of that, thanks to some Queen who rallied a lot of magical beings – nay to be confused with mages – into a second war of revenge. At the end of it all, a lot of magic users – both natural and nay – were destroyed. While there are pockets and plenty of things, we are still sorting through all of the fallout,” Richard informed.


    “Fascinating, but irrelevant. I do want something to happen; you think we can run around the island and find another Gargoyle or something?” Boss asked, looking at Richard with eyes bright for adventure.


    “Hmm, I’ll see if I can find something,” he said, letting a brief laugh fill the night air. The night moved with nay issue while the two of them continued to walk around. Neither one talked, allowing a comfortable silence to grow. Richard separated from Boss to take a quick look inside a tent and found that it had settled down. Anyone who wasn’t out was back in their tent. Richard thanked his own foresight in making the camp small enough so that he could still keep an eye on everything, even in the dark. At some point, he passed Laurella and Boss again while he walked – simply trying to break up monotony.


    “Finally,” Richard mused, watching the sun beginning to break through the leaves. It light up the camp, rousing a few people who happened to have nasty hangovers. He meandered past a few people stumbling out of his tent until he spotted Madison. She was looking at the chair that Richard had set up.


    “I take it it’s under here?” she asked casually. Richard watched the last person shuffle out before nodding.


    “I assume that you want to look it over, huh?” he asked, moving to the other side of the chair. It was made entirely of wood pieces and sticks. It looked rather impressive, with all of the wood and sticks seeming to lean against each other and fanning out to form a wide back. (Did you seriously create the Wooden Throne? XD)


    “It would be nice – I don’t like to be left out of things. I’ve had little enough control of my life as it is,” she replied.


    “You and me both,” Richard said, sighing and grabbing onto the chair. It slide backwards and revealed a hole containing a ladder and darkness.


    “You should consider having a light at the bottom,” Madison commented.


    “Everyone’s a critic,” he quipped, dropping the torch he had been holding. It fell to the bottom right as Sam walked up, a look of confusion on his face. “Slide it back into place after us. When we get back, I will knock three times. Echo that if the coast is clear. I’d like to keep this as a rumor at the very least,” Richard instructed. Sam nodded, sitting on the ground and stroking the fur of a sleeping Jill. “Ladies first,” Richard said, grinning.


    “I am a Dame, not a lady, but it’s appreciated all the same,” she replied, stepping down the ladder with Richard right behind her. Sam slide it back into place just as Richard jumped to the ground.


    “Not a long drop; just in case we need to scramble and can’t wait?” she asked.


    “Something like that. Let’s hope it doesn’t come down to us trampling over each other,” he said, a calm smile on his face while Madison picked up the torch. A glance around told her that there were two paths: one that ran towards the center (of the island?) and the other away from it.


    “The escape is towards the ocean,” Richard commented.


    “Why not use the castle now that the Gargoyle is dead?” she asked.


    “It would come with it’s own complications. Trust me, it’s best to avoid it – even if the stone monster is dead,” he replied in a rather clipped tone.


    “Something that has to do with the fog?” Madison asked, heading in the way that Richard had hoped she would go.


    “Let’s just say that the less people who know, the better due to the personalities of the people we are working with. It’s safe to say that this is one thing you are better off nay knowing. But it’s nothing that can’t be avoided,” he said.


    “I don’t like that. I am royalty and I don’t much like your tone,” she snapped, turning on him.


    “I understand, I am asking you to trust ma judgment on this,” he replied. The shadows gave her face a very eerie look. However, the light also cast a shadow on Richard, obscuring his face while he looked up at her.


    “You get one chance. You ruin it, you’re a dead man,” she warned then stepped back and took a deep breath. “Sorry, that was a bit mean,” she said. Richard stepped to the side.


    “Hey, it’s understandable. How long were you locked up on that ship?” he prodded gently with a sigh.


    “Long enough; so, are you thinking of taking the ship as your own and going by Captain Richard?” she asked, swiftly changing topics.


    “Well, I hear taking a Dame home gets you a lot of points and I wouldn’t mind seeing if I can become a pirate maself,” he replied honestly.


    “Ah, a pirate,” she said.


    “Hey, I’d be legal. Nay to mention, that I have a very long list of targets,” he commented, noting that the sun was illuminating the end of the tunnel.


    “You’re not thinking what I think you’re thinking,” she said, stopping as Richard walked out into the sunlit area. It was large and grassy and she looked up to see an opening in the ceiling that allowed light in. Madison kept walking but he continued to ignore her.


    Richard moved up to the top, glancing over the long green grass and down to a white sandy beach. There was a long dock and a second tunnel that led out into the sea.


    “I think there would be good money in hunting down pirates,” he finally replied casually.


    “You’re going to get yourself killed,” she retorted.


    “You know, I would love to have a home here if it weren’t so expensive. On that note, when I die, I wouldn’t mind being buried here. Victory or failure, but probably the latter. You think you could come back here and set me up a stone with ma name on it?”


    “I take it that’s your way of saying that I can’t dissuade you?” Madison sighed and Richard glanced over at her.


    “Anyone who gets off this island will have a death sentence, if for nay other reason than for getting off the island. I didn’t want to tell anyone since only those with a name will really have to worry. If we got off this island, it’s going to be you and I who are going to have the worst time. So, I am going to at least try and fight back.”


  




  

    Chapter 17 Into The Night



    Richard jerked awake, though he was still leaning against the wall and he realized that he had fallen asleep during his watch. A quick glance over showed that Boss was still sitting there, as attentive as he had been when Richard had apparently fallen asleep.



    “How long was I out?” he asked, rubbing the sleep from his eyes.


    “Not long, about six hours,” he admitted, with a grunt.


    “Dandy,” Richard said, pausing for a moment and yawning. “Did any of the scouts come back?”


    “Nobody yet. What happens if this goes down?” Boss asked.


    “Nay a damn clue,” Richard admitted. “I’ve got a big picture and I’m trying to work ma way down from there. I have ideas but with no way of knowing how things will fall,” Richard trailed off with a shrug. “Well, I wouldn’t really call them plans.”


    “Well, no plan survives contact with the enemy. So, what’s your idea?


    “I wouldn’t mind using the natural ways of the island. Between the monsters and the crazed former pirates, it would be rather helpful using them to break up Brendan’s crew,” Richard said, wringing his hands together. “I am, in fact, counting on them already knowing about it. As soon as I can, I plan to head out with as many people as I can and stack out the area. If things fall into place, it would make ma day.”


    “If not?” Boss asked.


    “It make take some goading,” Richard admitted with a light smirk. But the rest of him was very impassive.


    “So, where did you learn to fight?” Boss asked. Richard glanced over at him.


    “I never actually learned to fight. It’s all on instinct,” Richard said, shrugging his shoulders and scratching his head.


    “And what a plan it is. Count me in,” Stefano said. Richard nearly jumped out of his skin.


    “By the void! Please, do nay do that again, you’re going to give me a heart attack,” Richard breathed out, hand resting on heart. “Damn you,” he muttered while his heart rate lowered. He glanced around, trying to find what he had just spotted. Boss noticed, readying a torch to light the signal as the three of them stopped. Richard slipped between the spiked tips of the wall, watching three people move quietly out of the woods. He vaguely noted that Madison and Eagle Eye were among them before relaxing.


    “How did the main scouts report in?” Richard asked, leaping from the platform while the doors opened up.


    “It’s happened,” Madison replied. Richard nodded slowly in consideration.


    “Well then, it’s time to get things working and implement our little surprise,” he commented. The Dame cut in before he could even finish.


    “Count me in as well,” she said. Richard glanced at her, concerned that he could see dark circles under her eyes even from the fair distance she kept between them. “The sooner we start thinning their numbers, the sooner we can get this situation under control. You may need these as well,” she said, handing some scrolls to Richard. “He only has one place left to go and it’s on the south side of the island.”


    “But it won’t be easy. That is where most of these tribes – if they can be called that – reside there,” Eagle Eye pointed out. “The trees are older and much thicker so there’s not nearly as much room for maneuverability. The area is flat and, if you have the fences, it’s a perfect place for ambushes and trap.” He adjusted the quiver that was hanging over his shoulder.


    “I take it you would be able to take advantage of that?” Richard asked.


    “To some extent. Also, I shall be joining you as well,” he replied calmly.


    “Okay then, let’s start out. Madison, as much help as you have been, I think now would be a good time for you to get some sleep. And the rest of us will start moving supplies. Feel free to use my tent,” Richard noted, giving her a wink.


    “So, what are we doing exactly?” Boss asked, following Richard out.


    “Well, if the tribes are in the area then I have nothing to worry about. But I want to slow things down by causing some dissention in the ranks. I am going to need to see the area myself. In the meantime, we are going to go hunting,” Richard said, stroking his facial hair.


    “What do you have in mine?”


    “Dead people,” he said, grinning while Boss looked at him strangely.


    Eagle Eye, Boss, Richard and Stefano quickly gathered up their gear, leaving Madison in charge. It was just in time to see her sleeping in the main tent. They headed off with Richard staring down at his scroll in concentration.


    “We need a damn cartographer or something. This hand drawn armature stuff is confusing,” Richard grumbled, rolling it back up in anger.


    “Can I see it?” Eagle Eye asked. Richard readily handed it over. “We have some distance to go, come on. Where did the other one go?” he asked, suddenly realizing that Stefano was missing.


    “He’s around,” Richard replied. “Lead the way.” He sighed while the archer scanned the map for a second before taking point.


    The forest was humid this morning and perspiration was soon clinging to each of the scouts. Richard dabbed at his forehead and took a swig from his water skin when they paused to regain their breath. He hooked the water skin back on his belt and place his hands on his hips, letting his breath catch up to him.


    “This is the third break. You lot are bunch of light weights,” Eagle Eye commented, glancing at the rest of the group. Richard rolled his eyes at the comment. But he wasn’t the only one he was trying to bait.


    “Let’s go to a more urban environment, let’s see how well you do then,” Stefano growled. “This place is more dangerous than you realize but it can easily be avoided. With urban settings, it’s a lot harder to see who has it out for you,” he added with a wicked grin.


    “I could still manage far better than you have here. You may be good at fooling other white men but you cannot fool me.” Stefano drew fistful of long needles between his fingers.


    “Let me deflate that ego of yours,” he growled threateningly. The two closed in on each other. Eagle was fingering his newly acquired weapon – an iron tomahawk. Richard sighed, pushing both hands in front of the other. Their fury quickly turned on him.


    “Eagle, since you are so quick to point out your strengths, scout out the area ahead. We should be close to the altar. Stefano, into the trees; I don’t want anyone but him coming and going in the area. Am I clear?” Richard asked.


    “Crystal,” Stefano grunted while Richard turned his gaze on the more tanned individual. Eagle Eye pushed against Richard’s hand but he wasn’t being allowed to move. He glanced around and realized that everyone was giving him a calm look.


    “Agreed,” he replied. “But keep that assassin away from me,” he growled, glaring at Stefano.


    “Dandy,” Richard breathed, allowing the pair to split up.


    “Well, that’s not going to end well,” Madison commented, looking at Richard.


    “I don’t care, so long as it doesn’t end well until after we are all off this damn island,” Richard grunted. He wasn’t really concerned with petty moral arguments while they had more pressing matters to deal with. “Take five, everyone. Get some food in your stomach. We have to get moving on the double as soon as we can, clear?” Richard asked but nobody responded. “Clear?” he shouted, causing everyone to jump.


    “Yes, sir!” was the response, including a faint one from above.


    The day passed easily and Eagle found a good sized hill, giving them a good view of the altar. “It’s not used, but so far we have to see if there is any activity,” Eagle admitted.


    “They could be fixing up the ship, planning on taking it around instead of walking like we did. All things considered, it would be a better option,” Boss pointed out.


    “True, but that’s perfectly acceptable. We set up camp here for now. I plan on doing some rounds; anyone who is good with traps, start setting them up. I want this place as secured as possible.


    “Give me an hour and this place with be a nightmare. Just keep to the path and you will be fine, clear?” Stefano said, rubbing his hands together. Richard turned away and looked at Eagle.


    “You got….,” Richard started.


    “Yes, I’ve got first watch.”


    “That will work. Boss, head back and let everyone know where we are. Now that we’ve got a base camp set up, bring Kareem back with one of you. One of you can stay but I need at least one to help him get here,” Richard said.


    “Why him?” Madison inquired.


    “Because he wants to make use of the animals natural sight at nightfall. Speaking of which, why did you leave Jill back at camp?” Boss asked casually.


    “Oh, she is never far behind. She’s like ma guardian angel,” Richard replied. A bark drew everyone’s attention and they glanced up. The dog in question was standing on a rather thick tree branch above them, tail wagging casually.


    “That is a queer dog,” Eagle Eye commented, looking very freaked out considering that dogs did not make a habit of hanging around in tree tops.


    “How in the world did that bitch get up there?” Boss asked, looking at Richard.


    “I stopped questioning things a long time ago,” Richard said with a shrug. “So get moving. I’ve got night watch and I need ma sleep. Jill, get down here,” he ordered and the dog leaned over the branch, glancing down at him. She suddenly vanished from sight before Richard pulled out an axe.


    “Okay, time to get started,” he added. Boss shrugged and headed back down. The day moved as slowly as the large branches that fell to the ground. Between the three of them and the constant hunting, it didn’t take long to find skulls and old bones.


    “So, what is the point of this?” Stefano asked.


  


  

    “Scare tactics,” Richard explained, handing one of the bones to Jill. She bit down on it, leaving teeth marks in the brittle tissue when she set it down. She glanced at it curiously after the single bite while Richard wrapped one of the bodies in vines to hold it loosely to a smaller tree. “These logs will keep everyone on edge. The fake camps are there to scare them, which is why we are scattering human remains around. Doubt and fear of this area will make everyone jumpy and skittish once everything is set up. Let’s just say that this will make it every man for himself,” he added with a cocky grin. A glance at the sky told him that the sun was beginning to set.


    “I see, perhaps I should consider understanding this. Where did you come by this idea?” Stefano asked.


    “Scary stories of barbarians leaving human skulls and all kinds of shit like that around. It’s common talk in pubs. Native colonials would scalp a man and then keep the hair as trophies. That’s actually used by the Franks but the people we are dealing with either won’t know or won’t care,” Richard described, using a nail to press a knot of hair into place.


    “So, they will have to come in from that direction en masse or else things are going to be slowed down,” Eagle Eye observed. “If we are going to do that, we are going to need a lot more people.”


    “I have a plan, but I don’t have time just yet. This is in case they move faster than anticipated,” Richard said. “Anyways, it’s been a long day and we should head back. Would you kindly lead the way?” The three of them had little trouble finding the camp and getting to sleep that evening, despite everything that surrounded them was from the hard work of falling branches and setting up fake camps and burials.


    “Richard,” a voice said some time later and he felt a sharp foot dig into his side. Richard jumped with a start and Jill began to growl.


    “Easy girl, just want to wake him up is all,” Kareem said, holding his hand up.


    “Jill, behave,” Richard ordered, stroking her ears. She began to wag her tail, completely forgetting the beast master. “Good to see you. I was hoping you may have some friends that could help us out.”


    “Well, the jaguar would be able to help but he is my only companion as of now. I could see if I can find another creature in the area that may be able to help,” he suggested, taking out his instrument. He strummed it and the leaves swayed before the cat in question vanished into the foliage.


    “Warn him about the traps,” Richard said.


    “I already have,” he replied with a smile and tossed a peach at Richard. He caught it completely by instinct. “Nice catch,” he complemented. Richard glanced over to see that Eagle was asleep; he stood up on the hill and looked over the area in the cool night air. He held the peach to his lips, looking over the trees. They looked rather normal compared to the east end of the island.


    “What are you doing here exactly?” Richard asked, looking over at him.


    “I was born here,” he admitted. Richard was about to take a bite but paused and looked at him.


    “Really now, could I get some clarification?”


    “Well, when a man and a woman love each other very much,” Kareem started and held his palms very close together as if talking to a child. Richard looked at him with a raised eyebrow before his sudden burst of laughter cut the man off.


    “I know how that works, but I’ve got a feeling your mom got stuck on this island and ended up giving birth to you here?” Richard asked.


    “More or less, a bit more detail than that but my mom and dad were smuggled onto a ship to get out of our homeland. They never said why but it doesn’t matter. But supplies on the ship were running low and they were, well, extra weight,” he said with a simple shrug.


    “So they abandoned your parents here?” Richard asked in disbelief.


    “Yeah, but they didn’t mind too much. Even with everything going on in the latter years. But all good things come to an end, both eventually faded, leaving me all alone,” he said with a shrug.


    “Well, that is interesting. Planning on leaving if you can?” Richard asked. Kareem nodded and looked at Richard.


    “Just so long as they got no issues of a jungle cat coming along,” he replied, folding his hands together.


    “I couldn’t care less, so long as it doesn’t eat anything important,” Richard said and bit into the peach. He suddenly noticed that he wasn’t the only thing snacking on it. “Well, would you look at that? A fruit bat, though the coloring is a bit odd,” Richard said, pulling his peach away to see a yellow striped black bat eating on the fruit.


    “Hmmm, well this little girl could prove very useful,” Kareem said, looking down at the bat. He held up his musical instrument and after a few strums, the bat went back to eating.


    “She doesn’t seem to care too much,” Richard commented, setting the fruit down so he wouldn’t bother the bat.


    “Give it some time. You can’t always have instantaneous results,” he noted, laying down on the ground and closing his eyes. Richard kept his stance and rested his right fist on his waist, letting the other hand hang. He didn’t really expect to see anything at this time until he felt a sudden tugging on the underarm of his coat. He arched an eyebrow, noticing that his coat had now become a perch for the nocturnal animal. The bat had curled it’s wings around itself and it’s ears perked downward. Richard smirked at the animal but didn’t move so he didn’t disturb it.


    “Well, it’s good to have some company while standing watch,” he chuckled.


    “Yum, yum! Eat’em up!” a voice cawed out causing Richard to spin around and see the aggravating macaw again.


    “I could use that as well,” Kareem noted.


    “Like hell you will. Give me a crossbow or something; I’ve found my next target practice,” Richard snarled, looking around for a projectile. “Aha!” he said, suddenly remembering his firearms. Stefano and Kareem immediately stepped up to restrain him.


    “Kill joys,” he frowned, holstering the weapon once more and glaring at the scarlet bird as it flew off.


  




  

    Chapter 18 Look What I Found



    Richard rubbed tiredly at his eyes, grumbling about how these all-nighters were going to be murder on him. He stretched and yawned, running his hands over his forehead while trying to stir his thoughts. There was a flapping of wings and he quickly realized that he had a bat flying around his head.



    “Flutter, what in the world?” Richard asked, fighting back the urge to swat it away. He got his hand partially raised before the bat latched onto his index finger. Then, before he could do anything, it took off again. “Kareem, I’ve got work to do. You may want to wake up,” he said, lightly kicking the dark skinned man before trudging off after the bat. “This had best nae be a wild goose chase….” Richard trailed off when a spear whizzed by his head.


    “Die!” a voice screamed. Richard drew his cutlass just in time to block the blow from an axe. His attacker’s body fell on him and he lost sight of the axe. His mind raced, unsure of where the weapon was. In a split second decision, he pulled Claw with his right hand and what sounded like a muffled canon echoed in the distance. Richard kicked the corpse off and processed what happened as Kareem woke up. As he was reloading the pistol, he spotted four men that seemed to be huddled over something not far away. At the commotion, they began to hurry towards him.


    “Richard, I have your back!” Kareem shouted, appearing next to Richard as the four men rushed forwards. Each person was just as ratty as the last but three of them suddenly dropped. Richard and Kareem exchanged confused glances for a brief moment.


    “I’ve got nothing,” Kareem offered with a shrug. Richard glanced up to see the flapping coat tails of the assassin disappearing through the trees.


    “I’ve got an idea,” Richard ordered. “Aim for his leg, I want a messenger!” he said while the last man turned to run away. He didn’t get far before he dropped as well, legs crumpling beneath him.


    “Why in the world – ahh,” Kareem said, trailing off and nodding his head in realization. Stefano dropped from the trees and began to pull a bunch of needles from the fallen bodies.


    “Can you restrain him real quick? I’ve got something I want to investigate,” Richard asked, heading towards the general area where he had original spotted the four men. He leaned over, expecting some kind of body but found nothing of the sort. “Well, that was anticlimactic. I was expecting something besides grass,” he said, standing back to his feet. The bat fluttered back around Richard’s head once more. “What in the world?” he asked, clenching his fingers and fighting the instinct to slap it away.


    Richard took a step back and the bat quickly vanished into the tall grass surrounding the area. A shot of rainbow light hit his face, obscuring his vision. When he moved his foot to step out of the light, it vanished. Richard bent down and pushed the grass apart.


    “Well then, nice to see you again,” Richard said with a smile. With a level of care he would not normally use, he reached down and gently nudged the creature onto his palm with his fingers. “Well, Spark, I,” he stopped, realizing that the fairy was out cold. “Well, now I feel like an idiot,” he said with a sigh, scooping up the tiny fairy. He needed some place for her and so settled for sliding Spark into an inside pocket of his coat.


    “Richard, did you find anything?” Kareem asked when Richard returned.


    “Ask me later; I think we need to talk with our cannibal. He’s nae doing a lot of screaming, don’t tell me you killed him,” Richard asked, forcing a look of concern on his while he changed the subject.


    “Well, he seems to have any feeling of pain. He crawled a good distance, even with one bad leg,” Kareem replied. “He doesn’t seem to talk more than a hiss, if you could call it that.” Richard nodded at this and then motioned towards the man. Kareem and Stefano grabbed him under the arms and hauled him to his feet.


    “Flesh, let me have your flesh,” the man hissed in a low, cracked voice.


    “Why in the world are you interested in eating people? There is plenty of food on this island,” Richard asked.


    “Ash, ash and burns, it burns. Only flesh satisfies us, but does nothing!” he croaked out. “I can’t help it, need it so badly but it, I can’t!” he wheezed out, trying to bite his way free and squirming in his binds. “This island, it hurts! It does not feed us, kill me. Some of them like it, but I don’t. They let it grow on them but I can’t!” he cried out, tears beginning to stream from his eyes. “I can’t, I don’t want to kill anyone but I need to eat. Could you give me a little morsel of your flesh?” he snapped, lunging towards Richard.


    “What in the world is wrong with him? I swear, this whole island is messed up,” Stefano said, staring at the man in disgust.


    “Do you know about the Pirate Lord that is in the area?” Richard asked.


    “Yes, oh yes. We have been waiting for another one; they always come and soon, we shall make a meal of his crew. Maybe I should wear face paint – it works so well for the others. They put on the paint and they don’t have to think about it. If I don’t think about it, maybe I can eat! Enough to fill my belly, yes, haha! I shall eat, I will live!” he cried out before going limp in Kareem and Stefano’s grip. “I don’t want to cry anymore,” he said in an almost child-like voice.


    Richard pulled out the other pistol, aimed right between the cannibal’s eyes and pulled the trigger. Kareem and Stefano jumped back, dropping the body to the ground. Richard shook his head, digging through his inner coat pockets for gunpowder.


    “As if I didn’t need a bigger reason to want off this island,” he grumbled, reloading the weapon.


    “Was that necessary? I thought you wanted to send a message,” Kareem demanded, looking at him warily. Richard holstered the weapon and they seemed to relax a bit.


    “I got what I wanted and I am nae sure how reliable a messenger he would be. Besides, the man was clearly suffering and I put an end to it. Maybe the next captive will be a bit more functional,” Richard replied simply. Before they could argue further, Richard stalked off towards camp.


    “Ah, Boss, time to switch out. I think I am going to head back to base; I need to get some extra supplies. If you would just keep an eye on the area and if things get too crowded, feel free to head back,” Richard said.


    “This is getting crazy! We’ve been running all over the place, can’t we just act? I mean, I could go for a straight fight over all this running around,” Kareem said, outraged at the lack of direct confrontation.


    “I am nae risking any more lives than I need to. After all, this is just vengeance. Your life is worth a bit more than ma vengeance,” Richard replied, slapping Kareem on the back. He placed his thumb and forefinger very close together. “Well, just a bit,” he admitted, giving him one last pat. “Besides, if the two kill each other off, less work for me. I just love it when things fall into place like this,” he said cheerfully.


    “Knowing that, I can’t help but wonder what you consider failure,” Boss mused with a grunt.


    “Well, it involves me dead, followed shortly by panic,” Richard replied. “Now then, shall we be on our way?” he asked, causing her to roll her eyes.


    “You seem rather cheerful,” Boss pointed out, frowning at him. “Did something happen?”


    “I just got out of a fight,” Richard replied, shrugging.


    “Of course,” Boss replied, glancing over at Kareem. “I don’t think you will have to worry about a fight for long. We are running out of time as it is, so something has to be done soon enough.”


    “Right, all this waiting around is getting to me. I just wanted to get this done and over with,” Kareem admitted. Nobody replied but instead kept quiet.


    “Not knowing is never fun. I am heading back to get the last pieces that I need for my plan. Don’t worry about clearing things, just keep your head down. I’ll send someone because I am going to need help bringing back everything that I need for the final part. Stay safe,” Richard commented, giving the group a two finger salute before heading off.


    As Richard walked along, he made sure not to set off any traps and kept an eye out for the parrot all the same. He was reloading his firearms when he started to feel something jostling in his coat. “Keep calm, I don’t need any trouble and neither do you. Just wait until we are alone,” he whispered into his coat.


    “Are you whispering to your coat?” Madison asked, giving him a strange look. Richard nearly jumped out of his skin at her sudden appearance.


    “No, I am talking to myself; it helps me keep ma thoughts in order,” he replied casually, easily recovering from his fright.


    “Well, it’s not the most unusual habit I’ve come across,” Madison admitted, resting her forehead on her hand.


    “That’s food for thought; now then, what are you doing here?” Richard asked, clasping his hands behinds his head as they walked.


    “I have what you needed taken care of. I called in some help but the – are you smiling?” she asked, a curious look on her face.


    “I must be really easy to read. Let’s just say that things are going rather well,” he replied, taking a deep breath to calm himself down.


    “Well, you’re not exactly a pro at hiding your emotions,” she admitted. Richard shrugged.


    “No sense in denying that truth,” he replied, vaguely noticing that the movement had stopped. He felt his skin crawl; a dead fairy was not one that would normally grant wishes. He slipped his finger into the pocket where she was resting and felt a sharp prick. He pulled away and flicked his finger.


    “You okay?” Madison asked, noticing his sudden spasm.


    “Aye, just caught ma finger on ma coat is all,” Richard replied, not nearly as concerned for the fairy’s wellbeing as he had been.


    “Who knows, my Lord Father is probably going to keep me in the castle for the rest of my life after this damn event,” she grunted, seeming to forget her earlier train of thought.


    “You never did tell me about how or why Brendan captured you,” Richard prompted.


    “You make the mistake of thinking Brendan was responsible, bah,” she rejected with a frown. “No, Brendan really needed a navigator and well, I was on hand. And that’s all you need to know,” she snapped before falling into a cold silence.


    “Hit a sore spot,” Richard thought to himself, welcoming the silence. “Well, that’s your business. As soon as we get back, I have some lifting of my own. We will need to group back up and get ready for our final move if we are going to strike out against Brendan,” he suggested.


    “Sounds good to me,” she replied in a cold tone. They quickly made their way back to base. Richard strode back into his new home and quickly rushed into the fort, ignoring everyone around him. He entered his tent, taking another deep breath before pushing against the make shift throne. It slid away and he lit a torch, heading down into the darkness.


    “Now then, I think it’s time we had a nice little chat,” he said quietly, unbuttoning his coat and lightly poking the pocket. “You can come out now, Miss Spark.”


    “That was most unpleasant,” she griped, practically leaping out of his pocket and into the air. Where are we?” she asked, motioning around at the dark cave they were now in.


    “It’s the only place I have where we can talk privately and with no issues,” Richard replied, giving her a calm smile. “But we can talk and walk at the same time. I have something that I need to take care of, so,” he alluded. “What brings you to this part of the island?” The fairy simply stared at him while he watched her.


  




  

    Chapter 19 From Good To Worse



    Richard grunted, dropping a barrel to the ground and leaning against the wagon and caught his breath. Even with wheels, it was still a lot of hard work as he was making sure that he had a lot moved. “Well?”



    “Yes?” Richard asked, setting barrel upright and looking up at the sky near the end of the escape tunnel.


    “Are you going to make a wish or something?” Spark asked, watching him with concern.


    “What?” he asked when the fairy continued to stare down at him. “Can I think about it before making one?”


    “Well, um, nobody’s ever asked. Normally they just start shouting ‘I wish’,” she admitted.


    “How many people have you actually met?” Richard asked, raising an eyebrow at her. She tapped a finger on her bottom lip, seeming to ponder the question.


    “Um, two? Well, does the Gargoyle count?” she asked. Richard simply shrugged. “Hmm, he did ask for immortality, but that wish can only last for a thousand years tops,” she admitted, tapping at her lip again. “So, I guess he counts.”


    “So, you were in that bubble for a thousand years?”


    “More or less,” she admitted with a shrug.


    “So you’re at least two thousand years old then,” Richard mused, watching her thoughtfully as she rested on one of the barrels. Her face scrunched up while she appeared to think on this statement.


    “Of course not. The first wish doesn’t count since I couldn’t grant them at the time,” she admitted, smoothing out the skirt of her dress. “I get one after I come of age and then I can’t grant one until after a thousand years. And every one thousand years respectively,” she explained.


    “You are overly trusting with this information,” Richard commented, leaning back against the wagon. He had a perplexed look on his face.


    “By the time it becomes relevant, it will already have passed into legend at best,” she replied. Richard opened his mouth but quickly shut it again.


    “I take it you’re what, one thousand and eight or something?” he asked.


    “One thousand and twenty-three,” she admitted rather proudly. She quickly deflated when she remembered what he had recently freed her from. “But I am not sure if they count much since I spent most of that time in a glass orb,” she admitted, dejectedly running a finger in the air.


    “Any reason you decided to come back with me?”


    “You captured me,” she replied simply.


    “Right, which is why you haven’t tried to make a mad dash for the wide open space,” Richard said in apparent disbelief.


    “Um, because that would be rude,” she said, putting on her best smile and clasping her hands together.


    “Uh-huh, so what can I wish for?” Richard asked instead, changing the subject.


    “Not sure, I have only granted one and my elders never really got to talk about it,” she replied.


    “Against ma better judgment: why is that?” he asked, feeling a kind of sob story coming.


    “Because I went out with my boyfriend,” she said in a low hiss. “He asked for his wish and left me,” she said, blowing her hair out of her face and crossing her arms. “He was not a very friendly when he realized I didn’t have one yet. He’s the one that sold me to that stupid Gargoyle. He asked for immortality and has kept me locked up since then. Until you arrived, of course.”


    “That’s horrible. That’s a long time to be imprisoned,” Richard commented, pulling a face.


    “A mild inconvenience,” she said, brushing it off with a wave of her hand. “Indeed, it was a long wait to get out, that’s for sure. I am more ticked that my family hasn’t found me,” she huffed, adjusting her position and crossing her arms more firmly.


    “If you say so,” Richard replied.


    “Richard! Richard, are you down here?” someone shouted, tearing them from their conversation. Madison rushed down the tunnel, skidding to a halt and staring between Richard and Spark with a slack jaw. “We’ve got an emergency!” she shouted after recovering for a second. “Don’t want to know; we have a few confirmed kills and some scouts have returned. But they aren’t in the best shape.”


    “I have a feeling the world just got interesting. Are you coming?” Richard asked Spark and she nodded while they raced back down the tunnel. Richard pulled himself back up into the tent and then rushed out to the camp.


    “Where the hell have you been?” James all but demanded. Jill growled at his tone but everyone else ignored the dog keeping to Richard’s side. Sam trailed behind them, glancing around and keeping out from underfoot.


    “What is going on?!” Richard replied, ignoring the question.


    “We have had recent activity in the forest and not the normal kind either. Two scouting groups ran into opposition,” Tray replied while receiving a glare from James.


    “Any losses?” Richard asked.


    “We have a few injured but so far, that’s all up in the air. Is that the fairy from the castle?” he asked, spotting Spark floating behind them.


    “Yes, her name is Spark. Spark, Tray and James,” Richard introduced. She waved at them while they merely stared at her in wonder. “Okay, so where are they? I want to at least get an idea of what is going on. And Madison, this is not as bad as you made it out to be,” he added, heading around to the only wooden building in the walled off area.


    “I need to speak with one of the scouts,” Richard demanded. Laurella stood up, hands on hips and glared at him.


    “They are in no fit state. Let them sleep; I have done all I can and I don’t need you causing more issues,” she quipped, crossing her arms and standing in front of the door.


    “Alright, who was with them and where were they?” he asked instead, glancing at Madison.


    “I found one of the groups I helped back in the south. They were looking the area over and keeping tabs on Brendan’s ship. There were three of them: Mark, Brandon and John Smith. The other three were marching to the island’s southwest; they got back not long after me. I believe London was in charge, but I couldn’t tell you who was with him,” Boss interrupted, striding over to them.


    “What he said,” Madison replied calmly. Richard was glancing at Boss when they heard a voice shout from near the wall.


    “Three unknown at the gate!” the voice cried.


    “Shit, that means I have one more. Or would each scout count as just one?” Richard mused, sighing as he took off towards the gate. The other three remained near the building while Boss finally noticed the fairy.


    “The fuck?” he asked, looking at the others around him. Laurella merely shrugged.


    “I gave up caring a while ago,” she admitted, watching Richard race to the front gate. About that moment, an explosion erupted. Richard flinched while the cannon ball rocketed into the fort.


    “Open the gate!” a familiar voice cried in panic. Richard noted that everyone was beginning to panic as well. He put a hand on a pistol, needed to regain order over the situation and fast. He climbed up the ladder and quickly glanced around to see three familiar figures near the gate. He lifted the pistol the air, letting off a shot to gain everyone’s attention.


    “You two, open the damn gates! We have company!” Richard shouted and they immediately complied.


    “Do you have a doctor?” the crocodile man asked.


    “Yes.” The gates opened and he was hastily led in with the other Benedicta bestia. Another cannon ball shot out from the distance, arching above the camp. It was finally beginning to calm down a bit.


    “Shit, we don’t have a cannon or anything long range,” Boss pointed out.


    “You want to push a cannon all the way here? Be my guest,” Richard replied. “You, get the extra wood to create a barracks and stop staring. Someone get the newcomers to Laurella or get Laurella to them!” Richard shouted. “And somebody patch up that hole.” He watched the gate close before dropping to the ground.


    “Do a total recall – I want everyone back here. We need all hands and we need them before things get hairy,” he ordered while Stefano saluted. “Take some back up with you. Tin wouldn’t be a bad choice along with anyone else who is willing to keep their feet moving,” he added.


    “Tin? He’s a little, well, husky. Why ask him?”


    “Because he hasn’t stopped working and he’s making everyone else look bad,” he replied. Those near looked at him with concern.


    “Oh, wow, you’re actually paying attention,” the Dame knight commented. Richard rolled his eyes.


    “Eagle Eye, keep your head down and let me know when we start getting more company. Madison is going to hunt down our scouts.” He nodded and leapt up to where Richard was standing. “Alright everyone, I have a plan so start packing up. Leave some things behind; we don’t want it to look like this was planned. Now get to it!” Richard ordered.


    Jill barked and everyone began to race around.


    “Tray, James, start using the extra wood to put barricades at the front gate and scatter them about. Use anyone who isn’t helping to pack up supplies,” Richard said and the two brothers nodded. “Okay Sam, start packing up my stuff. And reload this as well,” he said, handing the pistol to Sam who took it and raced away like only a child with a purpose could.


    “Can I help?” Spark asked. Richard glanced up at her in surprise, having forgotten that she was there as well.


    “Be my eyes and ears. If you can, see if you can find Brendan; he wears a yellow coat. Don’t get close and come back as soon as you spot him. I need to know exactly how big of a group I will be dealing with,” he told her. After she flew off, her hurried over to Laurella with Boss walking behind him.


    “We need to start moving the injured or they are going to get left behind,” she said.


    “Agreed. There is a passage under the chair in my tent. I left a wagon down on the right hand side; wheel it down and back under the tunnel. But keep this quiet – I don’t need anyone slipping out before I say so. Once this is done, I want you to start moving the injured to the wagon. If anyone asks, we are moving them to the center of camp and away from the wall,” Richard informed them in a hushed tone.


    “I take it you are heading there as well?” Boss asked.


    “Aye, I have to talk with the three that just walked in – I never did get their names. Plus, I have no idea what to expect at this point and that is very dangerous. Stay close, if you will,” he confided. Boss nodded, left hand settling on one of his weapons. Together they approached the hut whose frame was now damaged. Likely due to the crocodile man probably standing inside it. Richard gave a courtesy knock before opening the door and stepping over a large green tail.


    “Today has just been a busy day. What do you want?” Laurella all but snapped. Richard glanced up, spotting the moth woman with a splinted and bandaged leg watching him with her head hunched forward. The other female was lying down while their third member was trying to be as small as possible in a corner with his head lowered between his shoulder blades.


    “What happened?” Richard asked, concerned while he looked up at the big being.


    “We were attacked,” he croaked out. “I didn’t know what to do; it just happened so fast.” He began to sob, large tears falling from his face.


    “Easy big, easy,” Richard said, trying to ease him down and he swallowed. “Look, I don’t think I ever got your name. Can I have it?”


    “Goliam,” he said, holding back his breath and offering his hand nervously. Richard took it and shook.


    “Good to see you. Now then, Laurella here is a good woman – a bit harsh but nice. She’s going to help your friends out and then we have a nice way to get you out of here,” he said, offering a weak smile.


    “Really?” he asked.


    “Yes, really. Your friends are fine, Miss….” Laurella said, glancing at the moth woman.


    “Morsina and the other one is Arken,” she offered, nodding towards the otter woman.


    “Good to know. They are both going to be fine but running away is a bit out of the question,” Laurella said, glaring sideways at Richard.


    “I’ve got a plan, Boss. I think we will be fine.”


    “Got it,” Boss said, watching Goliam with a critical eye before walking away.


    “Plan? What plan?” Laurella asked.


    “The plan that I have for just such an emergency,” Richard replied casually. “We are going to start scrambling, just in case. We are going to get you some breathing room. So, stay here and keep the good doctor safe and she’ll take care of your, okay?” Richard asked. Goliam nodded in agreement.


    Laurella gave Richard a hard look but he nodded at the door, stepping out and shut the door behind him. He kept his ear to the door, watching everyone run around. The sun had moved along the sky and he closed his eyes, waiting for everyone to make it back while the sun finally began to set in the distance.


    “Open the gate!” a voice cried out causing Richard to perk up.


    “Now what?” James asked, approaching Richard. “Everyone is back here.” Spark flickered up to Richard’s shoulder before he could reply.


    “He’s on his way and he has a colossal group moving with him,” she reported and Richard smirked.


    “Good to know. Everything is exactly where I need it to be,” he said, more to himself but James still watched him with concern.


    “How is that good?” he asked while Boss walked up.


    “All of the injured have been moved down the tunnel and the area is secure. We have a few watchers ready to move but not everyone knows why or were,” he informed and Richard nodded.


    “Well, make sure that Laurella and the three newcomers get out. Shit, grab a shovel – the hole isn’t going to be big enough for Goliam,” he realized, mentally kicking himself.


    “Hello, anyone home?” a familiar voice cried out.


    “He’s here, get digging,” Richard urged, rushing up to the front gate. He felt his stomach jump a bit when he glanced back and saw a few people still there. When he got to the gate, he saw a man standing in a long yellow coat with a sly grin on his face.


    “Ah, Richard, was it? I have to admit, you were the last person I would have expected to see popping their head over that fence,” Brendan said, smile fading into a glare.


    “I guess with everyone wanting to put a knife in your back, those who have a healthy survival instinct know when to leave,” Richard replied, resting his arm along the fence and getting comfortable.


    “Fair point. But loyalty is, after all, a treasure that’s hard to find these days. I mean, not even sheets of paper are safe anymore,” he said, giving a cold stare and smile to Richard.


    “Oh my, such a shame. But to be honest, you seem to be doing rather well. I saw your handiwork not too long ago,” he replied, being as casually as he could.


    “So you are paying attention for a change. Maybe those lashings are actually starting to work,” Brendan thought. Richard felt his anger flare up and let it out with a heavy sigh through his nose.


    “Well, you just need to know how to motivate people,” he commented, clenching his fists. “Sadly, some people want more out of life than making another man wealthy.”


    “I see; I can understand that, sadly. You really burned me when you left and I have a feeling that most of my recent problems have come from you,” he noted.


    “Guilty as charged, I blew up an altar, free the navigator and I may have had something to do with the damage to your ship,” Richard admitted, dropping one hand and reaching for his pistol.


    “Tell you what: I’ll give you one chance to surrender,” Brendan told him. Richard swiftly pulled out his pistol and fired. Brendan flinched at the sound, glancing around and noticing one of his crewmen dropping to the ground. He turned back around and glared at Richard.


    “Shit!” Richard cursed. “Fucking pistol missed! I had him right there!” He berated himself while jumping off of the set up.


    “Burn it! Blow it up! Fire!” Brendan shouted. Richard felt splinters fall around him when a cannon ball shattered the small gate tower they had built. The projectile flew overhead and the outer wall began to burn.


    “Everyone head to the main tent!” Richard ordered. Everyone moved, not needing to be told twice. Richard kept his eyes open, pausing while everyone was rushing to the center of the camp. He glanced around at the burning wall while torches were tossed over and even a few fire arrows landed on some tents, instantly catching them on fire. Keeping his eyes up, he glanced into the tent to see the hole that Boss had dug bigger. He leapt in and headed down.


    “Alright, we need a head count. Do we have everyone?” Richard asked but no one responded. “Okay, Boss, Laurella, Tray and James, Stefano, Madison, Nathan, Kareem, Cliff….. Tin, Brandon and Mark and Spark. Shit, where is Sam?” Richard asked with wide eyes. He scrambled back up the ladder and glancing around the empty tent. With a few well-placed kicks to the table legs, he had them off and pulled it over his head.


    “Sam!” he shouted, quickly scanning the area. Boss rushed after him with Madison and Laurella.


    “I told the rest of them; we don’t need all of us running around,” Laurella explained. “I’m going to check the north end as that’s where we kept most of our supplies.”


    “I’ll check the gates just in case he was looking for you,” Madison added and the two women raced off.


    “I’ll start checking tents,” Boss noted. Richard nodded and then found himself alone. A deafening collapse sounded from the far end of camp, followed by a scream. Richard identified the source as Laurella’s small cabin where she treated people.


    “Nobody should be over,” Richard realized in horror, racing off around the camp. He found Sam tugging at something that was under the pile of wood. “What in the world are you doing?” Richard asked, frowning when he spotted his pistol. He grabbed it up and holstered it without bothering to check it and then grabbed Sam’s arm. Then he noticed that there was a person underneath all of the wood.


    “Saving people is all well and good. Saving people who are trying to kill you is suicide,” Richard griped, tugging a bit harder. Sam continued to glance between the person and Richard. He noticed that the boy wanted to go back.


    “What happens lies at your feet,” he growled, dropping the table and glaring at the boy. He let go of Sam as well and grabbed onto the burning wood and lifted. “Well, try and drag him out!” he yelled. Sam grabbed onto the person, trying futilely to drag them out of the way. “Dammit!” Richard hissed his frustration growing as he glared down below him. Sam flinched back and Richard’s feet skidded; his body felt like it was on fire between the heat and the pain of holding up the heavy wall.


    “Need a hand?” Boss asked, helping to lift as well. Madison showed up to help as well and the three of them lifted it up enough for Laurella to tug at the body. Spark appeared then to help the doctor pull out a rather tall redhead.


    With the man free, they dropped the burning lumber. Boss and Madison each picked up an arm and Richard scooped Sam up by the waist and they headed into the tent. It was on fire but nobody bothered to slow down and Richard quickly handed Sam down.


    “Crap,” Boss growled, letting go of the man they had rescued and jumping down into the hole. “Toss him down,” he ordered. Spark grabbed the man and then surprised everyone by growing to human size and then floating down.


    “Well, jump dammit!” Boss shouted. The other two women leapt down as the ropes on the tents snapped and the tent fell down on the hole.


    “As much fun as this has been, we need to get the cart moving!” Richard ordered, kicking a barrel under one of the support beams.


    “I’ve got it,” Goliam said, grabbing the wagon and pulling it along with no issues. Sam raced after the crocodile man with wide eyes. The surrounding crowd was either staring at the Benedicta bestia or at Spark. Richard was silently thankful that no one had started screaming or panicking. Behind them, an explosion collapsed the tunnel. Richard hurried ahead of the group, taking point while Spark shrunk down to her normal size. Richard raised an eyebrow when she sat down on his shoulder.


    “So, now what?” she asked.


    “Well, I have a dock ahead and we can retool the wagon into a small ship. Then we start moving the gun powder out and begin readying the final stage of my plan. And hopefully take their ship and leave this island behind,” Richard explained, moving into the open clearing. Stars shone above them while Richard strode through it.


    “You seem like a good person,” Spark said offhandedly while they headed to the dock. The rest of the crew was busy moving the barrels that Richard had already moved ahead of schedule while Tray and James took the wagon apart.


    “Not really,” Richard replied casually as if it were the most normal statement in the world. “What are you doing here? Although, I won’t complain about the help, should you be flying home?”


    “I could but I felt bad just leaving you here. You earned it, if nothing else,” she said begrudgingly, a small smile on her face.


    “Hmm, I thought on it and I have just the thing. I wish for the ship of ma dreams,” he told her in a low whisper. His words suddenly seemed to echo around him as nearly every eye traced to him and then to spice.


    “What?” Spark asked, the question resounding as a pulse of energy ringed away from her.


    “Yeah, the ship of ma dreams,” he said, refusing to back down. He took a deep breath, still tasting the smoke, before continuing. “A magic ship that is fast and virtually indestructible. Golden sails, and since we are going big on this, controlled by ma word and will alone,” he added. The fairy shot off of his coat and stared at him, her leafy wings beating rapidly.


    “Are you crazy?” she asked in astonishment.


    “Did I stutter?” Richard asked. A glance behind the tiny fairy showed that everyone had gone back to trying to douse the flames. Smoke was filtering out of the opening above them.


    “I need an escape clause, a time to end. It can’t be perfect,” she replied.


    “It can regenerate then, and it exists so long as ma dream does,” Richard replied after a brief pause. “But everything else in ma mind’s eye stays. Wait, why are we negotiating this? How does this even work? DEAR VOID SHAPER, MA BRAIN HURTS!” he roared. Spark’s wings began to glow, illuminating the area with a light brighter than the fire.


    He blinked, unbelieving even as the dark wood became more and more real. The bow raised and fell, cutting into the waves and Richard could make out an enormous bird of prey with outstretched claws and wings as the figure head. The four masts grew tall and golden sails that, even in the midst of the dark cave and hot fire, seemed to glisten with a surreal feeling. It seemed to be too beautiful to be anything more than an illusion. But it had materialized right before his eyes.


    But just then, the wind caught the golden sails and it began moving into the dock. A huge plank slid onto the dock, nearly hitting Richard’s foot. He paused while Boss and the others began to parade past him.


    “It’s real,” he whispered, voice faint while he glanced behind them. “And I thought it wouldn’t work,” he murmured to himself before finally boarding with the rest. Spark appeared next to him once more, hovering with slow flapping wings.


    “Fairy!” Laurella cried out, pointing to the small creature. “I take it this ship is the wish,” she said, suddenly composing herself.


    The remaining crew began to circle around them, murmuring. Richard glanced around and inspected everyone while doing a mental head count.


    “Well, that looks like,” Richard mused, his mind finally catching up with itself. “Shit, oh dammit!” he cried out, leaping back for the dock. “I need volunteers; we need to make sure everyone is accounted for.” Sam rushed on to the deck, more excited than anyone else and raced out of view.


    “Time to get the injured onboard first. Anyone you need to work on?” Richard asked, approaching Laurella.


    “I wouldn’t mind checking on the curly redhead – he looks like he’s been badly burned,” she replied.


    “Okay, take him to the deck. Then there’s a small cabin at the bow and then down half a flight of stairs. It’s a medical room so you should have everything you need. Goliam, do you think you can give us a hand moving everyone onboard?” Richard asked.


    “Of course, Captain Richard,” he replied with a grunt and a nod.


    “Alright, everyone else, start moving the barrels onboard and get them tied down. We are moving out of here,” Richard instructed. He turned back to the ship and a hand clasped onto his shoulder. He looked over his shoulder at Madison.


    “So, what does this change?” she asked in concern.


    “Nothing. Nothing changes, I just have more recourses,” Richard said, steel in his voice. “This has been a long day. We will talk on it later, but for now, let’s get everything situated and get some sleep.”


    “Good to hear.” And with that, she walked past him and onto the ship. Richard glanced up at the stars, grinning like a madman.


    “Looks like things are finally looking up,” he replied, walking up onto ship. He took a flight of stairs and grabbed the wheel, feeling content in that moment of first contact. Freedom,” he whispered to the wind, feeling something in his eye.


  




  

    Chapter 20 The Golden Eagle



    Richard leaned against the ship’s railing, fingers digging into the wood as if testing to make sure it would not vanish out from underneath him. The wood was dark but sturdy and each piece seemed to have been worked to perfection. He could sense a group of people behind him while Jill placed her forepaws on the rail and looked up at him with a wagging tail and lolling tongue. He looked down at her and the happy-go-lucky feeling left her.



    “I am going to have to let Doyle know that his firearm doesn’t always aim straight,” Richard decided suddenly, standing to his full height. “How is the crew? Anything to worry about?” he asked after noticing Laurella standing nearby.


    “Well, everyone is in one piece. Arken and Morsina are not in the best of shape, but they will live. Our most recent addition, a man named Gerald, is moving. He has a busted leg but I splinted it,” Laurella said, beginning to list off other things.


    “Good to know. Alright, let me know if anything changes in the meantime,” Richard said, nodding and moving to the stairs. The main portion of deck was lower than both the front and back. Richard headed to the front where a small set of stairs led down to a room that somewhat between the decks. He grabbed a lantern hanging from a wall and a match that Sam offered him and allowed it to illuminate the room. There were two beds and a desk covered with vials and all sorts of medication.


    “We’ve got painkillers if you need them. Stints and crutches should be underneath the patient beds. Welcome to your room, Doctor Laurella. Get them patched up and meet me in the Captain’s Quarters,” Richard said, moving aside to allow Eagle Eye and Boss through. They carried a man who, if allowed to stand, would have been taller than either of the men supporting him.


    “Got any place for the rest of us?” Kareem asked, poking his head through the door. Richard scratched at his goatee while Boss walked up behind him with the same expression as Kareem’s.


    “Boss, keep an eye on him. Stay in the doorway and make sure he doesn’t pull anything. Clear?” Richard asked. Boss nodded, resting his right on his unusually spilt weapon.


    “Good. Sam, prep ma quarters. Madison, I need the map,” he asked, holding out his hand while she handed him the scroll. Sam raced off, his feet echoing along the wood and then the stairs. He watched the boy throw open a set of double doors at the uppermost part of the deck.


    “Alright, Kareem, Eagle Eye and Tray, lower the anchor. Everyone else needs to be in a station and we need to get things organized. Until I call you all in, feel free to look around the ship,” Richard said, projecting his voice around the deck. He took a deeply satisfied breath and walked on, moving towards his quarters. When he opened the door, he noted a small corridor that cornered around the captains quarters leading to extra rooms near him . There was a small set of stairs leading upwards before he entered his new room. Sam was standing quietly next to a large desk.


    The desk rested in the center of the room; the corners he could see had a skull carved into the wood. There was an inkwell and a small container of fountain pens and quills. Sitting perfectly behind it was a black wooden chair resembling a throne that almost reached the ceiling. Two spires peaked just short of the top before they trailed down into a crisscross of wood work that decorated the back around the a red cushion. Both of the arms ended with skulls that stared vacantly forward. Richard smiled, rubbing his hands together.


    Towards the back wall was some netting that hung from the ceiling and beneath it sat a good-sized bed that was framed all around with windows. Richard glanced around the room; chairs were lined around a large mirror and another desk. These were sitting opposite of a wardrobe. Between the back of the room and desk was a curtain running the entire length of the wall to separate them.


    “Well, this is something,” Spark noted, startling Richard ever so slightly. She was hovering near his shoulder.


    “Do try and find your room; it should be in the left hallway. Go check it out,” Richard directed at Sam, who raced out of the room as soon as Richard finished speaking.


    “I get a room?” Spark asked excitedly.


    “Would you rather have the ball?” he asked casually, moving to lean against his desk. “So, what’s keeping you around?” he asked, feeling fairly certain that she would have left by now.


    “Well, you see,” she said, trailing off and glancing up at the ceiling. Richard tapped his fingers on his leather jacket in annoyance, waiting for her to get on with it. After a while, he gave up.


    “Well, while you think of it, I have to get some stuff together for my new ship.” He had to hold in his excitement at the idea. “My own ship. It’s like a dream,” he repeated. He kept going over that, pulling out blank papers and getting inkwells ready. There was a knock on the door and Laurella poked her head in.


    “You were going to assign positions?” Laurella reminded while Richard rubbed at his eye.


    “Yeah, I have a feeling that everyone has something in mind for what they want. But I just want to get everyone settled before we move on with the next phase of my plan,” Richard said, leaning back in his throne-like chair.


    “Plan?” she asked. Before he could reply, people began to file in and bringing noise with them. It took a while for everyone to get in and Richard moved to stand in front of his desk rather than sit. The conversation went well into the night but only a few positions were given. Laurella was pretty much guaranteed for surgeon and both Tray and James were shipwrights and carpenters – even if they could do other jobs.


    “Well, Madison, I believe that leaves you as navigator due to the fact that nobody else has the qualifications,” Richard said. “I think that wraps up pretty much everyone aside from the mates and the quartermaster.”


    “I volunteer,” Nathan said, standing to his feet. The room suddenly went into an uproar as nearly everyone wanted the positions of quartermaster.


    “Quiet!” Richard shouted but he was easily drowned out.


    “QUIET!” Boss roared, voicing booming throughout the room and everyone fell silent.


    “Thank you,” Richard said. “The position of quartermaster, as you all know, is an elected position. And I don’t know how many of you will be sticking around. So, until we reach port in Britania, that position’s duties will be handled by the first mate: Boss. Nathan, in case he ever gets sick, you are second mate.”


    Most of the gathered crowd looked like they wanted to protest.


    “Anyone who has a problem with that is more than welcome to take it to the deck,” Boss threatened, drawing both of his blades. Everyone automatically fell silent.


    “You do realize that by doing that, you killed your chances of keeping the job, right?” Richard whispered.


    “Yep.”


    “Second Mate, take the helm,” Richard ordered, finally resting his arm to the side. “So says Captain Richard Robert Zane, welcome to the Golden Eagle. So long as you work on ma ship, it is Captain Zane. Are we clear?” he asked in a very determined voice.


    “We need eyes for the night shift. Any volunteers before we start turning in?” Boss asked.


    “Count me in,” Kareem said, raising one hand.


    “Me as well,” Eagle Eye declared. Richard glanced at both of them.


    “Eagle, you take the crow’s nest. Kareem, you and your jaguar can stalk the rest of the ship. Also, Spark, feel free to come down. Since you seem to be content staying with us, I think everyone should get to meet you,” he added.


    “Hello everyone,” she said, seeming to walk from the double doors. Richard’s and Boss’s eyes both went wide. She was standing with one hand on the nearest of two chairs, the full size of a human. Her nearly translucent rainbow wings were folded behind her.


    “Um, nice wings,” Tray said. The jaguar padded up next to her, rubbing it’s face against her leg as if it were a common housecat.


    “I thought she was supposed to be smaller,” Laurella noted, looking towards Richard. He didn’t respond, but leaned forward and pinched the bridge of his nose between his fingers.


    “I am too tired for this shit,” he grumbled, appearing to slump.


    “Permission to come aboard, Captain Zane?” Spark asked, bouncing slightly when she snapped up to salute.


    “Granted,” he said, lips quirking up into a smile at her posture.


    “So, she is the fairy? I could have sworn she was smaller,” Boss commented, looking over at Richard.


    “I can do many things most humans would find unnatural,” she said with a smile. Nearly everyone shifted to the edge of the seat. “Boo,” she said, allowing them to relax.


    “Well, at least someone around here has a sense of humor,” Kareem noted lightly.


    “Do I look like a comedian? I am nae going to hop up on ma desk and do stand up,” Richard sarcastically remarked.


    “Wait, was that an attempt at humor or are you being serious?” Spark asked, watching him through narrowed eyes.


    “At this point, I have no idea,” he admitted. “Alright, we’ve got our positions. The ship is being cared for and I doubt our enemies expected anyone to escape. Let’s get some sleep. Meeting adjourned,” Richard said, waving them out. Boss was the first to get up and it didn’t take long for everyone else to head for the door.


    “So, Richard, what do you plan on doing with the most powerful ship in the world?” Spark asked, looking at him curiously but he didn’t reply. “Oh, going to keep me guessing, huh? Planning on doing some hijacking? Amass a fortune before retiring?” she listed, pacing as she did before looking back at him. She leaped onto his desk, skidding on her knees and leaned forward into his face. Her fingers dug into the edge of the desk. “Well, can I at least be told where I can sleep?” she asked, raising a hand and poking him on the forehead. “Hello?” she asked. Richard slumped forward in his chair, a light sound of breath escaping his lips.


    “Huh? What?” he said, jumping to attention a few seconds after he had been poked.


    “Where do I sleep?” Spark asked. Richard blinked at her but he didn’t really see anything despite the view she gave was to die for.


    “Bed,” he said, suddenly standing to his feet. He stumbled a bit but kept a hand on the desk to help him steady his feet. Spark watched him shuffle along for a second before zipping off the bed and appearing in front of him. She hovered in front of his face.


    “One more thing, where do I sleep?” she insisted.


    “Wherever,” he mumbled out, ducking forward and walking beneath her. He pushed the ruffles of her dress out of his way as he headed for the bed.


    “Hey,” she huffed, spinning around to find him on the bed for the second time. “Someplace a bit more specific would be appreciated,” she said, floating over his head. He reached absently for the blanket and curled the top layer around his body, completely ignoring her. “Hello?” she called out, her voice echoing in his ear. Spark opened on of his eyes but got no response since the late nights had finally caught up with him.


    “Well, if that is all I am going to get, I guess it is up to me. So, where should I sleep?” she mused to herself, tapping her bottom lip.


    “Ah,” Richard yawned some time later. He smacked his lips together in an effort to cure the cottonmouth he had. “What a nice dreamless sleep,” he said, feeling the warm rays of the sun filtering through the window. “That was the best night’s rest I’ve ever had,” he said, stretching out his arms. He glanced up, the content smile he had woken up with disappeared. His mouth became a thin line when he noticed Spark sleeping in the netting that hung above him. Spark rustled a bit, twisting around to lay on her other side. But Richard caught the ghost of a smile on her face.


    “This better nae become a habit,” he sighed, kicking the blankets off the bed and heading for the wash basin. He cupped the cold water and splashed his face to kick start his senses. Resting his dripping hands on the counter and testing the wood with his fingers, he looked back at his reflection. “It seems so unreal. I would have been happy with a lot less, but a full-sized ship of ma own,” he mused, smirking slightly. “Bah, immortality; what kind of being wants to live forever,” he said, rolling his eyes while he looked further into the mirror.


    “I think a shave is in order. Ma facial hair is getting out of control,” he surmised, running one hand over his face. He picked up his razor and began to scrap off the excess facial hair until all that remained was a well-trimmed goatee. He looked closer at his eyes and noticed the bags lining underneath them. They seemed a bit less prominent then last night but he wondered if he would ever get rid of them.


    Richard moved back to his bed, grabbing the blanket and tossing it in the air. Satisfied with his poor bed making, he took off his coat and grabbed a clean undershirt. With that taken care of, he slipped his coat back on and headed for the door. “If you are nae up in five minutes, I will come back in here with a bucket of water,” he stated simply, walking out and closing the door.


    “Bloody pirate,” Spark grunted, shifting in her make-shift hammock.


    Richard tightened his fists in anticipation when he approached the wheel.


    “Captain on deck,” Nathan announced, relinquishing the wheel and allowing Richard to take hold. “She handles like a dream and I have never felt a ship handle like her before. It’s like magic,” he commented.


    “Something like that. Wait, you sailed before?” Richard asked, turning to look at Nathan.


    “Not really. I had a bit of a handle on a small ship that was transporting supplies but that was all,” he admitted.


    “Okay then,” Richard said, not letting it get to him. “Feel free to get some sleep in your quarters,” he told him. Nathan nodded but Richard realized that there was a full crew on deck and they all looked like they were ready to fall asleep on their feet.


    He willed the ship to move faster. The ship jerked and nearly everyone had to brace themselves for the sudden increase in speed. The ship skimmed along when Richard turned the wheel and it all arched while the ship’s prow cut through the water like a blade. It kept moving at an insane speed, one that was far faster than any ship of its size. The ship stopped creaking and seemed to move as if by magic. Richard spun the wheel, coaxing the ship into a full U-turn.


    “Man the cannons! It’s time to see if this ship has some fire power in it,” Richard said gleefully. The small group on deck headed for the cannons placed along the deck. Others headed below deck to man other cannons while a remaining few sought out the cannons near the Captain’s quarters.


    “Give the order and let them know to fire when ready,” Richard said, casually glancing at Nathan. “I could sail this ship for all eternity.”


    The sides of the ship began to roar when the forty odd cannons fired at random intervals. The doors below him opened up and Spark, back down to her fairy size, hovered over the railing, letting her feet dangle in front of her.


    “Thanks for the wake-up call,” she grumbled, rubbing a bit of sleep from her eyes.


    “I could have sworn I said all hands on deck. Last I checked, that included you,” Richard replied while the cannon fire continued.


    “I heard no such orders,” she countered, brushing a few messy strands of hair away from her face.


    “Nathan would say I said so,” Richard said, not bothering to look up at the man in question.


    “I would say so. You said something that sounded a lot like it,” Nathan admitted while Richard looked smugly at Spark.


    “Liar,” she griped, crossing her arms and looking away from him.


    “I never claimed to be an honest man,” he said, glancing in her direction. “Let them know to cease fire. I think we should get moving; the last thing we need is to draw in too much attention,” he said, more to himself than anything.


    “Cease fire!” Nathan called out. Richard clasped him on the back.


    “Not bad for a first run. I think you should head in and get some sleep,” he said, smiling at the bearded man.


    “Yes, sir,” he replied, heading down the stairs. Richard watched him go; with each step, the fatigue showed more and more. Nathan disappeared down the stairs and the solid sound of doors shutting reassured him that the man was going to get some well-earned sleep. Richard turned the ship and made his way back to the cave they had sailed out off.


    “So, what do you have planned exactly?” Spark asked, watching the looming shadow of the land mass before them.


    He blinked, thinking that he had spotted the cloaked woman from before. But when he glanced back, there was nothing. Richard turned the wheel to maneuver the Golden Eagle around. “Let’s just say that I have a few loose ends to tie up,” he said, giving her a grim expression.


  




  

    Chapter 21 The Final Set Up



    “That face looks familiar,” Brendan said, fingers twirling into a thick brown beard. Parts of it were already turning gray.



    “I can’t imagine why, sir,” Todd grunted. The two pirates were staring at a ring of trees around them – each with a rough carving of Brendan and petty insults. One had what looked like flies, another crumbs in his beard surrounded by rats. Todd rubbed his eyes, feeling far too sleep-deprived. He glanced around and noticed that they and the crew were being watched.


    “Looks like things are moving along as expected,” Richard whispered from a bush.


    “He doesn’t seem all that fazed,” Stefano replied in a hushed voice. The pirates before them shifted.


    “You’re focusing too much on Brendan,” Richard reprimanded. “Look at the crew. I worked alongside these guys; heck, I fought navies with these guys. I can tell they are very shaken up. I can just look at them and tell that a lot are very concerned. What with the constant killing and if they have even half the difficulties I did without a decent map, let’s just say we’ll more than one straw to break the camel’s back,” he countered.


    “I take it you have something in mind?”


    “I always have something in mind. I just need to make sure it works out. I need you to do something for me,” Richard said, smirking ever so slightly.


    “What do you have in mind?” Stefano inquired.


    “Well, I’ve got issues. If you can get that guy, Todd,” Richard explained, pointing out the man in question, “to me with enough time to get him back unnoticed, it would be very much appreciated.”


    “I’ll see what I can do, Captain. Still, this whole situation seems a bit excessive,” Stefano said, frowning.


    “I have ma reasons. Just make sure he isn’t seen during all of this. I have faith in your skills,” he offered. “Now, let’s get going. Night will be falling soon and I need to make sure everything is in it’s proper place.”


    “We’ve already looked everything over twice,” the assassin griped, sighing. “You’re so bloody anal about all this. You’re taking far too much time getting it all set up then you need to.”


    “This is about more than just stripping away his chance at power – so much more than that. So, I would recommend letting me work this out. If I cut it close, that’s ma failure and nae yours,” Richard snapped, watching the group of pirates trudge through the jungle to the final altar. Richard crouched low to the ground, taking a much more beaten path. With his feet constantly moving, he was able to keep an eye on the pirates.


    “So, what are you actually planning?” Spark questioned, floating close to his ear. Stefano was moving stealthily somewhere nearby.


    “I want to break him. Even if he fails now, even if I rob him of the special gift he wants, it’s nae going to do any good. He’ll still be a Captain and he’ll still have a ship,” Richard pointed out. “But if I can break him right before he wins, if I can crush him at his moment of glory and scatter his men into the forest, it means that anyone with a strong enough will could reconnect the pirates and leave the island on the ship.”


    “Seems kind of dark, considering the possibility that your idea could fall apart if there is too much infighting. On the other hand, if your plan fails, you could be even worse off instead of just destroying it now. Or else, this is just another revenge plan and you are just grasping at a reason to wait,” Spark replied.


    “Could be,” he said, a wild look seeping into his eyes. “To be honest, it has crossed ma mind but even if it was a factor, it takes much more than just revenge for me to act on something.”


    “Look, I make a living off people with petty reasons for killing people. But this seems a bit risky, even for me. It’s a bunch of pirates! Who cares? You’ve got your ship, blow up this altar, sink the other ship and leave. No fuss, no mess. You’ve already established that you could cause more than enough damage with a lot less,” Spark exclaimed, throwing her tiny hands in the air.


    Richard kept silent while they continued moving through the forest. Night began to fall Brendan’s crew was completely unaware of them as they passed by. They had no issues making their way back to the small camp they had set up on the edge of the beach.


    The Golden Eagle was floating some ways off the shore and there were a few rowboats beached nearby. Boss was resting in one, one eye open and a tight grip on one of his dueling weapons.


    “Good to see you, Captain. Laurella and Madison aren’t back yet,” he reported.


    “Understandable,” Richard replied simply, standing to his full height. Spark settled comfortably on his shoulder.


    “Sir, can’t we just blow it up?” Stefano asked, clearly wanting to have everything taken care of.


    “I gave you an order. Carry it out,” Richard bit out coldly, glaring down at the assassin. “If you want to sail with me, you are going to have to take orders you won’t always agree with,” he snarled.


    “Aye, sir,” Stefano replied, glaring hotly at Richard before vanishing quickly with a leap into the trees.


    “A little harsh on him. He did join us of his own will,” Boss commented, getting out of the rowboat.


    “True, but if I want to keep ma grip firm on ma own ship, I can’t be pushed around. As soon as Madison and Laurella are back with that last bit of information, we can start on the final preparations. I take it Tray and James have already buried the gunpowder and put the oil in place?” Richard asked.


    “Everything is in order, just like you asked. It seems a bit odd, everything you are doing, but I think I can just chalk it up to you wanting to be a bit grand in your elimination of this guy. What did he do that makes you so willing to put on such a risk?” Boss inquired.


    “What we have here is a very rare opportunity. One I want to take full advantage of. In the meantime, I am going to catch some sleep. Let me know if anyone shows up, be it the assassin, the knight or the doctor,” Richard said, clambering into a rowboat. He settled on his and closed his eyes, the setting sun warming the back of his head.


    After some time, Richard felt the world moving beneath him and panic set in. He leaped to try and steady himself but quickly realized that the rowboat had been tipped nearly on its side and threatening to dump him on the sand.


    “Well, that woke him up much faster than I thought,” Madison commented, grinning while Richard gripped both sides of the boat.


    “I am on pins and needles; I daresay that being a light sleeper could be a life saver,” he growled, hefting himself up and on the sand. “What is there to report?”


    “Well, the burning sea is, in fact, slowly moving along the coast. And it should be arriving shortly. The crew is small and it’s making very slow time. We also have run into some of the ‘native life’, if you can call it that,” Madison said, furrowing her brow. “But they line up with that last group we ran into. This is dangerous; we’ve got far too many potential threats and I don’t see how you can sleep at all,” she scolded, glaring down at him. “You are taking far too many risks in all this. Not to mention, risking my wellbeing and that of your crew.”


    “Be that as it may, I would like you to respect ma reasoning on this,” Richard said, brushing the sand from his pants. “Now then, the ship will move on. If the map is correct, we should have no issues remaining hidden while staying in range if anything happens. We still need to move the rowboats and get into position. It’s going to be a bit of a wait, but I know it will be worth it,” he said.


    “Sir,” Madison called, latching onto his shoulder.


    “I have a back door prepared and we will have no issues in escaping. I have everything under control; there’s no more danger than sailing the sea,” he reassured. He helped Boss grab one of the boats and move it up the beach near some foliage.


    “You are lucky I’m not certain your death would destroy the ship as well,” she replied, turning to glare at Spark. “You just had to give him a magical ship, didn’t you?”


    “For what it’s worth, I don’t want this man to leave the island alive. And I think it’s very cowardly for a knight to even consider running away from a fight. Not to mention, so quick to turn away from such an easy ambush to rid the world of even a small evil,” Spark replied, smirking while she fluttered off after Richard and Boss. She landed on the ground in full-size to help move some rowboats.


    “She has a point. If anyone has the most motive for staying, it’s you,” Laurella said and the Dame just glanced at her. “Just saying, I would have thought you two would have swapped sides or something on this matter. But if you want to leave, I am sure we can handle the fighting on our own.”


    “You don’t understand,” she said with a sight. But she grabbed a boat right as Tray and James appeared with shovels in hand.


    “Everything is packed in,” James said, smiling as they both tossed their shovels into a boat. “One good match should light it up.”


    “Good, just make sure there is more than one match,” Richard replied, rubbing at his chin. Tray tossed him a small pack of them. “I have to admit, these caught on quick. Whoever invented them must be making a killing,” Richard laughed, pocketing the matches.


    “Was that an evil laugh?” Tray asked, looking at him dubiously.


    “More like a chuckle,” he replied with a smile. “Now then, any idea on our ‘native’ friends?” he asked.


    “So far, nothing. Kareem sent out,” James paused to let out a small hiss, “Flutters the bat to see if she could find them.” He looked as if he were going to die just saying it.


    “But that bat is so cool!” Richard exclaimed with a smirk. Whether it was for the bat or the discomfort it caused James, no one could tell for certain.


    “So, still ‘anging around?” a familiar voice asked, breaking up the conversation. Richard turned to see Conan, standing in all his glory, with what appeared to be a longer-barreled pistol. It rest in the crook of his arm, barrel pointed down.


    “Sadly, we won’t be able to leave everything a bit cleaner then when we left it. Besides, I have a few debts to collect on, you see. There is a man who owes me for ma time working for him. And he’s being rather difficult to retrieve from,” Richard explained.


    “You sound like someone who is caught in the act of something. I am not too concerned about you leaving so soon,” Conan said. “Been busy, I see. I take it you are taking this to a bit of an extreme as well.”


    “If you can afford it, why nae put the fear of God into your enemies?” Richard replied with a shrug.


    “I may just stick around to see this work of pyrotechnics,” he chortled, a grin on his face. The amusement fell from his face to be replaced with bewilderment when he noticed Spark. “Is that a fairy?”


    “Um, yes. And I have a name as well,” she said indignantly.


    “I would be careful with her. Their ability to bend time and space with wishes would be coveted by many, if she has the ability,” Conan mused. “Even her size alone would be an interest. After the boom we had about two decades ago, anyone with more than two brain cells to rub together has been trying to figure out how magical creatures tick,” he informed. The tone he used seemed to send a shiver down Spark’s spine.


    “Anyone I should know about?” Richard asked, smile and cocksure attitude vanished with what Conan implied.


    “I ‘ave been keeping to myself so, no I don’t. But if she plans on going out into the human world, keep anything that seems magical out of sight,” he warned, glancing at Richard. “Also, your bat is returning and I do believe you shall be dealing with some of the ‘ahem’ locals much sooner than you intended. I would recommend setting up that ship of yours with what little crew you have,” he added.


    Richard spotted Flutters flapping back through the air. Kareem rushed out of the wooded jungle a moment later like a bat out of hell. Richard glanced back around to see that Conan had vanished entirely. His gaze hit everyone but nobody was sure that the man had vanished.


    “Bad news, Captain,” Kareem panted. The bat landed on his coat, gripping the cloth and hanging from his left shoulder.


    “I take it someone is getting to the party a bit early?” Richard asked, lips twitching downwards.


    “Afraid so, sir. Do you want to – “


    “I have a very specific reason behind the explosives. We need to clear them out as quickly as possible. We may be able to use this to our advantage, if we can handle this quick enough,” he said, feeling the gears in his mind turning.


    “Are you sure? The group is about twice the size of our full crew,” Kareem added.


    “Only twice you say?” Boss asked, raising one eyebrow. He drew both spiked weapons, allowing them to dangle in his hands.


    “And here I thought it was going to be an issue,” Madison added, pulling the shield from her back and drawing her sword.


    “Let’s nae take too many chances. The ship is moving back. If anything gets too hairy, you know what to do,” Richard ordered, straightening his back and taking a more military-like stance.


    “Aye!” came the unanimous cry. Richard felt his pride swell with the group’s unity.


    “And to think we pretty much met on less then savory circumstances,” he thought to himself, noticing Spark flying towards the sky. “What are you up to?” he asked, concerned she was going to disappear.


    “You wouldn’t mind letting me handle this, would you?” she asked, shifting to full size and landing beside him. Richard raised an eyebrow at her request. “I do have a bit of pent up aggression and would love to show that I am capable of a lot more than a single wish every thousand years or so,” she mentioned, resting one hand on her hip.


    “Alright, let’s see what the newest member can do. Take Jill with you; but if anything happens to her, it’s on your head,” he said. Spark nodded, whistling and shrinking back down. Jill came running and together, they rushed off from Kareem’s entrance point.


    “You think she can handle it?” Boss asked, a bit bummed that it wasn’t him rushing off to meet the enemy.


    “Nae sure. We haven’t really see what she is capable of. But I am nae going to take any chances. Get ready; the cover could always use a test run if something gets past her,” Richard replied. The small group immediately headed to the outer area around the altar. A good amount of brush had been collected near it and they jumped into the cover, drawing their own weapons and readying for a fight.


  




  

    Chapter 22 Parasite From Hell



    The sun was just beginning to set in the distance when Spark heard a gentle rustle. The bright foliage was almost a sea of green on the jungle floor. If anyone was walking here, their steps would have to be careful. It appeared that someone could slip on something unforeseen.



    A face slid out of the leaves, tanned skin painted with dirt. But there was no way he could be mistaken for anything other than a Northeasterner. He motioned swiftly with his hand and a large group of people – each dressed in torn and dirty clothes from different nationalities – slowly stood up a bit. They bent low to avoid being seen but picked up a fair amount of speed.


    “There is a small group already at the altar. And we have a good opening since we outnumber them almost four to one,” a very hushed voice said. He suddenly fell silent, barely moving a muscle while their leader simply turned his head. He poked at him gingerly and the body just crumpled to the ground. Everyone swiftly brought up their weapons, eyes darting around them. One man went straight to inspecting his comrade.


    “Sir, he’s dead,” he replied, lifting his ear from corpse’s chest.


    “He did it! The leader of blood and dirt, he was the closest!” one man cried out, holding his spear accusingly. Spark could see his eyes shifting at those nearest him and he quickly pressed the spear against his body as if terrified that someone would try and steal it from his grasp.


    “I did not. There is no blood; he simply dropped dead,” the leader replied.


    “Lies.” It was only word to come unanimously from the group, each beginning to glare at the leader. “He was hungry, he’s a cannibal!” someone cried out. But the words died on their lips as he fell to the forest floor in a lifeless heap. The jungle became unnaturally quiet. The rag-tag group of insane castaways didn’t dare move save for their eyes. They looked at the man in their center warily, fearing that he could kill without even needing to move.


    “He’s a demon!” one yelled out. The leader opened his mouth to retort.


    “Ton ma I!” the leaded cried. Practically everyone leapt back in fear. “No, gniong si tahw dnatsredun t’nod!” he cried. Someone else launched a spear, hitting him square in the chest. With no warning whatsoever, the group swarmed him. They were climbing and cutting and he fell wailing to forest floor. His arm twitched above the pile, as if reaching for someone to pull him out. Then one of the attackers dropped on top of the body and everyone jerked back, cautiously eyeing those around them.


    “He did it, it was him!” a voice shouted, randomly pointing to one of the other attackers. “I saw it! He did it – he did a weird hand motion thing!” he shouted.


    “No, it was you! You are demon hexer!” someone else called. Voices picked up around the group, with people randomly picking side.


    Spark landed delicately on a tree branch, glancing down at the group below her. She had been scouting the island out for a little while. The groups – if they could be called that – were about as nutty as Elf nut bread. But this island – even without them – was lethal all on it’s own. There were man-eating plants and quick sand being the worst of the threats. Beyond that was poison berries and deadly hungry wildlife.


    “You have my sympathy,” she said, bowing her head as she became the size of a normal human. By now the attackers had scattered and the only remaining person nearly messed himself when she approached, hand outstretched. A short sword appeared in her hand and she cut the man’s spear in half, stalking towards him. She snatched the leader by his coat, slicing her sword through his heart in one blow and ending his misery.


    “Thank you,” he whispered, grunting a bit when she eased him to the ground. She reached out gently and closed his eyes, trying to ignore the way his fingers twitched lifelessly. She jumped slightly at the motion but relaxed when it didn’t happen again.


    Jill barked, rushing towards the fairy but pausing in the rainbow shadow reflecting on the ground from the leaf-like wings. She wagged her tail, moving closer and rubbing against her hand.


    “You’re late,” Spark stated simply, standing to her feet and crossing her arms. There was a disapproving look on her face. She sighed, glancing back at the body beside her. There was some sort of black substance beginning to ooze out and onto the ground. “A Mors!” she cried, leaping to the air. A bright light enveloped her hands black blob began to boil and fry beneath it. It exploded, crisping the foliage nearby. But the creature wasn’t destroyed and soon, it was joined by equally small pieces.


    “Oh, dear, this is not good!” Spark sighed, tightening her fists before blasting it again. The creature only seemed to squirm while flakes began to fall away from it. It lashed out, tossing parts of it’s body back at Spark. She dodged quickly while Jill snarled, baring her fangs at the creature but refusing to get close to it.


    Spark flew off, leaving Jill’s bark to echo around the area. The blob-like creature seemed to gurgle and it forced it’s way back into the corpse through the eyes, mouth and nose while an eerie almost-giggle sounded from it.


    “So not good!” Spark cried, watching the body lurch upward, strings of black ooze streaking from neck wounds acquired from the attackers. The strings were about as big as a needle but more than enough to support the body and anchor itself to a tree. It dangled there for a second, the quivering body looking more like a hanging than a reanimated corpse.


    She blasted the corpse with light but the magic merely snapped whatever was holding it in the air. That appeared to be of no matter for the creature created more strings to keep it from falling. Spark noticed that the eyes had turned black and twisted smile appeared on the face while veins became pronounced and black. Right then, Jill leaped out of a bush, managing to snag the corpse’s foot. The force of her attack pulled the strings taut. Jill refused to let go, snarling through her mouthful of dead flesh. The creature retaliated, sending cords spinning around the body while Spark simply stared at the sword she had drawn.


    “I really wish I was able to do more than just summon light magic. And this damn short sword!” she swore in frustration. The black ooze abruptly arched out of the back, emerging as a pair of dripping wings. “Oh, that is just not fair,” Spark breathed angrily, jaw tensing and wings dropping ever so slightly. Spark started when the undead creature shot into the air and reached right for her. One hand closed around her arm while Jill dropped to the ground.


    Spark broke free of it’s grasp and zipped into the trees. It loosed tendrils after her and she retaliated by blasting it with light magic. She was trying to hit the parts that were not being protected by the corpse.


    “I was better off with the damn live ones!” she cursed, eyes going wide when she noticed a large tendril diving towards her. She changed directions as fast as she could but loss of speed allowed it to curl around her ankle. She let loose a beam of magical energy, smirking when she saw it vaporizing. But the smile vanished when she realized that it actually hadn’t been dealt with. With a quick thought, she closed her wings, shrunk down and dropped through the foliage, hitting a few leaves on the way down before landing on a tiny branch.


    When she glanced up, she saw more of the black tendrils trailing down after her. She grimaced, raising her hands and releasing more magic from her fingertips. The tendrils retreated and a calm smile appeared on her face.


    “Wait, where is the rest of it?” she asked, nearly shrieking when something latched onto her ankle again. Before she could attack with more magic, another tendril wrapped around her wrist and as fast as a whip, her wings were pinned to her sides. Her flight was cut off as a tendril wrapped around her arms and torso before moving down to wrap around her long legs. Spark was slowly brought towards the undead fiend, who seemed to be lowering itself down to the fairy’s eye level.


    “I have not run out of options yet!” she hissed, growing back to normal proportions. The tendrils merely adjusted around her larger form. With a simple smirk, she shrunk back down before the creature could do anything and dropped from its grasp. She tried to open her wings and the smirk fell from her face. The creature’s tendrils had left a sticky residue on her wings, practically gluing them together. Spark rolled on the grass, firing off light as fast as possible before bolting through the leaves and tall grass.


    She got knocked off her feet when a hand cupped over her body. The face it belonged to looked as if it’s decomposition had been sped up tenfold and when it lowered closer to Spark, she noticed dark pits for it’s eyes. Spark wriggled, trying to regain normal size but found that each of her limbs was now being pulled in different directions by the monster’s tendrils. With horror-filled eyes, she noticed a long black tongue dangling from it’s mouth.


    “No!” she screamed, redoubling her efforts to get away. She managed to regain her size but at the cost of her mobility. The corpse was mere inches from her face. Her nose wrinkled while she tried her damnedest to get away.


    There was loud bang echoing through the area and Spark twitched. But it wasn’t the noise that startled her. Instead, it was the splattering of black substance from a shattered skull above her. When she looked past the ruined corpse, she saw Richard with sword in hand hacking at the torso. His cutlass cleaved the body in half and she noticed her restraints gain slack. One blast of light magic evaporated the restraints on her hand.


    The corpse flopped on top of her and she cried out in a mix of disgust and humiliation. Richard simply kicked the pieces off her before grabbing onto her dress. As Richard pulled her away from ground, the creature reformed itself and he leapt back. Spark began firing off her magic at anything that even resembled a moving shadow. If it moved, it got fried.


    “What the hell is that?” Richard demanded, watching the creature latch onto another corpse. Within seconds, the body rose up, snapping eerily to it’s new height. He released the fairy for a second to pull out his other pistol. With a swift aim, he took the head clean off. “Well, that’s surprising. I must have hit the spine or something,” he mused to himself. But the corpse kept moving towards him.


    “It’s a Mors – a remnant of black magic. If someone uses enough of it, sometimes it can become partially sentient,” Spark told him.


    “What does it want?”


    “It’s, um, like a leech for light. They’re normally harmless to humans unless if you have some skill in light magic,” she explained, twisting her hands in the folds of her dress.


    “Wait, you can do magic?” he asked, turning to look at her.


    “Of course I can, you idiot. Did you think I built that ship by hand?” she asked. By then, the creature began to creep out of the corpse. Without hesitation, Spark began to blast at it once more; she wanted to clean it up as much as possible.


    “This whole island is a damn death trap,” Richard growled. “I am beginning to think that setting up any operation here is a stupid idea and that Conan is a nut for staying as well,” he sighed, pinching the bridge of his nose in frustration. After a moment, he began to reload his pistol, glancing around while a group of pirates moved into the area. But they weren’t pirates from Brendan’s crew.


    “What was all the screaming about?” Boss asked, pausing to glance around. He made a face at the bodies littering the clearing.


    “The bodies had a – shoot, what do you call something that lives off of another?” Spark asked, keeping her eyes focused on the ground.


    “A parasite,” Conan supplied.


    “That will work. A parasite was living in the bodies of these men,” she explained, watching as everyone appeared to wince at the mere thought.


    “I would like to examine a corpse, if that’s alright,” Conan said. He knelt down, looking the most recent body over completely. “Well, someone had some fun with the pistol. Did it leave an exit wound?” he asked, noting the missing head and frowning slightly.


    “Yes, out of his neck at the base of the spine,” Spark replied.


  


  

    “Interesting, I may need a – ah,” he said, trailing off when he pulled out a magnifying glass.


    “If you’re looking for some of the black goo – for lack of a better word – it’s still holding her wings together,” Richard pointed out, jerking a thumb towards Spark. Her wings were still firmly glued together, despite her best efforts in the moment of quiet.


    “That’s disgusting,” Kareem said, leaning away from her while Conan dropped the body. He completely forgot about it in his haste to inspect Spark’s wings and the substance still there. She shifted uncomfortably from foot to foot while Conan looked at every detail on her wings.


    “Boss, this may be a bit risky, but I want these bodies burned. If Conan gives you any grief, let him have it and the consequences. And keep an eye out for anything that looks like a liquid shadow,” Richard warned in a hushed voice.


    “Sure thing,” he replied with a nod before departing. Richard glanced over the group, noting that most of them seemed rather paranoid.


    “Oh brother, get back to your damn posts already. If you are that worried, stop hanging about,” he snapped. The group immediately took the hint and began to hightail it out of there.


    “It seems organic but I don’t think this is whatever was attacking you – whatever it was that was attacking you. Still, I think I will keep a sample and I would advise a bath for you, young lady,” he noted, scooping a bit of the material into a bottle. Once it was sealed, he slipped it into a pocket for safekeeping.


    “I wouldn’t recommend that,” Spark warned, eyeing the corpse still lying on the ground.


    “I doubt it will attack you, it may disperse. Magic usually needs some kind of human source – be it a body or some sort of soothsayer – to keep it going. I think you will be fine,” he responded.


    “Are you sure?” she asked, glancing away for a second. But they snapped right back, as if the creature would make a run for it.


    “I am well-equipped with at least a passing knowledge on magic. I will admit I have no talent for it, but I would be very remised if I didn’t know how to handle it at this point. Now, get moving. If you don’t get this cleaned off, it will stain your rather beautiful wings,” he said, moving away from her. “There should be a spring a bit to the north. If you’re in luck, it shouldn’t be too cold.” With that taken care of, he walked over to Richard. “How are the pistols holding up?” he asked.


    “Amazingly, I killed a Gargoyle with them. They are so cool,” Richard said in hushed excitement, pulling out both and looking them over.


    “Good to know you appreciate them. I may just have you test out some of my other inventions when I am feeling confident in them,” Conan said with a wink. Richard simply nodded in agreement, putting both pistols away.


    “Well, you heard the man, get moving,” Richard said suddenly, swatting Spark on the ass. She leaped at the action, hand to her backside before glaring hard at him. “It’s a complement,” he said, smirking and waiting for her to start walking. He motioned with one hand that she should lead the way when she still stood there.


    “Do you plan on escorting me?” she asked coolly, but not thrilled with his behavior. The thought of him following her while her purpose was to bathe unsettled her a bit.


    “You plan on walking around, wearing that short of a dress in a place were almost anything can seemingly kill you? I don’t think so,” he said, raising one eyebrow.


    “Why do I have a feeling that you’re going to be difficult?” she asked, dropping her head forward and pinching the bridge of her nose.


    “Well, do you plan on hanging around the ship?” he asked. She nodded slowly, staring at him with her brows furrowed. “Then you are ma responsibility. And your wellbeing falls under that category.”


    “Well, that’s a responsible way of looking at it,” Spark admitted, eyeing him with a bit of suspicion.


    “Besides, I have no idea if the ship will be there if you die,” he added. “Now get moving. I don’t have all day. Unless you need some motivation,” he said, wiggling his eyebrows.


    “Pig,” she said simply but complied nonetheless. Richard rested one hand on the hilt of his sword and followed her north. Behind them, Conan merely chuckled and shook his head at their antics.


  




  

    Chapter 23 The Last One



    Richard closed his eyes, listening to the sounds of jungle around him. He could hardly see a thing in the dark, let alone something like magic slime. He pressed a finger to his temple, trying to recall what Spark had called them. After a few moments, he decided that it wasn’t worth the brain power to remember the name. But in that same moment, he could make the light sounds of splashing water behind him. He sighed, left foot tapping away in impatience. He already had to do some hunting around or a towel earlier and he was more than ready to get moving. He was concerned for he didn’t know when his adversary would arrive and he wasn’t in his position.



    A few droplets of water landed on his head and he resisted the urge to look up. He was getting extremely impatient with her taking her time. He was beginning to wonder if she was doing it on purpose simply to get back him for his earlier comment.


    “All set,” Spark finally said, pushing the short skirts of her dress down and giving her wings a quick flick to remove the excess water.


    “Can we get going? I haven’t heard a word from anyone and I would rather – AHHHH!” he cried. Spark had hooked her arms around him and shot off into the air. “Shit!” he shouted, feet kicking in panic when his mind made the connection that he was no longer moving under his own power. “What the hell?” he screamed at Spark, shooting an angry glare her way. She ignored him and gained altitude until he was looking at the tops of the towering trees. He dropped into a bigger panic, hands clawing at the air in an attempt to grab onto something.


    “Now, isn’t this relaxing?” Spark asked casually, spiraling upwards and spinning Richard around. He fell limp, feeling as if what little food remaining in his stomach was about to come back out. Spark stopped abruptly, hovering in the air while Richard’s vision began to swim. His eyes felt like they were rolling aimlessly in his head and when he managed to glance down, the island was far below him.


    “You grab me like that again, and I promise you that a drop from this height will be the last of your worries,” she threatened. Richard was seething.


    “I would say that escalated quickly,” he ground out, managing to keep his tone very calm and even. He took a deep breath and when he spoke next, his voice was even calmer. “You have made your point, now put me down,” he said. Spark slowly descended, watching Richard with a careful eye even though he remained motionless. As soon as his feet touched the ground, he spun around, the barrel of a pistol pointed straight at her face.


    “If you ever threaten me with such violence again, I will take the matter out of your hands,” he promised, pulling the hammer back. “This killed the Gargoyle, I would rather nae test it out on you. Ask nicely next time,” he said, eyes cold as he released the hammer and put the gun back in its holster. He gave a small smirk. But Spark was not going to let it simply rest at that. In a flash, she had brandished her needle-thin blade and swung harshly at him. Richard managed to draw his own blade and block it before she could hit him.


    “Arrogant, how dare you!” Spark snarled, glaring across the blades at Richard.


    “Double standards, much? You just threatened to kill me simply because I grabbed your ass?” Richard replied, pushing back against the swords. She swung fast, using her shorter sword for her advantage. Richard backpedaled and waited, parrying each of her blows. It was almost amusing to watch her face contort with rage.


    “To think, I let you have your wish. You disgusting, perverted, ARROGANT PIRATE!” she shouted, swinging at him with more force on each word. Richard simply deflected her attack, disarming her with a quick upward flick of his wrist. In her moment of disbelief, he latched onto her thin wrist and wrenched her close, a smile on his lips.


    “Feel free to leave if you like. Although, losing someone as skilled as you would be,” he said, pausing to find the right words. “A terrible loss on ma part.”


    “Then why instigate?”


    “I have ma reasons,” he stated, releasing her wrist. “All the same, I do need to get going since I have no idea how much longer Brendan will be off. So, I do think we should cut this a bit short,” he finished with a smirk.


    “You’re playing a dangerous game,” she said, watching as he sheathed his sword.


    “I never really noticed. I just stick to ma principles and try to do right,” he replied.


    “Like groping women who aren’t asking for it?” Spark accused.


    “I did say try,” he reiterated with a shrug. Spark sighed irritably, but decided that her anger at his actions were getting her nowhere. “Besides, you do look good but we need to get moving. Back to business. The question is where do we go from here?”


    Before he could say a word, Spark had grabbed ahold of him once more and bulleted off the ground. Richard held one hand in front of his face to buffet the wind but Spark went rigid fairly quickly.


    “Shit,” he hissed when she dropped them both into the bushes. Richard took a deep breath, already knowing what he was going to see when he pushed back the brush. But he did it anyways and saw that the area before him was completely overrun with pirates. And none from his crew. A quick glance over showed him that it was a rather small group but still able to pull off their original plan.


    Richard watched Brendan cut a man open, blood spilling into a bowl that was already partially full. The blood that fell short ran like rivers down the stairs.


    “Fuck, it’s already started. I need to find that damn fuse,” he muttered, searching his pockets and the ground nearby.


    “So, what now?” Spark asked, watching him curiously.


    “I do what I do best – adapt to the situation,” he replied, moving around the outer circle of the altar.


    “No!” someone cried. “Please, I don’t want to die,” the man sobbed. Richard blocked the sound – he had no desire to listen to dying rambles – and kept his focus trained forward. The man was doomed because as soon as he stepped foot on the altar steps, he would be dead one way or another.


    “Shrink down and see if you can find the others,” he ordered, barely glancing at Spark. “The ship is coming back around and as soon as it does, it’s going to open fire. Make sure that everyone is as far away from the altar as possible.”


    “Yes, sir,” she said, standing to attention and saluting. She shrunk down and zipped off into the foliage before he had a chance to say more. He took a deep breath, keeping both eyes peeled. Most of the pirates were more interested in the screaming man being hauled bodily up the stairs. He shook his head with a sigh.


    “I’ll never understand why a man cannae die with some dignity. There is nothing here to help, and even if the Navy were to show up, you wouldn’t live long anyways,” he bit out with a cross expression. He shuddered at the long-buried memory and continued along the edge of the altar.


    If Tray and James listened, there should have been at least the first fuse, ready and waiting. Thankfully enough, it was right where it should have been. Richard paused when he spotted it.


    “Well, no sense in waiting. I just hope they fused the two lines or else this is going to get complicated,” he murmured, digging through his pockets for a piece of flint. Once he grabbed it, he struck the flint and lit the fuse. “I have to admit, this is kind of dull. It would be more interesting with some kind of grand fight. Oh well,” he mused, shrugging. He was about to rise when the tip of a sword tapped him right between the shoulder blades.


    “You are the last person I thought I would see,” a familiar voice said. Richard slowly raised his hands.


    “Of all the times to die,” Richard hissed to himself. “I got distracted, guess there is no one to blame but maself,” he thought, slowly turning his head.


    Todd had a haggard look on his face, as if he had been unable to sleep for days. His build was thinner than Richard recalled and his sword hand was not nearly as steady. Richard made to stand up but Todd held his hand up.


    “Leave, kid. I’ll give you one last go for old time’s sake. But if you stay here, you’re as good as dead,” Todd said, withdrawing his sword. He hesitated at the sheath. “I really should turn you in since you put me through hell because of your little stunts. And the amount of trouble you’ve caused has been nothing but an endless source of misery. But damn, I would do the same fucking thing if I didn’t have so much wrapped up in this,” he admitted, clicking his sword into place.


    “I was hoping to see you,” Richard said. “I would recommend getting back to the ship and out of the area. I’ve got a feeling that if you are in the right place at the right time, you could take full advantage of the rest of ma severance package.”


    “What are you up to, kid?” he asked coolly. But the words barely left his lips when a torrent of fire shot up from the bottom of the stairs. He looked past Richard, eyes wide as the blast send people flying and panic exploded. Pirates began rushing about in every which way. Richard glanced over his shoulder casually, noticing that the flaming eruption had burned out an oversized pagan symbol in the ground.


    It became the best time to bolt for anyone still waiting to be sacrificed. Brendan was shouting orders but in the panic, no one was listening to them. Fighting had broken out and the din was deafening. Richard smirked when the Golden Eagle moved into his line of sight.


    “Is that another ship?” Todd shouted, pushing past Richard. The ship opened fire and trees crashed to the ground, only adding to the flames. The heat burned at the night sky and Richard realized that most of the island was going to catch on fire. “Oops,” he thought, but he barely even flinched at the idea. With flames around the area and cannonballs raining from on high, only the most headstrong of pirates had remained.


    “Richard!” someone called. He glanced up to see Spark fluttering above him. “I found them.”


    “Well, tell them to start getting rid of these pirates. For anyone who surrenders, give them parley, but make sure they are restrained. I’ve got unfinished business of ma own,” Richard told her, jumping into the clearing. One of the pirates was rushing around, trying to stomp the fire out of his shoes. When he noticed Richard, he steadied the hand holding his cutlass but Richard didn’t pause. He arched his blade down, slicing the man’s hand and swung back up to cut the man’s throat. Blood splashed on the ground, sizzling in the fire while the man fell to his knees, clutching uselessly at a stump and a mangled throat.


    Richard raced around the clearing, never missing a step, until he came upon the base of the stairs. Brendan glanced down at him, glaring when he saw the satisfied smirk on Richard’s face.


    “You have gone from a minor irritant to a full blown problem, boy,” he spat. A shout came from the far end of the clearing and Richard glanced out the corner of his eye to see Boss’s familiar weapons glinting in the firelight. The rest of his group had his back, meaning that he could indulge a bit. Richard carefully put his foot on the bottom step. Brendan narrowed his eyes at the challenge.


    “Ah!” Brendan screamed out. Richard glanced up, dodging to the right. The swipe missed him and the back blow hit his own cutlass, preventing the blow from opening up his stomach. Brendan used both hands, pushing against Richard’s sword to use all his force in order to make up for the lack of a solid hit.


    Richard slammed his foot into Brendan’s calf, forcing the man to stumble. He hadn’t hit it hard enough to break but he figured that he wouldn’t be favoring that side nearly as much as previously. He watched him stumble, trying to regain his balance without touching the pentagram drawn into the ground. Richard’s gaze turned wary.


    “You know, you always were a little shit. You did a piss poor job on power work and I never would have believed you were so good with your blade,” Brendan noted, standing straight and taking off his leather gloves. Beneath them, he wore a set of chainmail gloves.


    “But it’s in the past,” he continued, smiling as he reach back and touched the flames. Richard swore under his breath.


    “Shit,” Richard hissed, flexing his fingers and readying for any quick motion. Brendan threw in an overhand motion, releasing a fire ball in Richard’s direction. He ducked, eyes going wide. He knew that the chainmail gloves would be enough to protect Brendan’s hands, but how in the hell was he throwing balls of fire?


    “Did you – ?” Richard asked, panicking and racing backwards up the stairs. Now, more than ever, he was willing to set off the last explosion – if for no other reason than to cover a retreat.


    “Not yet. You see, that’s the thing. Blood sacrifice gives the powers one is perceived. So, when I slit your throat and drain you dry, I shall have full control over all flame,” he explained. Richard kept scrambling backward, avoiding another blast of fire with a panic-stricken look. His mind was in more turmoil, twisting to try and figure out his next move.


    “Kill him! Slit his throat and toss his ass into the bowl. Take the power for your own!” a part of his mind screamed.


    “Justice – he must be taken alive. We have the ship, what more do we need? Don’t give this man an easy way out,” another part cried. Richard had just reached the top of the stairs. The sand was behind him and he could keep retreating. But if he could keep the top of the stairs, it would give him a slight advantage.


    “Come on, boy. Don’t tell me you’re afraid? Or is it you remember what these gloves can do?” Brendan asked with a cruel smile.


    “I am a little impartial to pain and burning. You have no idea how uncomfortable a fresh burn is on the skin,” Richard said. But there was no mirth in him and the flaming gauntlets reflected in his widened eyes. Just looking at them made his skin crawl and he steeled his body. “Oh, fuck it,” he murmured, rushing forward, arms tight to his side and his sword pointed at Brendan’s chest. He reacted in panic, grabbing onto the sword with both hands. Richard pushed against the top stair, trying to force the blade into his chest.


    But then the weight holding Richard up gave out and his back felt as if someone had lit a fire beneath it right before he was slammed into the stone steps. Pain rocketed through his body, escalating as he felt the stairs scrape beneath him a bit. And then, his hair was on fire. Richard reached out, grabbing onto anything in an attempt to elevate the pain.


    “You know, I’m feeling a little cruel,” Brendan said when the heat subsided. Richard immediately tried to find his sword, but he had lost it in the struggle and he had no idea where it was. Next thing he knew, Brendan had a fistful of hair and shoved his face straight into the bowl of blood.


    The smell alone was enough to burn his nostrils, make his body convulse and give him the urge to purge his stomach all at once. He grasped at the bowl, forcing his head up and gasped for air. As soon as he had a lungful of air, he was shoved right back into the bowl. Richard’s actions got sloppy, weak and then he fell limp, pretending to be dead. The grip on his hair lessened and he dropped from the bowl. At his first chance, Richard rolled to his back, kicking Brendan in the same leg that he had hit earlier. He immediately rolled to his right and felt something drop onto his chest. A quick glance upward told him that Spark had just delivered the Golden Talon to him. He reached for the hilt and brought it up just in time to block the weight of another sword crashing down on him. The blow landed on his gut and choked back his breakfast, reaching blindly for one of his pistols. His fingers closed around the grip and slammed it into Brendan’s leg.


    “Ah! What is it with you and my fucking leg?!” Brendan demanded. Richard got to his feet, stumbling a bit and reeling from the blow to his gut. But he drove his shoulder into the pirate, slamming him into the statue in the middle of the altar and cracking it. The nearby bowl toppled over, spilling blood all over the floor while the two men crashed into each other.


    Thick hands latched around Richard’s neck and he glared up at a bloody and feral face. He punched the man in the men, causing both of them to have problems breathing. Richard tightened hip grip on the pistol and pointed it at Brendan’s face. He pulled the trigger and it simply clicked. Richard snarled, instead using the butt of the gun as a club to bash Brendan’s face in. The pirate stumbled backwards, dropping his blade and latched onto Richard, pulling him to the ground.


    Brendan didn’t stop moving but Richard ducked out of his grasp and he suddenly crashed down the stairs. Richard landed on his feet, swiftly holstering his pistol and grabbing his sword. He groaned, still at the top of the stairs and holding himself up with the stone archway. He kicked the bowl to the side and it spiraled off the edge of the altar. On the ground before him, Brendan was igniting his greaves and sword again. The flames on the blade whipped in the wind and Richard glanced around warily.


    The stone he was standing on was drenched in blood and he was still trying to catch his breath. This was, in no way, a place to try and fight.


    “Ah, fuck this. The poetry of a final fight can go and fuck itself,” Richard grumbled, dropping to the ground. He had no idea how far his crew had gotten with the fuse. But it didn’t matter, because he spotted the line near the base of the altar and hurriedly dug out his flint. Sparks flew right as he heard a pair of boots stomping behind him. He glanced back, the flint tumbling from his fingers. He was in a bad spot with no retreat and very little room to maneuver against a man so much bigger than himself.


    “There comes a time when a man has to do something that he doesn’t want to do. How you define yourself comes from how you deal with it. You’re a good kid, Richard, and I’m teaching you this so you won’t ever need to use it,” a voice said in his mind.


    “Malik,” Richard said, drawing his sword and setting his feet properly. Brendan charged while Richard steeled himself. Their blades met and within a few seconds, Brendan’s sword clattered to the ground a few feet away. Without any preamble, Richard stabbed him straight through the heart.


    “What – ” Brendan breathed, clutching at his chest.


    “I had demonized you and I guess I was hoping for something a bit more worthy,” Richard answered. But then a flaming fist grabbed at him. Richard pulled back, having let his guard down. He felt the hand latch onto his amulet. “Ah!” he cried out. The metal burned into his chest and, in his hurry to remove it, he grabbed onto the pendant, searing his hand in the process. He yanked at the cord roughly to break it before tossing it across the clearing. He hissed, shaking his hand and noted idly that Brendan’s flaming sword had landed further along the fuse.


    “Fucking idiot,” he griped as his skin cooled. He knew that there was going to be some kind of scar, both on his chest and in his palm. “Take cover!” Richard screamed at the top of his lungs, running for cover himself. Everyone followed suit, even those that hadn’t heard him. They seemed to know that something bad was about to happen.


    When the explosion went off, Richard wasn’t disappointed. There was a crack of stone and a blast of dust, sand and stone shards showered over the area. Richard flinched, hiding behind a large tree that proved to be more protecting that he could have hoped.


    “Well, that was disappointing,” Spark said after it had settled a bit, flittering up to rest on his shoulder and curling her legs to one side. “With how big of a deal you were making, I was expecting something a bit more destructive,” she noted while Richard glanced around the tree.


    “I need more explosives,” Richard admitted. The stone altar had cracked unevenly and most of it had crumbled near where Brendan’s had been stabbed.


    “Or how about someone who knows what they are doing?” Spark asked casually. Richard looked at her from the corner of his eye, irises all but thin slits.


    “I’m nae sure if I’m going to hate you or like you.”


    “I would call this a trial period,” she retorted, mirroring his expression. Richard cracked a smile.


    “A sense of humor. You may just survive dealing with me with your sanity intact after all,” he said casually.


    “Are you done yet? Can we please get off this island?” Madison demanded, brushing dust off her legs and crossing her arms. Richard glanced at the ruined altar. Trees were on fire and people were rapidly vanishing into the forest and the dark beyond the flames.


    “I would say ma work here is done,” he admitted. Spark rolled her eyes and made a noise somewhere between a snort and a laugh while trying to containing her reaction.


  




  

    Chapter 24 A Sailors Sunset



    “Not bad,” Todd said, whistling as he walked into the captain’s cabin on the Golden Eagle. After Brendan had bite the dust Todd with the little forewarning, had managed to take over the dead pirates ship and while it had been a few days the Burning Sea was his with crew enough to sail. It was late that evening and Richard’s fingers drummed rapidly along the surface of the desk. “So, do you want your old friend back?” he asked, looking around the room in a blatant attempt to avoid eye contact.



    “He’s alive?” Richard asked, swallowing the surprise in his throat. Then he shrugged. “I doubt there is anything left of the man I admired in that shell. I don’t think I want to see him.”


    “Well, yeah, I can understand that. But I can’t think of anywhere to take him,” he replied.


    “I’ve got a feeling that ma mom would nae like to have him around. But I do have the address for his sister – she lives in the colony of York. Give me a second and I’ll write it down,” Richard said, digging through his desk for a piece of parchment paper.


    “He’s your mentor,” Todd insisted. “I mean, he may look a little rough around the edges….”


    “I am heading back to the main land. I have a promise I need to fulfill and a future to look out for,” Richard said, cutting him off. “Besides, I would like ma memories of the man to remain as they are. Seeing him in the state he is likely to be in,” Richard paused, repressing a shudder. “I would rather nae.”


    “I can’t say I blame you. But I can’t help feeling guilty when I look at him,” Todd admitted.


    “Well, Captain Todd, I just asked you to take him to someone who can help. I am sure the tattoos on his arms will be all the proof they need,” Richard said, handing over the address.


    “You do realize that when word about this gets out, we are both going to be hunted down,” Todd said seriously, looking at the cabin door as if it was going to be broken down any moment now.


    “I am well aware of it and part of me is actually looking forward to it. But I think you could make a case of plausible deniability. I am taking Dame Madison to her home. Beyond that, I plan on making it a habit to hunt down anything attached to Blackbeard. Feel free to rat me out if he catches you. Be sure to let him know that Britannia is most likely where I’ll be hanging out,” Richard informed.


    “Why tell me to rat you out?”


    “If there is one thing I have learned from Malik, it’s that no man can withstand all pressures and that all men will break. So, I don’t expect you to cover ma ass when yours is on the line. At least this way, I know that it’s all a matter of time,” Richard explained.


    “Would you like to at least say goodbye to him?” Todd asked. “You may never see him again.”


    “Let me think about it. I’ve got a few things I need to wrap up and get everything situated. Besides, I wouldn’t mind bolstering up ma crew for at least the first trip.”


    “Whatever, I am surprised at your reluctance. I always thought you busting out that map was because of what happened to Malik,” Todd said, stroking at the red stubble on his chin.


    “A man could give a million reasons for why he does something, but I have mixed emotions on the man as it is,” Richard replied curtly. “Now, um, I need to start organizing some paperwork and get things ready for the trip east,” he said. Todd frowned, realizing that Richard was more than ready to be left alone.


    “Just let me know if you change your mind,” Todd said, raising the paper in farewell and walking away. The door shut behind him while Richard picked up the quill again, jotting things down on a sheet of parchment. Spark watched him as she flitted down from the rafters and grew to normal size. Once she was near the ground, she sat on the front edge of his desk, long pale legs kicking idly as she watched him from over her shoulder.


    “So, who is Malik?” she asked nonchalantly. Richard glanced up at her but went right back to his paperwork. He sighed, setting his quill aside and slumping in his chair. Spark watched his eyes shift, as if contemplating the question. “I won’t say anything, if that’s what you’re worried about,” she added. But it remained silent in the cabin for a long few moments.


    “It’s complicated,” he finally said. “A lot of people, especially family, have a very complicated and tangled relation with me. Malik is probably the worst tangle and it’s touchy. He had his face burned when he was on the ship that Brendan captured. He was stubborn and he was made a very painful example,” Richard explained, clenching his fists. It seemed that he wasn’t sure how much should be said.


    “And?” Spark pressed.


    “Look,” Richard said, pressing the tips of his fingers together. “I think I should have just said that he was a friend and that example.” His face twisted in regret of his words, realizing that he could have kept most of it to himself. “Let’s just say we have loose family ties and leave it at that. If you want a history lesson, go read a book. There are far more interesting and important people out there that you can ask about,” he said instead.


    “But, I’m asking about –” Spark pressed.


    “Spark, shut up,” Richard interrupted with a calm tone. “You can wait. All things come to those who wait,” he said in the same calm tone. But she only glared at him.


    “You’re a rude bastard,” she huffed, hopping of the desk in a flurry of wings. By the next instant, she was shrunk down and flying out of the room. Richard watched the door, working his jaw and trying to reign in painful memories.


    “Sam!” he shouted and the cabin boy immediately rushed in. “I am going to bed and I do nae wish to be bothered. Can you keep everyone out of ma room in the meantime? Just for an hour or so, nae all night,” Richard said to clarify. Sam nodded, exiting the room and shutting the door behind him.


    “Oh, and make sure you get… never mind, the tunic is fine,” Richard said, shaking his head. He got up from his chair and reached for the drapes that separated his bed from the front of the room.


    He looked at the large bed longingly before approaching and unlatching the back window and watching the waves rocking below. There was a rowboat with a lantern bobbing in the waves. He pushed out a rope ladder and made his way down. When he made it to the rowboat, he placed both hands together. It immediately began to row itself at an alarming rate that almost threw Richard backwards. “This magic stuff is going to take some getting used to,” he said to himself as he regained his balance.


    The dark sky above with dusted with brilliant stars and he slumped his shoulders. He felt relaxed with the hilt of his sword in his hands and he took a deep breath. The rowboat moved along the Burning Sea where so much had gone wrong. He tied the rowboat in and climbed to the deck. He sighed, smiling when he saw that it was barren. Todd was giving him one last favor. He didn’t stay long on the upper deck but headed straight for the belly of the ship. His eyes weren’t much use when he hit the very bottom, but he knew the way like the back of his hand. With a deep breath, he stopped at a door in the stern of the ship and pulled it open. He heard someone inside pulling their legs back.


    Richard didn’t bother with a lantern and sat down. He didn’t even need to see the man but he could still remember what happened that day.


    “Strike the colors, we surrender!” someone cried and Richard scanned the crowd. He was in a panic and didn’t have a clue. He heard the pirates were gaining on them and that their only hope was to run. A hand rested on his shoulder and Richard glanced up at a tall man with slightly tanned skin. He furrowed his brow.


    “These pirates are only interested in cargo. As soon as they get what they want, we will be free to go,” he had told Richard.


    “Yeah, Dad,” Richard replied, the term feeling right on his tongue. Even if it wasn’t entirely true. Regardless, he never had the guts to call him by his real name.


    “Just don’t give them any trouble, okay? Take it one step at a time,” he said, resting both hands on Richard’s shoulders.


    Back in the present day, Richard clapped a hand over his mouth and nose. He didn’t want to think about what had happened and so banished the thoughts from his mind. There was screaming in his mind and he couldn’t tell if it was a memory or if he was berating himself. He glanced into the darkness, knowing full well what was hiding beyond.


    “Coward,” he mumbled to himself, reaching for a candle and lighting the wick.


    A scarred and worn face blinked up at him, wincing from the flickering light now shining down on him. There was a large burn circling around his left eye that was so severe, the skin was in ribbons and barely hanging on. There were a few tattoos on his arms that had been pushed together with long, thin needles. The skin nearby was almost burned black and the man who had once been muscular was now more of a corpse than anything else.


    Richard looked at him but the man merely stared at the candle now that his eyes had adjusted. It was such a single-minded focus that Richard could never share it, nor would he want to. The black burns. Each time Richard focused in on them, he could see more needles and he knew exactly what they were for. They were kept embedded in the skin with only a portion visible. That end could be heated by a flame and the rest of the needle would also heat up, causing immense pain that seemed to dig into the body. At least, that was Brendan’s thought process. Richard was under the belief that the nerve endings and nearby tissue would become destroyed after time from constant pain and heat.


    With quiet fingers, Richard reached for his wineskin, passing it over the ground while the sound of scraping metal filled his ears. The man grabbed it up greedily and drained the ale within, some of it dribbling down his chin. While the man was occupied, Richard stood to his feet and found the key to release his shackles. Once the chains fell off, he gently removed the needles.


    The prisoner was so far gone that he didn’t even notice. All he had ever known was fire. Subdued anger filled Richard when he noticed that the prisoner’s fingers and a few toes were much shorter. On both hands and feet, burn scars dotted his flesh, simply adding to the anger Richard felt.


    He took a deep breath, looking at the withered husk of a man that was now alleviated of all his pain. Richard took another breath to steady himself.


    “What is broken can never truly be made whole again. Both in body and in, - in,” he stammered, trying to stop feeling anything. He knew he was wasting his breath and this needed to be done. With the small pillow in his hands, he leaned forward and placed it right on the man’s face, smothering him. His stubbed fingers reached out, trying to latch onto to Richard’s wrists and push him away. The basic human instinct to keep on living, even if it was in the pit he had been chained in for years.


    “This is how you fight, Richard,” Malik said. “And when all bets are off, you kick him low or curl up tight.” Tears pricked in Richard’s eyes, stinging his cheeks where they fell. A shadow of a smirk curled his lips; even the teasing seemed like good memories now.


    Just as suddenly as it started, it was over. He fell limp, hands twitching one last time. Richard stood to his feet, trying to remain as stoic as possible. He gathered up the body, vaguely surprised at how light the body was, and quietly left the ship. When he was on the top deck, he glanced around to see if anyone was nearby.


    Richard’s objective was simple, so he dropped the man’s body in the boat – with no real dignity or honor – and slowly rowed back to the island. Once at the beach, he carried him in silence until he found an open grave and slowly placed him below. He stopped and looked for a moment, simply reflecting.


    “You taught me a lot, old man, a lot of good things. And I will always look up to you for what you did. I don’t know what happened or why it all fell apart all those years ago, but I don’t care much to know. Just know this: when I think of success – true success – I think back to what you had done and keep that in mind. Thank you, Malik. You may nae have been ma father by blood, but you were the closest thing I had,” he said, taking a steadying breath.


    The sun was slowly rising in the distance by the time the grave was filled and animals were being roused one by one. As the sun crested the horizon, a rustle of branches to the west caught his attention.


    “Hey, Richard. I was wondering who was out here,” a voice called. Kareem marched through the brush, staring curiously at the small mound of dirt and what little was caked into Richard’s pants. His stare turned questioning.


    “I had something that I needed to take care of,” Richard said, glancing down at the grave. Behind Kareem, he could see the jungle cat padding into the clearing and his lips twitched. For some reason, the big cat unnerved him.


    “You did say I could bring him. Oh, um, is there any trouble with me bringing more than a few animals?” he asked, ducking his head in slight embarrassment.


    “So long as they keep to themselves and don’t defecate everywhere, I won’t give you any trouble. Have you seen that bat anywhere?” Richard asked, suddenly being reminded of Flutters.


    “Already in the hold. She’s hiding and getting a good night’s sleep. I was just collecting some food for her, as well,” Kareem said proudly, reaching into his bag. He pulled out a jar that was filled to the top with bugs.


    “I never would have thought of that,” Richard admitted, staring at the jar.


    “There are a lot of things people don’t think of when dealing with animals. I may have a bit of skill, but even I do a lot of work and study before any animal can become a full time companion,” he said, reaching down to scratch the cat’s ear. “Does the rest of the crew know you are here?”


    “Do they know you are?” Richard asked instead. “I have a feeling that it’s no on both counts. Are you trying to get left behind?”


    “Well, you did get rid of a lot of things that caused me trouble. This place has been home for a long time so it’s a little hard to just up and leave,” Kareem admitted, looking back at the forest wistfully.


    “Nae a feeling that I am too familiar with,” Richard acknowledged. Kareem gave him a confused look.


    “I was expecting you to say you were or understood. Something like that,” he said, shrugging.


    “I have no time to waste on lies that do no benefit me. I do nae know and will nae try to bond, shall we say, by saying that I do. I have better things to do with ma time. Like napping,” Richard said pointedly. “I have a boat on the shore if you want to head back. There’s one last order of business to take care of before it is time to go,” he said and Kareem nodded.


    “If you want, I can join you. I wouldn’t mind drawing this out as long as possible,” he admitted sheepishly. Richard merely shrugged as they made their way back to the beach.


    “I am in no real hurry, but the boat can get us there faster. Sit back and try nae to be too surprised when it begins rowing itself,” Richard said, stepping into the lifeboat. The jungle cat eyed him cautiously before curling up in the middle.


    “This thing can row itself?” Kareem asked dubiously. Richard smirked when Kareem stepped in and nearly jumped out when it began to skim the water with no force behind it.


    “Yep,” Richard said, closing his eyes. He was dog tired after a long night and even though it was fruitless, he did want to get some amount of sleep. Sometime later, he was shaken awake and immediately began walking like a man who had gotten much more sleep. He passed through an open gate and stopped halfway through.


    “Well, this is a surprise,” Richard said, nodding his head in approval.


    “Okay then, make sure all the supplies are accounted for. I want all the stores taken care of and make sure to bring in all the basic history – including cultures, magical creatures, plus anything on naval combat. And I mean anything!” Boss shouted and a person that Richard didn’t recognize nodded and rushed off. Then Boss noticed him watching. “Richard, we couldn’t find you. So, I took the liberty of getting some gear together and as much information as possible,” he said. Then Richard noticed that something was off about him.


    “Are you smiling?” he asked, looking at Kareem to make sure he was seeing the same thing.


    “Well, Conan gave me a history book – the whole thing was really interesting. I have to admit, it made me realize that I really have no knowledge of much outside of hand-to-hand combat. So, I needed some extra books,” Boss said. And from there, he went on about how one topic led to another and if some of them needing updating. “And we couldn’t find you, so we all decided to head out,” he said, briefly pausing to catch his breath. Richard rubbed at one eye; he seriously needed a full night’s sleep and he was only catching every three words that Boss spoke. “Well, we ended up drawing some attention, but I got everything worked out. We’ve got a crew of about twenty-two now,” Boss finished. Richard shook his head, trying to refocus on what was happening.


    “So, you needed information, got people working and added to the crew,” he surmised, clapping Boss on the shoulder. “Good work. Appreciate the hard work, I really do,” he said, patting him on the back. “I need to talk to Conan, alright? Make sure everyone is ready to get moving before midafternoon.”


    “If you don’t mind me asking, where did you go? And is this going to be a regular thing?” Boss asked, watching as Richard passed him by.


    “It was personal, and no, I will nae. You hold me to this: I will nae do this often, if at all. I’ll make a habit of telling you, but this was something that I didn’t want to be questioned on,” Richard admitted. Boss briefly glanced between him and Kareem.


    “If you say so. Anyway, Conan is talking with Spark and Laurella up near the house. Last I heard, they were going on about the nature of the island,” he informed.


    “That’s interesting,” Richard said, honestly interested.


    “I think it’s a waste of time, but Laurella and Spark already have everything they wanted taken care of. So, they decided to chat him up. What about you, anything else you need?” he asked.


    “Nae really. You seem to have everything well in hand. Let me know if anything comes up,” he said, continuing towards the house.


    “As in something I can’t handle?” Boss asked, eyeing him curiously.


    “No, as in people I should nae partner up since they seem to hate each other. I’ve got a feeling that you could take care of everything but I prefer to be kept in the loop,” Richard informed calmly.


    “Ah, well Tin is taking care of inventory – he’s a good worker. I’ll have him bring you the paperwork,” he said, smirking.


    “Dandy,” Richard replied, feeling a bit of his soul escaping between his teeth. “Kareem, make sure you get your cat back on the ship. And remind me to set up a room so that way you and your allies will be near the top deck.”


    “Can’t we sleep in the crow’s nest?” he asked eagerly.


    “If you can get the cat up there, be ma guest,” he replied, glancing around the clearing. Almost as if it would explain why Kareem thought of putting a jungle cat up so high.


    “I don’t think the cat will be an issue.” he said.


    ” I am sure there is someplace below deck that she could sleep if it is a promblem,” Richard said, nodding before vanishing among the working crew. He spotted the three people he was looking for on the other side of the area. They were midway through the conversation when he stepped near.


    “So, that’s wat I fink. It’s some kind of place where imagination and will power become a physical substance. And it bends reality to da will of the people,” Conan was explaining, hands shifting as if were playing with some kinds of puzzle.


    “I think it’s an illusion and the whole thing is in our mind,” Spark insisted, floating in the air carelessly. “Magic can do that, not to mention causing mental breakdowns,” she said, raising one finger in an I-have-a-point motion.


    “I know for a fact that you wouldn’t be able to read if this was a magical illusion. And as for mental breakdowns, well, that’s a bit dodgy. If anything, I think we are all dead and that this is our collective idea of an acceptable conclusion. We get some revenge and sail off into the sunset,” Laurella said.


    “Eh, as far as heaven goes, I could think of a couple of improvements. And as for hell, doesn’t seem too much different from the rest of the world. So, no surprises there,” Richard said, garnering the groups attention. “Sorry to interrupt, but I wanted to talk to Conan about his equipment and I thought it would be best to do it while I was still thinking about it.”


    “Ah, yes,” Conan said. “If you’d like, I ‘ave a kettle on,” he said, offering them some tea.


    “Only if it has lots of sugar!” Spark said, perking right up at the offer. Conan opened the door and Spark flew right past them, leaving Conan to shake his head in amusement while Laurella and Richard walked in. He passed out cups, chuckling when Spark enlarged then shrunk right back down, holding a now mini cup of tea. Richard sipped at his, watching while Conan got comfortable in an armchair. With a motion of his cup from Conan, Richard began to talk about the weapons.


    “Other than the gun having an issue with one misfire, I haven’t had any issues with it, outside of the wet gunpowder issues but that’s common for all fire arms,” he said, starting to pace the small house. He always seemed to keep an eye on the front window.


    “Hmm, good to know. I am thinking of working the ammunition into something that would be easier to load, since it seems a bit impossible to get off more than one shot each,” Conan admitted, tapping at his chin thoughtfully and smoothing down the hairs on his black and bushy mustache.


    “Too bad you can’t make the ignition and bullet solid. Something you could load and unload faster,” Laurella casually commented.


    “That’s not a bad idea,” Conan admitted, wagging his finger. “I also ‘ave a little something extra as well – would love for you to see what the range is,” he said, pausing and getting out of his chair. After a bit of rummaging through the house, he returned with a longer version of Tooth and Claw. “I want to see if this works better,” he said, tossing the long weapon at Richard. Richard fumbled with his tea, managing to spill most of it, but he caught the weapon. There was a leather strap meant to keep the weapon around someone’s shoulder and attached to that were a small bag and a horn.


    “I’ll let you know when I look into it. What do you think?” he mused, aiming the last bit more at himself and noticing the horn. “Long Horn. I guess that will work, but I don’t know. I’ve got enough on me, I think I might pass this one off to someone else. If you don’t mind.”


    “So long as you give me a field report. All the same, I am surprised you were able to work out the pistol so quickly,” Conan commented while Richard shouldered the rifle. He placed the butt near his shoulder and looked down the barrel.


    “It’s a hand cannon. The principle is the same, even if the practice is different,” Richard said.


    “Do be careful. That one ‘as a bit of a kick to it,” he warned, watching cautiously as Richard put the rifle down and nodded.


    “Good to know.” Richard said, as he looked it over, in his hands.


    ” Just get out of here, you pirate,” he said, waving him off. Richard smirked, nodding towards the door. The women understood and headed outside while Richard gave Conan a firm handshake.


    “Thank you. Expect to see me again sometime,” Richard said. With a solid nod, he made his way outside and towards the ship, the rest of his crew in tow.


    “Now then!” Richard announced, straightening out and clasping his hands behind his back. They were back on the ship and the crew was gathered together on the main deck. “We will be making a beeline for Britannia. It’s got the biggest port on the planet, so if anyone wants to cut ties, that would be your best place to go,” he said, noticing a spike in murmuring. “Now then, with this in mind, if anyone has any warrants, now would be a good time to head for the other ship. Otherwise, you’re going to be in trouble if you have one of those faces. For those of you who are nae – or do nae – want to be a pirate, we will be sailing under a ‘trading gear’ flag and will nae be attacking or privateering on our maiden voyage. If there are any questions, feel free to talk to me or Mister Boss here. Dismissed, we will be departing shortly,” he finished, turning away from the gather crowd.


    “Want me to do a head count after we set sail?” Madison asked and Richard nodded.


    “Aye, and thanks for being so patient. I’ve got a feeling you’ve been wanting to get going. Now,” Richard said, pushing open the double doors to the Captain’s Quarters. He smirked, shutting the doors behind him and relaxing into his chair. His feet were kicked up on the desk and he decided that it was finally time to relax.


  




  

    Interlude 01 How much is your Gender worth?


    Richard let out a long yawn, the golden Eagle was moving, like a dream to the point Richard had fallen asleep while handling the papers, filing out the individual members of his crew. He blinked his mind still a little groggy. He checked his papers, he was currently looking over Laurella’s page detailing her qualifications. He sat back in his chair and moved to wipe his chin when he frowned realizing he didn’t have his facial hair. He frowned, “Okay guys,” he said figuring he was being pranked or something. His and chest felt very heavy or something. “How much did I drink, this night?” he questioned as he realized it was still dark out.


    “Riiiich!” came a shout as Richard jumped at the voice rushing for the door. He frowned as he opened the first set of doors between him and the open deck.


    “That voice sounded off yet familiar,” he thought before he was hit full contact with someone, Richard fell back as a tug it his chest, the gravity felt off as he glanced forward to see a male fairy. “I must still be drunk,” Richard wondered aloud.


    “Richard where are you, why the hell I am a guy?” The male fairy shouted floating back up and panicking. Richard tilted his head the hair was very short, a bit more muscle but still a string bean but the fairy was wearing Spark’s short dress.


    “Spark?” he asked needing confirmation.


    “Richard!” The fairy said in realization Richard glanced down to see two round orbs were nothing but muscle.


    “By the void!” he shouted getting up as he realized his voice had gone up a few octaves. It didn’t take long for the panic to spread as Richard felt the ship erupt. Richard winced as the mass crew managed to storm, up the deck.


    “Richard, what the hell is going on?” Madison shouted as a bodybuilder approached Richard from behind. “This is weird,” she admitted as Spark stood up, “Very weird.”


    “Which one of you idiots decided to mess with magic?” Spark accused frowning,


    “This is weird,” Goliam said as Richard turned only to freeze,


    “You might want to put a shirt on or something,” Richard offered as despite the crew looking female it seems one can’t rewire the male mind so easy.


    “I don’t think there is a shirt big enough,” Arken said from the crowd, also sorry but I am borrowing someone’s pants as my normal choose in shorts is very, uncomfortable,” Arken announced,


    “I’ll get a towel Spark offered, as she grabbed onto Goliam’s arm to escort him to the side.


    “Now then this is going to be a weird concept but something like this does not happen randomly. We need to search the ship from top to bottom, everyone needs to check their personal effects in case someone brought on some kind of magical artifact. Spark believes this is magic so everyone starts looking.” Richard announced and after a second, the group vanished, He watched Eagle Eye up onto the main mass, the native colonial doing his best to adjust.


    “Morsina, keep an eye on him just in case he falls, but don’t look like it.” He glanced over at the Moth male.


    “Sure, flying might be a bit easier now,” Morsina admitted as her wings gave a testing wave.


    “Thank you,” Boss said with a nod as he headed down to the lowest open deck before heading down into the ship itself. The crew moved sluggishly a few people were talking while others were frantically tossing things around hunting for the source. Richard ducked under a pillow He frowned as he heard some kind of scratching noise as he glanced up at the rafters.


    “Hey Kareem, outside of Cliff did you bring anything else on board?” he asked, as Kareem walked over Richard Glanced away.


    “No I don’t think so but that fruit bat had been fallowing me around for a while so she may be hanging around,” Kareem said,


    “Yeah fair enough I thought I heard something so hopefully it’s the bat,” Richard admitted,


    “I NEED MY DICK BACK!” came out a cry as one of the crew members rushed passed the pair.


    “Well I guess some people are handling this better than others,” Kareem said, Richard nodded in agreement.


    “Speaking of which we should back to looking before this starts putting ideas in people’s head,” Richard admitted with a sigh. Richard moved around as he headed lower into the deck, passing by cannons, cannon balls, powder and all kinds of gear. Heading to the lowest part of the ship, He slid the cover off to so the side. The Golden Eagle had these covers to keep people from dropping down every level of the ship but still left it open to lower and unload large objects. Richard grabbed the lantern taking a match out of his coat, he burned the wick as he let the light go out. He heard some whimpering as he glanced up to see Jill looking down the steep steps Richard took down.


    Shaking his head he glanced around the crates and gear, moving around some of the barrels glancing at a few of them. “If I have to open each of these up one at a time I swear,” Richard frowned, he moved to squeeze between to crates “Ack,” Richard paused as his eyes went wide, “You got to be kidding me,” he complained trying to adjust himself.


    “Richard you down here?” Boss called out as he moved down the stairs, “That you Richard?” Boss turned the crate to see Richard stuck.


    “I hate this so much,” Richard admitted, as Boss started to laugh. Richard frowned as he tried to move out.


    “Ah, ah, ah,” he winced as he slid out. “That was painful,” Richard admitted rubbing his chest, “Where is your shield at?” Richard asked noticing that Boss was lacking his upper body armor.


    “Well,” Boss said running his hand through his much longer hair.


    “Well?” Richard encouraged


    “I don’t want to talk about, this is weird I kind of want to fix this problem, and never, ever think about it again,” Boss admitted, “Being in this body has thrown my fighting style out of whack. Not mention running has got a lot, harder,” he admitted,


    “Why is that?” Richard asked; Boss gave him a look that questioned Richard’s intelligence as he clapped both hands onto his newly acquired bosom.


    “I can practically juggle these things if they were not attached,” Boss complained.


    Richard opened his mouth but paused, “I am not going there, anyway since your down here how about helping me out.” He motioned to the crate. The both shouldered the crate shifting,


    “I really miss the upper body strength,” Richard lamented as they showed it to the side. Richard grabbed the lantern, “You know this would be a lot easier, If we knew what caused it,” Richard admitted,


    “What can cause it?” Boss asked as Richard glanced over the extra supplies, rope, cloth, and Salted meats.


    “Well, the most likely, which is the worst and best possibility a magical illness,” Richard explained, Boss paused as Richard tore off a tarp glancing at a crate filled with barrels of rum.


    “How can it be both the best or worst?” Boss asked, a little confused at the comment.


    “Well a magical Illness is like any illness, it has a time limit, or it kills you. The same idea but with magic you don’t always know what you get, I heard some people like, turn into monsters, animals, heck some people think the Bendact Beastia, are part of a string of a magical illness. However the problem with that is we don’t know the time limit, could be two days could be the rest of your life.” Richard said laughing at the morbid thought.”


    “I see what you mean,” Boss admitted,


    “Yep, ah,” Richard frowned as he adjusted his coat, “The other option is a magical artifact, which can range from something the size of a coin to some a totem pole, mind you the totem pole would be a lot easier to find.”


    “So just two options then?” Boss asked as he paused as Richard hung his head as he closed his eyes to prevent looking at his chest. “Richard?”


    “There are two other options, one can be plausible, but I don’t think it’s possible, the final is impossible due to the fact the only spell caster still alive, Is currently cleaning up a massive war, so he is out.” Richard laughed nervously.


    “What about the third?” Boss asked


    “Divine interventions, a Divine being altering reality, normally if they are involved well you’re usually fucked,” Richard admitted,


    “Is this common?” Boss asked,


    “No, normally it’s an old folk story limited to small interventions, Divine beings are normally limited to what they have domain over so having anything this out of the ordinary is unheard of. Mind you if someone gets hit with lighting people wonder about that idea,” Richard admitted, implying a more subtle possibility underlying the past.


    “Hmm, so you’re hoping that it’s the artifact cause it would be easier to fix?” Boss admitted, “How?”


    “We will see, some of them you just need to get some distance, others it’s some kind of simple solution. Or so I heard,” Richard explained as he stopped coming to the end of the storage area.


    “You said it could be the size of a coin, so we should have to go over every inch of this ship,” Boss reminded, but Richard waved his hand,


    “I am not in the mood to go through all this stuff, in the dark, we can set up a pulley system and pull this stuff up and go through it in the light,” Richard explained as headed back,


    “I wasn’t aware we had one,” Boss admitted, “Hmm I really should work on getting to know the ship better,” Boss admitted,


    “You got a long list so I wouldn’t worry about it learn at your own pace,” Richard encouraged patting the man on the shoulder.


    “Ah,” came a caw that Richard twitched, glancing around


    “Did you hear that?” Richard asked,


    “Maybe?” asked a familiar voice as Richard and Boss turned to see a man in blue and gold clothing Richard was not familiar with. He had a familiar scarlet bird on his arm we was stroking, “It’s good to see you again, which is much easier no,” said the familiar bearded face.


    “Oh boy,” Richard replied as he wondered about helping the man.


    “I take it this is a Devine being?” Boss asked,


    “I prefer god,” Loki admitted as he raised his hand forcing the bird of it. Richard glared at the bird as it flew past him. “And I never did get to fully thank you for helping me out on the island, So I figured a new experience was just what the doctor ordered.” He said with a pleasant smile, as he flipped a coin suddenly shifted forms into a black haired woman with ample assets in a long skin tight red dress, as she hovered in the air.


    “I hate that bird,” Richard admitted before turning back to the being sitting on his cargo. “I was really hoping to avoid something like this,” Richard gestured to his body.


    “I have to admit I slept with worse, Long blonde hair, exotic eyes, and nice tits,” he admitted, “But seeing as how I slept with a horse anything is really a step up,” he admitted with a smile as Boss looked at Richard in concern.


    “Right,” Boss said rubbing the back of his head as he glanced at Richard who just shrugged.


    “Well I was a horse at the time,” Loki admitted, as he shifted back into his male form with the flip of a coin.


    “So now what?” Richard asked hoping to get everything over with. “I don’t think I can be of much use to you.”


    “Your head,” Loki said shifting back into his female form. As he suddenly appeared in front of Richard’s face. Boss made a move for his weapon but stopped himself “But seeing as how I made a promise, a good interesting Life, as soon as you die I can get on with my own business, but you lawyer boy, have tied my hands on just offing you. I am a man of my word. So do keep me entertained,” he said, “I Loki shall be keeping my eye on you,” and with that, he vanished as the coin dropped from where Loki was before dropping and rolling to a stop at Richard’s feet.


    “Well,” Richard said as he flipped the coin hoping Loki flipping it would do the same for him. Richard caught it and shifted back to his male form. Releasing a sigh of relief he hadn’t realized he had been holding. “Well,” Richard said surprising Boss as he flipped it again reverting to a female.


    “You are not going to keep that are you?” Boss asked in concern then looking at Richard as if worried for his sanity.


    “Captain goes Last, so until everyone is in their proper place if something goes wrong I share that fate till the last,” Richard said handing Boss the coin. “That and it would make an excellent disguise,”


    “I think I would rather die,” Boss said flipping the coin only to stay female. “Oh so this is how it’s going to be,” Boss said groaning as he kneeled down to pick up the coin dropping it on the intended side and turning back to normal.


    “I am going to my cabin, when I get there you let everyone know I said I would change back last, not that I want a sex change,” Richard chuckled “They may start swarming if I walk around male so we would have some issues. If this gets fought over we may have a new man to woman ratio on this ship.”


    “So long as it’s not me,” Boss said as he paused at the bottom of the steps.


    Richard walked up the stairs and headed back to the deck. “Richard,” as the captain jumped as who he thought was Madison approached him. “Sorry, this weird I am so much,” Madison gestured She had almost doubled her size shoulders were broader more muscle mass. Madison’s hair was even shorter than normal Richard frowned going to stroke his chin only to realize it was clean.


    “Not the only thing, you seem to be handling it well, walk with me I am going to my cabin,” Richard informed.


    “Is it sad that my life would be so much easier, in this form,” Madison admitted, with a sigh.


    “A sad truth of the world,” Richard agreed, “However no life is without issues, thinking of making the change permanent?”


    “Tempting but no, I fought so hard to become a knight, it would cheapen it if I took the easy way out.” She said, “So the sooner we fix this problem the better.” Richard headed up frowning as he flinched away from the light.


    Richard frowned a few people, seemed to have seated themselves looking at the water. Richard took a deep breath not wanting to look at them this situation. Richard walked in with Madison moving into the cabin as well. Richard frowned as he picked up a mirror.


    “I wonder if this is what I would look like if I was born or if this is an ideal, in my head given form by magic.” Richard mused, “Anyway here pick this coin up and flip it,” he instructed


    “Okay,” Madison eyed Richard as she picked it up, dropping the coin as she felt the familiar for of her body. “Okay,” she repeated with a lot more awe.


    “Leave the coin and the first person you see you inform them to go here and tell them to flip the coin like you did and so on, try to keep this orderly okay,” Richard pleaded, Sam walked in as the two glanced at him. Sam raised an eyebrow in confusion looking at Richard.


    “Right Sam could you flip this?” Richard asked as Sam paused for a second then walked up to the coin. Richard watched Sam flip the coin as Richard swore he saw something flash blue, for a brief second as the coin landed Sam eyed the female captain in confusion.


    “There is a moral in there, somewhere,” Richard said as Sam glanced around before looking at Richard, “I am afraid everything is in order, more or less. So feel free to entertain yourself around the ship.” Richard said waving him off.


    “Okay,” Madison paused, “the crew isn’t too big this shouldn’t take too long. But I’ll be sure to keep this orderly,” She said with a smile,” Spark moved next to him as Richard walked away from the table and looked out the windows of the Golden Eagle.


    The coin kept flipping as the ships excitement grew as everyone spread the word. Richard took a deep breath as Laurella walked in, “Well Captain, I think we are the last three, He glanced over to see a rather thin and lengthy, Laurella she was still sporting her normal clothing and it worked rather well.


    She flipped the coin letting it land it returning to her form. Spark picked it up and did the same leaving only Richard. “Alright let’s put an end to this game,” Richard said with a smile only for Spark to flip the coin between her fingers. “Spark,” lee said frowning at her.


    “Oh you look so cute, can I at least play with your hair for a little while,” She begged, as Richard felt his head twitch back.


    “What?” he asked as Spark zipped around, “Hey wait a minute,” Richard said trying to push her away as Laurella laughed at the situation.


    “Please I have not been able to have any fun styling hair and you have so much it’s just, eek,” she squealed a bit,


    “She has a point Hey Madison!” Laurella called out as Madison opened the door only to raise an Eyebrow as Richard made a grab for the coin only for Spark to shrink down.


    “Please, just a little while,” she pleaded as Richard tried in vain to catch him.


    “Dame Madison on my honor Please Help out!” Richard pleaded as he lost his foot and fell over chair leg. “Oh,” he cried out grabbing onto his leg.


    “You are on your own,” Madison said as she headed back onto the deck. Boss was heading up the stairs as Madison exited the dual doors.


    “Seems I wasn’t needed,” Boss said in a plain tone as Madison walked up to the rail and leaned over it glancing at main deck and crew.


    “Sorry about that, but better to be ready and not needed, than needed and not ready,” Madison admitted, “So What are your plans when we get back to land?”


    “Stay on as the first Mate I guess, my brain is being very picky about what I remember. I can speak, read, and Write, all the basic shit is coming back but before the island.” He shrugged, “So, for now, this place is as good as any.” Boss admitted,


    “Well if you ever find yourself in gaslight look me up,” Madison offered as she offered her his hand. He gave it a firm shake,


    “Anyway I am going to go talk to Richard,” Boss informed as he headed, for the door.


    “You have fun with that,” Madison waved off as Richard walked into to see Richard still in female form sitting on a stool as Spark brushed his now very long blonde hair.


    “Help me,” Richard mouthed to him, “It’s like having sisters all over again,” he said in a conspiratorial tone. Boss blinked at Richard before slowly backing out of the door and closing it. “Traitor.” Glaring at him.


    Au: Thanks for making it this far, this story is going to be very manga like. With there being no set consistent length, with stories ranging from Adventure, with plans for some more horror, and of corse my own brand of only slightly amusing comedy. currently working on the third book in the series, and being a parent but each update will be a full arc, for lack of a better word, so don’t be surprised if I don’t update chapters, as I like to rewrite chapters, to better suit characters I have like twenty unused rewritten chapters that I scrapped due to being really bad even by this books standards. Thank you and have a good day.


  




  

    Chapter 26 Getting Your Sea Legs



    First steps back to the old world



    Richard crossed his arms, as he glanced over the map. He glanced out at the sun as Madison glanced up the stairs. “You know for a pirate captain, you would think you would know the basics,” Boss replied with a smirk as Richard frowned,


    “No better time to learn than the present,” Richard replied evenly.


    “So are we going to make any stops on the way? Britannia, it’s not exactly the closest city we could sail to.” James pointed out as he played with his hook spinning it in an out of place.


    “We could but, with our current supplies and time we don’t need to. Besides, I have business there, and if we don’t need to make stops I would rather not.” Madison replied as she set down an odd object that looked like a triangle with a spy glass on it.


    “Um, which one is Britannia?” Boss whispered to Laurella who pointed to an island of the crescent-like continent in that seemed to placed rather close to the upper-most center of the map.


    “It’s part of the upper content now known as Ervon, mainly cause,” she paused, “after the last war that’s what filled the vacuum, with small pockets in the northern coast and south peninsula,”


    “War?” Boss said concerned,


    “Yeah which one?” Richard chuckled, “


    “That comment does not surprise me,” Boss replied as he glanced at Richard,


    “Well we had the great mage war, the great Dragon war, and the year of a hundred wars,” Richard listed off. “The reason for the name is that after the dragon war a lot of ‘important’ people died leaving a lot of land up for grabs. Well, conflict just stemmed from that naturally. If you want I have some books in my quarters if you want a more direct method than recall,” he directed to Laurella, he walked as Jill got up from the floor and trailed after him behind the desk before an audible thump. Richard tilted his throne like chair around when he glanced up to see the bat hanging out on the ceiling details that trailed edges above the captain’s room.


    Richard’s eyes glanced over to the jungle cat Kareem had rested in the corner. He spread out the sheets of paper he had on his desk, as they started to exit his room. He had compiled a rather loose profile for everyone on the ship. He spotted each person Tray, James, Madison, Boss, Laurella, and many others as he glanced at Spark, the last one being the most unusual.


    Richard watched as even the big cat left, Sam just stood to the side he looked at him owlishly as Richard wondered if Sam would need to learn as well. He pulled open a drawer and let his finger grip the brass handle for a second longer than needed before pulling out a map and unrolling it. He could look over a good amount of the world, part of him really wanted to just globe trot, with so many separate continents not to mention the pirate archipelago that they were currently sailing out of. “That would be interesting,” He admitted as he mused on the idea. He glanced over at Sam, “feel free to entertain yourself standing there all day can’t be good for you, just don’t bother anyone,” Richard said waving his hand.


    Like all kids, he quickly scrambled for the door. Richard watched as the door shut as Richard scrambled out of his chair before heading to a wardrobe that was bolted to the wall. He opened it up as a mass of reflective metal met his eye. His hand greedily snatched a massive claymore up as he grabbed a white rag to handle the blade. He held it up as he fingers tighten around the dark wooden grip. The blade felt heavy in his hand as he pointed the tip at the ground letting it hover a few inches above it. He glanced over the blades, all kinds quite a few note suited for use on a ship, as he inspected one that looked like the guard had been made to look like wings. He pulled it out as he noticed the guard had an eagle made out of what appeared to be gold, Richard tested the metal. “Plated this is more of a high-end sword, than a duelist’s sword. He glanced across the room to see an identical wardrobe as well.


    Richard ignored it as he glanced over the mass of blades each on different, some stylized others plain. He couldn’t help but clap his hands together in childish delight since his younger days reading up on the great leader King Arthur and other heroes, he always had a fascination with swords.


    “So a grown main playing with his sword?” Spark said as Richard spun around to see the fairy hovering behind him.


    “Still hanging around I see,” Richard replied ignoring the jab. “Just inspecting the results of my wish is all, what can I do for you?”


    “I can say the same, to be honest, I have only granted two wishes, so I guess you can say I am interested in how this ship handles since my last wish was just immortality.” She floated off as Richard frowned watching her make her way to the other wardrobe hovering over the circle shaped bed in-between them.


    “I am trying to look around on my own I don’t see why you can’t do the same,” Richard said as he frowned at her.


    “I would like to know what has been going on in the world, while I have been trapped in that orb,” she replied she frowned as her hands went to her hips. Richard crossed his arms and glared back as the two stared at each other.


    “Okay let’s see what we have to work with, you hear of the Imperium Romanum? Any earlier than that is well, around that time is sketchy but less so since we have next to no knowledge of life before that, some accounts of city-states before that.”


    “The what?” she asked,


    “look All I can tell you is we have had recently a few major events, the fall of Camelot, about four hundred twenty years ago, The great foundation of the Mage protectorate and the Mage rebellion which bookended the Mage era. Then there was the archmage age which was just filled with the Dragon war which was followed which the hundred years of war, war and the steam revolution which springboard technology. With the world recovering and growing at the current rate is, well, it allows for opportunists to thrive on bad blood between countries. Which brings us up on all major events. “He said as he sat down on his chair and started to organize his papers before putting them into a desk.


    “I think I recall you saying that a lot of magical creatures were killed off, how about some details on that?” she asked as she stood on his desk glaring at him as her hands glowed.


    “I wasn’t alive, but the events in question are called the Dragon war. It ended the Archmage era and a lot of people wonder if all,” Richard closed his mouth as he glanced away.


    “How often have you run into, other people like me?” Spark asked the anger and attitude suddenly dropping off. Richard slumped into his chair as well, as he rubbed his head as he found a knot in the wood flooring that looked interesting.


    “I was born in Usona, I was raised in the highlands, I was educated in Britania, and despite being a sailor I have seen just so much of the world, so I have no idea who or what is still running around, I do know that a lot of none magical creatures do exist. ” Richard explained, he paused but Spark remanded silent just staring at him. “But the Dragon war had ended a long time ago and The Dragon Mage has stated that most magical races, such as yourself, are simply recouping. If you want he would be the best person to talk to.”


    “So what is a Mage Exactly?” Spark pressed as Richard sighed,


    “A mage is a catch-all for Magic users, of all races and genders. The Mages are all but extinct at this point after the Dragon war.” He tentatively explained as Spark watched him.


    “So magic is all but gone?” She frowned,


    “No, I know for a Fact that the last known Mage, is still around. He is called the Dragon Mage and the Dragon war is named after his influence during it. There are other magical beings but the Dragon Mage is the only Benevolent force, everyone else is either a Deity or had gone underground after the war.” Richard explained.


    “So how do I find him?”


    “He’s elusive he pops up from time to time, your best bet would be to travel around looking for him,” Richard advised.


    “Convenient,” Spark replied raising an eyebrow at him, Richard rubbed the back of his head with a sheepish smile. “Still I don’t know how this wish will impact me, so I am wary of leaving just yet all the same.”


    “So you’re stuck here? Richard said as he glanced down at his desk. The room went silent for a while. “I am sorry about that, I want to say I understand your predicament. But I have been in positions I was more or less forced into. All the same, you are more than willing to stay with us as long as want. We are going to Gaslight city, it’s going to be our first stop.” He informed slapping his hands together as he stood strode to the door. “Anyway, I am sorry,” he said facing the door.


    He walked out onto the Deck leaving Spark in his cabin as the smell of salt hit his nostrils. He felt his mind think back to Spark his sympathy going out to the wish granter. “I feel like shit knowing my blessing is her curse,” He thought when his thoughts were interrupted.


    “This ship is a thing of beauty,” Arken commented, Richard, spotted her leaning on the railing port side of the ship he elbows slung over it. Arken was like Spark an unusual individual, with a very human-like form mixed in with an Otter, with a thick layer of fur a brown noise.


    “Aye, I take it when we hit land you and your little Squad will be leaving us?” Richard asked walking over to her keeping his eyes away from her more feminine parts which she only covered with a pair of shorts and a very tight stripped belly shirt.


    “Not sure, to be honest, that seems to be the prevailing mood,” Arken said standing up to her full height as her tail swung round.


    “Hmm,” Richard replied,


    “But you don’t really need a crew the ship sails itself,” Arken remained,


    “Yeah but people who fought with you before you get something worth having, people like that can’t be replaced, be that as it may, I am not going to stop anyone. So relax and enjoy the view of the golden sails.” Richard said as he looked over his ship.


    He spotted Boss sitting on a barrel in the corner with Laurella. He was going over a map with the Doctor seemingly questioning things as he pointed at the map. Richard casually walked over looking at the map.


    “Hi Cap,” Boss greeted, “Just reading up we are porting in a City called Gaslight correct?” he asked,


    “Yep, got plans for when we hit port?” Richard asked he directed his gaze at Laurella.


    “Hoping to keep me around?” she asked crossing her arms and her legs as smirked at him.


    “I would say, yes your skill and ability to work under pressure is second to none,” Richard said cutting to the chase.


    “That Depends,” Laurella said as she rested her index finger on her chin. Richard waited, “Oh your no fun, well it depends on you what are you going to be doing?”


    “A little of this and that, kind of split, between hunting pirates and globetrotting,” Richard admitted.


    “Good,” Laurella said expression darkening even in the bright sun. Richard nodded knowing her reasons for wanting to stick around.


    “Should I bother with asking you?” Richard asked,


    “We going to get into fights?” Boss asked Richard, nodded, “Count me in,” he said casually with a roguish grin.


    Tray and James were the carpenter brothers, both opposite were Tray was plump, strong, and optimistic; James being thin, agile, and rather negative. The two seemed to go over a sheet of a paper.


    “Captain,” James replied as Tray smiled at his approach.


    “Tray, James, mind if I ask what you’re going over?” he asked casually. James put the paper down showing it to be a blueprint of a ship.


    “When you started to gather supplies me and James here started to work up a boat we could craft in case something happened. We are looking over it as a way to pass the time,” James admitted.


    “So planning on sticking around as part of the crew?” he asked both.


    “Sure,” Tray said,


    “Maybe,” James answered as the two glanced at each other, “I guess it’s a yes,” he admitted before picking up the paper and turning away from them both.


    Tray shrugged with a knowing smile before slapping Richard on the shoulder. Richard waved at another crew member by the name of Tin, he glanced around as his eyes adjusted. He glanced over to see Stefano. He was leaning in a corner surrounded by objected netted up and tied to the ceiling, the objects swayed, obscuring him but he smiled as Richard pushed them out of the way.


    “I see you are making the rounds?” He replied leaning back into the shadows, his black sleeveless coat blending in contrast to his now polished metal gauntlets.


    “Something like that need to know who is leaving when we hit land,” Richard admitted pulling up a barrel.


    “Not sure, I need to check up on things, I may or may not, but all the same this has been an interesting experience, to say the least. And I wouldn’t mind if you kept the door open.” He asked casually.


    “Sure,” Richard said with a shrug, “my ship is open, to a man of your talent,” he shook hands with him before standing up.


    “Thank you,” and with that, the conversation was over he headed down to the kitchen, he was a bit surprised to see Eagle Eye and Gerald were sitting in silence eating some slatted pork.


    “You know Jerky would taste a lot better than this,” Eagle eye admitted as the fringe on his brown coat shifted as he noticed Richard enter the room.


    “So you two have any plans to stick around? Richard asked,


    “I owe you one,” Gerald said point his fork at Richard, “You saved my ass when you didn’t need to so I am sticking around at least till the favor is returned,” he replied before going back to his meal. Le glanced over at Eagle eye, he shifted a bit knowing Richard was wanting an answer.


    “I’ll think about it,” he said before turning away from them Gerald and Richard glanced at each other before shrugging.


    Richard stood up when a massive roar hit his ears causing everyone to jump from the table Richard bolted to the source as he rushed past the hanging objects and moving along the cannons. He started running into people as he started to push them aside. He felt a sigh escape his lips as Goliam roared again, the volume of his foul breath blowing back his hair and watering his eyes. Goliam was also in the same area as Arken, but he was a croc like a creature, his upper body was too large for any shirt so all he sported was a pair of black baggy pants to accommodate both his tail and two morning starts stashed on his belt near the base of his spine.


    “What the Hell is going on!” Richard roared back over the volume as Morsina flared up her wings and spread her arms protecting the Giant crocodile man. She was moth-like with short gray fur covering her body; Two antennae that arched over the top of her skull and long wings with gray spots that looked like eyes. She had white tape covering up her chest she to sported long bag pants but also kept her mouth hidden under a red bandana now covered her mouth.


    She stared at him with her big black eyes as if blaming him. “What happened,” Richard said raising his temper in. He glanced back he spotted a few familiar faces, Chad, Matt, Jim, John, and a few others cramped in.


    “He started hitting people with his oversized tail,” John started then everyone started arguing and trying to tell him what happened. Richard took out his gun pointing out one of the open portholes and fired off Claw. The room went silent,


    “You are not yelling explain,” he said looking at Morsina, “I don’t want any interruptions,” he warned as he reloaded the pistol as he sat on the cannon.


    “I was moving around trying to get to set up a better sleeping arrangement, when this one,” she pointed at John. He opened his mouth but Richard’s glare shut him up. “Started to yell saying we had knocked some of the cannonballs all over.”


    Richard spotted a few places where that was, in fact, the case. “We tried to leave and apologize but he kept yelling at us and when we tried to leave to took out his dagger, and tried to stab me, Goliam roared and then you showed up.


    “John, what do you say to this, anything to add?” Richard asked putting the pistol away and standing up.


    “I tried waving the croc, thing down he ignored they just rushing around down here knocking shit over making a fucking mess, without even trying to help fix it, they are so damn disrespectful and I was going to let them know,” he declared.


    “I made it clear no blood on this voyage any issues you come to me besides,” Richard paused as the cannons suddenly started rolling upward piling back up near where they were startling everyone. “Everything has a way of sorting things out. Everyone back to what you were doing,” Richard said the situation defused now that everything was back in its place.


    “I could have handled it,” Morsina said folding her wings back and putting her hands on her hips.


    “True, but don’t you think using one of the two on deck rooms would be a bit easier since it’s so cramped down here,” Richard commented,


    “Really, that would be appreciated,” Goliam said,


    “Hiss you soft-headed fool, he’s just bribing you,” Morsina.


    “You are under no obligation to stay,” he glanced at John, “wouldn’t blame you, to be honest, but if you’re interested in staying, I would welcome the help,” With that Richard left them for the main deck.


    Blinking as he looked up at the Golden sails of his ship he moved to the rope latter and head up the main mast he sat down on one of the lookout planks. He glanced down, the ship itself was a deep brown with gold sales, with an eagle figurehead, hence the name the Golden Eagle. He kicked back as the salty breeze filled his nostrils. He leaned against the mass looking out over the ocean as the sun light up a clear blue sky.


    He smiled as he spotted something in the distance, He figured what it was, as he searched himself for, “Shit, no spyglass,” Richard frowned,


    “Land Ho!” came out a long cry right next to his ear, he gritted his teeth, as he glanced around to see Spark hovering to his left. “I always wanted to say that,” she grinned as she took out a spyglass from her belt.


    “It’s a bit early for that, what you spotted is our destination, Gaslight city, it’s a port and home to The House of Stronglance, one of the more powerful lords and Pheobe’s old man.”


    “Stronglance?” Spark replied, “I heard that name before,”


    “It’s an old name on of the oldest families in Britania, they also have elf blood hence the pointed tip of her ears,” Richard said pointing to his own ears.


    “I was wondering about that, do elves still exist?” she asked excitedly as she grew to human size sitting down next to him.


    “Not sure rumor has it they went underground and sealed themselves underground in their stone cities.


    “Oh,” she replied she said rather dejected, Richard’s brow furled,


    “I hear they pop up on occasion in some of the bigger cities on Ervon.” He said patting her on the shoulder.


    “Don’t patronize me,” she replied giving him a sideways glance.


    “Sorry,” He said pulling his hand back.


    The ship made amazing time and it wasn’t long when they got into the distance with the city, it had a massive gray brick wall with a massive wood docking area that branched off around the city’s seaside walls. Not too far to the left of the city was a massive section with doors that exited out into the ocean if one squinted they could see ships being built in the area.


    “So do the walls go all around the city?” Spark asked to no one in particular.


    “They use to, but in recent years they broke down a good portion of the outer wall and layered the seaside wall to defend against sea-born attacks,” Madison explained, pointing things out.


    “That’s the official story, some people believe it was to deter rebellions, if half the wall is gone you’re a lot less likely to kick up a fuss to the royal family,” Laurella commented. The crew had all gathered around the bow of the ship. The sights of the city came into view as a clock tower loomed over the city wall as wafts of steam could be seen curling out of the city.


    The sounds of the city changed to life even over the waves as Spark gave Richard a confused look. He smiled a bit he was going to enjoy her shock at seeing the sights of one of the most technology-advanced cities on the planet excluding those from the nation of Forge.


    As they moved in the Golden eagle started getting looks as Spark leaned over to see small ships that had large moving wheels on the back puffing white clouds behind them.


    Richard grabbed her shoulder pulling her back from the edge, “Remember what Conan told you?” he reminded, he eyes went wide at the idea and shrunk down to her smaller size. She seemed confused for a second before vanishing into Richard’s coat. “What in the world are you doing?”


    “I am not staying on the ship just let me you use you as a place to look out from.” She said in a hushed voice,


    “fine,” Richard replied sighing in irritation, he shook his head as he glanced at Pheobe who whipped at her face, her purple tunic billowing a bit, he smirked a bit knowing she must be happy to finally be back home.


  












Book Two 


  

    Chapter 27 Gaslight City



    Job Interview



    Richard stepped onto the gangplank as a doc master smiled expectantly up at as Richard walked down as he looked over at Pheobe. “Would you mind taking care of him, or am I going to start shelling out now?” Richard asked with a slight smirk.


    “For now, shell out, I’ll see what I can do later,” Madison nodded as He walked up to the man and started to talk business.“Clock Work City the most technologically advanced city on the planet,” Madison said with a relieved smile. “It’s good to be home,” she said with a smile as Boss whistled at the sight. The entire city was filled with steam and exposed gears as people moved along the long maze of Docks. The massive clock tower in the center of the city rang as the whole city echoed with the time.


    “Incredible,” Boss admired. “I would mind exploring this city,” he said with a smirk.


    “Ah Civilization,” Laurella said as she stretched out her arms, “The first think I am going to do his get some pastries, and get plastered.”


    “I hear that,” Tray said as the rest of the crew started to move down onto the dock.


    “Shouldn’t someone stay with the ship?” James asked as he pointed glanced back at the boat while his good hand itched at his prosthetic opposite.


    Richard smirked as the gang plank suddenly moved back onto the ship as the sails curled up and the anchor fell into the water. “I got a feeling she isn’t going any were,” Richard said with a smirk as the dock man gapped at the ship. “Look I think me and Madison should head to the lord. The rest of you try to meet back up around the noon tomorrow or earlier if you don’t have a place to sleep.”


    Some of them looked at each other. “I have never been here before,” Kareem replied as he looked around nervously.


    “Me either, this is the farthest East I have ever been,” Eagle Eye admitted.


    “Well um, me either,” Gerald admitted,


    “I can’t take you all with me,” Richard replied as he scratched his hair.


  


  

    “If I may interject, there is a pub not too far down the road,” replied a calm rather neutral voice. Richard instantly spun around as a rather short man looked back at him. Richard glanced down as he eyed the figure carefully. The figure was dawning a long cape that curved around his shoulders with what looked like a grayish undershirt with a long powder blue vest.


    “Can I help you?” Richard asked,


    “David Smith, Doctor David Smith. You are Dame Madison of Gaslight Cast and Daughter of Basil Stronglance,” Dr. Smith said pushing past Richard.


    “I can get to the castle if you care to join me,” The Dr. Smith said calmly as Richard felt a spike of irritation.


    “Well, I am afraid I am not all that familiar who are you, Dr. Smith?” Madison replied,


    “I am part of the local, special forces if you will I work loosely with the Guard to help solve crimes and work for the public on occasion. I have regular interaction with the ruling class.” He replied, “Interesting move with the boat, I am rather interested in how you did it,”


    “We all have our secrets,” Richard replied as he placed both his hands behind his back. “And I am sure his Lordship would be interested in getting the full story of his daughters escape and rescue. You may need me to help fill in a few blanks.”


    “You better not be wasting my time,” Dr. Smith replied coldly, “But do as you wish,” and with that, he turned on a heel and walked forward.


    “How much do you want him to know?” Madison said in a low whisper.


    “Just that we found a ship in a hidden cove and used it, it seems magical in nature and for some weird reason only listens to me other than that go nuts,” Richard replied as he strode forward.


    “Ah don’t want to tell him you dilly dallied?” She asked,


    “I would say yes, but I would rather the detail of Spark stays low,” Richard replied, “No need to lie to him just try to avoid that detail at all costs.”


    “Fair enough, wait, is Spark with us I didn’t see her leave the ship,” Madison said as she started to look over the brickwork expecting to spot the fair flying in between the alleys that split up the city.


    “She’s closer than you think,” Richard said with a smirk as he watched Dr. Smith glance back at him through the corner of his eye.


    “Do try not to irritate him too much he is a public servant,” Madison replied,


    “Nothing is more fickle than the public, I see your point, you take the lead on this you outrank me now that we are within your father’s walls,” Richard conceded.


    “That’s the smartest think I have heard you say yet,” Dr. Smith replied, as Richard glared forward at the coated figure.


    “There is something off about our friend,” Richard said as he glanced over at Madison, Richard suddenly felt a tug on his coat tail as he glanced back. “Sam, what are you doing?” Richard asked as he flicked his head forward. “Just stay close,” Richard said as he realized the child couldn’t respond.


    “The hell,” Madison shouted as she noticed Sam was standing next to her, he gave her a goofy grin as even Dr. Smith was startled at the child’s sudden appearance.


    “Yours?” Dr. Smith asked as he looked at him, Richard felt his neck pull back something about the man seemed to give him pause.


    “No, as a matter of fact, I found him and hired him on as my cabin boy. He’s a good kid but doesn’t listen much,” Richard said as he glanced down at him. The boy kicked at the ground having the decency to look sheepish.


    “Ah,” the man softened up as he looked back at Richard.


    “Don’t get any ideas, I am a bad person I just have moments of kindness, most of those benefit me in the long run anyway,” Richard said as he frowned at the lead figure.


    “Of course,” Dr. Smith replied as his face went neutral. Richard released a huff as he looked down at Sam and put a hand on his shoulder.


    “Stay close, and don’t wonder off,” Richard warned his voice very grave. Sam nodded as the group slowly walked on as the road as the inner wall rose up ahead of them, the city cause of it’s rebuilding was set up perfectly to deal with invasion as the building got taller as they head to the inner wall before a sudden drop leaving a wide birth around the wall.


    Dr. Smith held out a hand as a taxi road over to the side a pair of brown horses. They snickered before coming to a stop. “Ladies first,” Dr. Smith replied as he opened up the door. Madison entered in and sat down as the two glanced at each other. It was a second, but Richard could swear the man felt uneasy at the captain didn’t respond or move. Sam leaped up after Pheobe sitting down next to her as he looked out the carriage window.


    Richard let a bit of amusement escape his lip’s at the kid’s excitement as he got up inside and sat down. The interior felt a bit cramped as Dr. Smith sat down next to Richard as the two brushed shoulders. Richard glanced over at the man he seemed off as if something rubbed him the wrong way. Dr. Smith looked at him as well as Richard concluded the man didn’t much care for him for whatever reason.


    “Where to sir?” came a calm voice,


    “To the castle, we have a knight returning,” Dr. Smith replied as Madison smiled at the comment.


    “Thanks few actually use that title,” Madison replied as Dr. Smith looked at me,


    “What?” Richard asked as he looked back at him. “I couldn’t have done it without her, her navigation skills and sword fighting abilities are second to none, well maybe chief but that guy isn’t human,” Richard replied.


    “How would you get that?” Madison asked calmly,


    “Well he took me down and I was armed,” Richard replied, “I am no slouch,” he admitted as Madison nodded in agreement.


    “Boss I take it that is a nickname?” Dr. Smith asked,


    “Yes,” Richard said rather slowly. “He doesn’t remember much the island was not exactly kind to most on it especially him.” Dr. Smith nodded,


    “If you want I can take a look at him, see if there is anything I can do,” Dr. Smith replied,


    “If it were only that easy physically he is fine it’s his memories that are the problem, and magic was involved.” Pheobe pointed out, “I think you never really went over the details.


    “Details are not important,” Richard replied as Dr. Smith gave him an ugly look.


    “Details are everything it can take a simple act of manslaughter into an act of first-degree murder.” Dr. Smith said as he frowned at Richard.


    “And sometimes they can slow you down,” Richard replied calmly but he could feel his anger boiling underneath his calm façade. The carriage reached as they stopped, Dr. Smith looked at him with something Richard hated more than anything else pity. The door opened up as a knight in full armor waited for them to exit.


    “We have the return of the Dame of Gaslight castle to welcome in from Lord Lancestrong.” Dr. Smith replied the knight pushed up his visor as Madison walked out. He slammed his fist against his chest.


    “At once, it is good to see you, Great Dame,” and with that, his visor clanged shut as he marched off. Sam leaped off as a large row of lightly armored men saluted as Madison took the lead with a massive smile on her face.


    “It’s good to be home,” She replied as a window crashed. Richard felt his hand go for his pistol but the guards around him each drew. Richard froze solid as Madison quickly drew her own blade and pulled her shield of her back before stopping.


    “Right window shutters, at easy everyone, sorry our two friends are just a bit jumpy is all,” Dr. Smith said as he raised his hands slowly lowering them in a calming town.


    “You have the no idea,” Richard said as he relaxed his shoulders a bit he suddenly felt very sluggish as he eyed the busted cabin window, he could have sworn.


    “Well straighten up her comes my dad,” Madison warned as a man in red with a short cape strode out of the castle he had a long sword at his waist and on his chest was a very familiar lion reminiscent of the one on Madison’s shield.


    The group bowed as the man swooped and gripped Madison in a hug, despite being about the same size he had very little issue picking her up of her feet before setting her down. Her arms weight down by her arms didn’t move as he grabbed her face.


    “Oh thank god you are still alive, I was so worried everyone I sent out was either missing or had little to report. Oh it is so good to see you,” he said but his face was free of tears Richard doubted he would see any more emotion out of the man, in such a public place.


    “This My lord is my companion who was instrumental in my return to you,” She replied as Richard stepped forward and bowed again. The man frowned at him, as Richard felt a tingling sensation on his neck.


    “I have no interest in anything too, valuable to yourself, I am actually looking for a job,” Richard said cheerfully as even Dr. Smith was caught off guard.


    “Anything in mind?” The Lord asked,


    “I think it can wait,” Richard said with a shrug, “I got some things I need to run by you, but it’s trivial in light of other things.”


    “Thank you, I would like to open up my doors, If um Simons one of my guards. He will escort you to one of my Drawing room, where we can talk later. Dr. Smith if you could join him, I would appreciate it.”


    “It seems my reasoning is a bit off,” Dr. Smith replied as a guard nodded at them to follow around the castle passing by bushes and flowers trimmed and other decor with a steady hand.


    “If you’re going off intent, a man can do one thing for many reasons,” Richard replied. “well, most some people can just be that easy to predict.”


    “True most people who take to the seas fit into that category,” Dr. Smith replied, “But I have found there is always an exception to any given generalization. You just so happen to be the first one today.”


    “Probably in more ways than one,” Richard said as he smirked at Dr. Smith. Richard watched as the doors were pushed open, Richard was blinded by the sun as he took out his sword. The Doctor twitched at the action, but Richard paid it now mind as he sat down on the couch and set his sword to the side.


    “So, any historical crimes we should know about?” Dr. Smith asked as Richard raised an eyebrow at the interrogator. However, Richard picked up the sound of footsteps as The Doctor’s face was suddenly obscured when a deerstalker cap was suddenly dropped over his eyes.


    “So I am hoping and who might you be?” came a rather deep voice. Richard glanced behind the Doctor to see a rather tall man who’s back was far too straight for its own good. He sported a blue and gold vest with a ruffled shirt underneath it with long puffy sleeves. His pants were pressed and he had a pair of casual slippers on his pants.


    “Captain Richard, I have recently found myself in a position to be a civil servant if you will, and I hope to make a career out of it.” The man wrinkled his nose as he seemed intent on keeping it as high as possible. The rest of the man was only slightly less striking with long black hair that curled at the end and a very thin mustache.


    “Another man, wishing to make himself useful, why does then not surprise me?” he said as he glanced away as another person entered the room.


    “Morgan who is using this room, I didn’t think the father was expecting anyone,” said a rather bird-like voice.


    “A new, helping Hand I believe,” Morgan replied as He glanced back at the woman who’s voice seemed to come from around the corner of the door.


    “Morgan?” Richard repeated as he felt the smile move from his face. The room was gone not that Richard bothered to look at it at all. The name was familiar, but he couldn’t think of it in the slightest, his own memory only keeping what he loved and what he considered relevant to living. But something about the name brought up a painful sensation in his chest.


    Richard’s mind when into overdrive, two sofa’s and a chair, a single rug in the middle of the room, with two end tables and a table in front of the sofa he was sitting on. There were five portraits of men in powdered wigs with three massive stain glass windows. Other decorations included to suits of armor on both sides of the doors with broadswords, as well as the coat of arms and a fireplace inactive with all the tools of maintenance. Nothing was in his hand’s read but he still had his sword which was set to the side as to not cut the couch.


    “His Name is Richard,” the man drew his name out as if it was contaminated. “He seems to be looking for a job. And with that a brown haired woman walked in with hair all done up as well as a corset pulled up around a pink dress, that looked very hard to walk around in for how much space it seemed to take up. But not nearly as bad as past generations that used some kind of metal netting, Richard shook his head not bothering to distract his mind.


    “Captain, of a good sized ship, called the Golden Eagle, I don’t need you selling me short, When the truth is much grander,” Richard said with a smile, Morgan frowned at him as he looked at his cutlass. He stood over and picked it up as the woman looked nervous.


    “Nice blade, the craftsmen ship is amazing for a man with only one name and title. Who did you kill to get it?” Morgan asked as Richard had to suppress a laugh at the man’s clumsy attempts to get under his skin.


    “What are you doing hit him,” Spark whispered up at him from his coat. Richard smirked at her comment.


    “I do think we have company,” Richard said calmly as the sound of footsteps echoed in the hall as both Morgan and the woman turned to see Lord Basil walk in with a bit of quiet surprise to see that there were two extra people in the room.


    And it seemed Lord Basil himself was not alone as Madison walked in wearing full gear and was very proud of her fresh armor with both her sword and shield on her side and back respectively. However, there was a third person who entered the room and she was by far the most unusual.


    This woman was as dark skinned, she was sporting a long cloak that obscured her body so her overall size was kept hidden and Richard did not doughty she was fully armed. Richard studied her face since that was all he could see beside her shoulder width. Her left eye seemed a bit hazed as if something had damaged it but her skin gave no indication of a blade. Her hair or the lack there off was also unusual. The woman just drew his attention in however what happened next threw him for a loop.


    “Hello Captain Richard,” she said graciously, as she offered a hand, Richard stood up and shook it surprised at the firmness as she gave him a kind smile. Richard didn’t respond that was the last think he expected from such a woman.


    “Now then, um,” Basil said but as he looked at the woman, “Nora you and Morgan can stay this is not relevant, but I am not going to show you the door.”


    Morgan seemed to forget himself as he twitched before nodding, “I would like to stay if my lady love of my life desires to,” he said with a very genuine smile. Richard couldn’t help but eye the man skeptically.


    “Politics, it never sleeps, never rests, and never makes any fucking sense.” Richard thought to himself. “So Morgan what did you think of my blade?” Richard asked as he pressed both his wrists into his back as he smiled at the man.


    “Oh very good, whoever crafted it did a marvelous job.” He recovered admirably as he offered the sword back to him. Richard took it slowly before putting it back in his holster.


    “So who am I addressing? You have me at a disadvantage,” Richard said as he looked back at the woman.


    “Crystal, if you will and I am Britannia born before you ask, everyone asks, As for the unspoken question as to why I am here, I would like to test your metal. We have had recent issues with a small but growing group of people.”


    “I do not think so, I am not getting this job just so you can saddle me with some,” Dr. Smith paused a moment in his indignation before stopping. “Well could be worse, but I would like to tackle this on my own, you haven’t even given me time to look at the first attempt.


    “I think I am being tested,” Richard thought to himself.


    “For the record, this is a test, you seem sharp enough to figure that out, but I always think if you find, someone who wishes to help, it always wise to know their personality and limitations first.”


    “So I take it Dr. Smith will be my big Brother?” Richard asked casually not all that bothered by the runaround, he was use to it.


    “Well if only Dr. Smith was as cooperative,” Lord Basil replied. “Now then I have pressing matters to tend to, I fear the Mage has been up to his old activities again,” The Lord replied but seemed less threatened and more annoyed.


    “Mage, The last Mage?” Richard gave him a dubious look.


    “Yes, but sadly his visits take up a lot of time,” Basil replied as he seemed to gain a few years. “Crystal, Nora, and Morgan, please come with me,” He summoned as the large group moved out leaving only Madison and Dr. Smith.


    “So, care to fill me in on the details of what it is exactly I will be dealing with?” Richard asked as he tried to force a smile only for Dr. Smith to watch as it slowly filtered before it feels.


    “It seems I will be upping my price for the next case if this is what I have to expect,” Dr. Smith said with a frown and a shake of his head as he ripped off the deerstalker cap. “Well then as of recently we have been dealing with a series of murders.”


    “Murders that seems a bit out of my Element” Madison admitted. Richard didn’t say anything but mentally agreed, the last thing he considered himself was a tracker of any kind.


    “Well, normally I would agree, and to be even more honest, the reason both of you are here is not because he wants to test you or even get rid of you, its is cause he wants to keep me alive as I delve into this investigation.”


    “And here I was being arrogant thinking it was all about me,” Richard said his words only partially true.


    “I am going to either hate you or have a sick kind of tolerance that some would call friendship, by the end of this week,” Dr. Smith said as he seemed to sulk each time Richard opened his mouth.


    “Well, I need to walk around the city then, it’s been a long time since I have been home,” Madison said, “And I got a feeling the rest of the crew will be needing some kind of long-term residence,”


    “Urg,” Richard groaned, “I am going to have to rebuild the crew now thanks to this,” he frowned in realization no sailor would stick around for a job if they could find work presently.


    “Sucks to be you,” Dr. Smith replied in an even tone that seemed just empty of any emotion. Richard felt a spark of annoyance.


    “What would life be without its ups and downs?” Richard frowned, “I need to take care of a few things is there someplace I can meet up with you?” Richard asked as he looked at Dr. Smith.


    “Here is my address,” Dr. Smith said as she handed him an envelope, over to Madison. “The Layout should more or less be the same so you shouldn’t have too many issues with finding my home. I live in the southern part of the city.” He said directing her information to Madison.


    “Good to know, I take it you already have a plan worked out?” Madison asked,


    “I would say everything is in order just show up and know how to swing a sword,” Dr. Smith said before walking out of the room.


    “Well that was interesting,” Richard said as he glanced over at Madison, “So nice to be home and among family again?”


    “I love’em but I am half tempted to go jump in a lake with my armor on,” Madison said with a shrug as she headed for the door.


    “I know that feeling all too well,” Richard replied as Madison looked at him. “What?” He asked,


    “You know it’s weird we went running around an Island, and I know absolutely nothing about, you and you only know about me cause of the crew you use to be a part of.” Madison pointed out as she looked at him.


    “Um,” Richard rubbed the back of his head, “well um,” Richard said as his eyes looked down shifting as if something on the floor would have an idea as to what to say. “Let’s just say it was interesting and leave it at that,” Richard replied as he looked at her.


    “Ah,” she said before she walked out of the room and into the hallway.


    “Ah?” Richard repeated, “What in the world does that mean?” Pheobe didn’t respond as Richard frowned at the back of her head. “Woman,” Richard grumbled as he shook it off he had other issues he needed to worry about.


    


  




  

    Chapter 28 Pub Run


    More Than One Way To Get Sober



    “To Sir Richard!” came shout as Richard raised a mug slamming them all together as rum splashed over the table and floor. Richard smiled as his thoughts swam in his head as he tilted his head back and chugged another glass of rum.


    “Speech!” came out a shout then a chat accompanied by pounding, as he stood up to the table, He grabbed another glass as he lifted it up to the chandelier.


    “I shall stand for freedom, for self-improvement, and well-paid job!” he shouted getting a resounding cheer. “Never will I force a man to be a part of my crew, nor will I stand by and let my crew be disrespected, for those who sail under the golden sails, shall be those who bring down those that will make coin of man’s blood shall be brought to justice be it the noose or the LOCKER!” he declared and with the roar around him he downed his glass shattering it on the floor with a hard swing.


    “Out!” cried out a voice as Richard laughed dropping of the table and head to door.


    “Come on Doc, lets you get you a drink!” Richard shouted as everyone roared in approval, “And Let’s get goliath Drunk Let’s get some Barrels!” Richard issued the challenge as they stepped into the stone road made a right and after a few steps walked into the bar next door.


    Boss slammed some gold onto the table as the man rolled over a keg slammed keg in as Madison walked in last sighing as she grabbed a newspaper and started to glance through it.


    “Chug, Chug, Chug,” they chanted as Tray and Boss leaned on the keg as the giant just took the whole thing, as everyone in the pub just watched as the chugging died down and the liquor trailed away. He spun around grabbing the keg crushing it against his skull as the pieces fell to the ground.


    “What else you got!” he roared the room when quiet as everyone was stunned into silence by the downing of a full keg. “Um, please,” he said giving a sheepish grin.


    “Bring out another!” James cried out as he slammed his gold down. The money was flowing and soon the whole pub was singing drinking songs. Richard stumbled as everything seemed right even if everyone in the room couldn’t hold a tune in bucket.


    “You know something about this seems like a bad idea,” Richard admitted he closed his eyes trying to focus. “Ah I have it,” He stumbled out of the back of the pub, and grabbed a low cart and rolled it in. He slides the thing next to Goliam and rolled the barrel. Richard nodded and grabbed a shot of brandy, now safe in knowing the cart the Crocodile home.


    “Boss!” came out a cry as Richard spun to see Tray, “As your actions have offended me!”


    The room stopped as Boss looked at Richard who shrugged Goliam glanced up as Rum poured over his head.


    “The Challenge has been made are you man enough for this challenge of strength?” James shouted holding his hook hand in the air. The bar roared as Boss sat down on a stool in front of a square table. James sat down opposite as Goliam loomed over the head of others. Sam crawled up onto his back before holding his face up with both fists up as he perched himself on Goliaths head.


    “Place your bets!” Nathan cried out as he grabbed a hat of a patron. “Doctor Give me some odds?” He cried out.


    “Four to one Boss wins,” She said raising a glass before downing and leaning back on the bar.


    “Are you shiting me?” James shouted back,


    “It’s cause you fat, now let me drink in peace,” She cried back. Tray sat down as down the room went quiet as both crossed arms, and locked hands.


    Everyone started shouting as Tray slowly started to push chief down, fists of coins start to fly, as Nathan accumulated a bill of coins, he sat it down and started putting down pets.


    The two kept at it while chief only hat small twitches of strain, Tray was getting red faced as he gritted his teeth.


    Everyone was chanting and shouting encouragement. Richard glanced over at Nathan before picking up the second shot, he slides a bit spilling his drink. “Maybe I should wait a bit.” He moved over to the crowd, watching as Boss slowly bent Tray’s arm back before slamming it into the table. Boss stood up with both hands raised.


    “Who is next!” came a mass challenge as Richard sat down next to Nathan.


    “So I am getting a cut of that right?” Richard asked as Nathan slide a pile of coins over to him as he pocketed them.


    “Who is next?” was now being changed as a man in a trench coat and a flat cap on his head sat down in the chair.


    “Tobi York shall be your challenge,” he said raising his hand. The game went silent.


    “Six to One odds!” Nathan called out as Richard stood up and Looked over the group, he pushed the cart behind Goliam.


    Madison frowned as she looked at the dirty mug in front of her, Richard had chosen a rather dirty pub called Nancy’s the wood chairs were shit, along with the table, the bar, the glasses, the windows, and even the floor nothing looked like it was reputable or even cleaned on a regular basis. She was all but glaring at the cup as cheap rum was splashed onto her armor, as people jostled around.


    “Thish, was very,” Dr. Smith slurred trying to hold himself up by grabbing his armor. “Bad ivea,” before slumping against the bar, the room roared with laughter.


    “I could have told you that,” She said grabbing the man up by his coat and putting him on an empty bar stool.


    Tray and Boss were in the center with a mass of people crowding around as they arm wrestled. Richard was roaring his approval as Boss Slammed Tray’s arm onto the table. Money was passed as Richard downed a mug of rum slamming it down onto the bar. He glanced over at Madison his eyes wild, as she clenched her fist just in case he needs to be quickly sobered up.


    Just as fast as that it was gone. “First day fucking back and I get to clean up another mess,” he frowned spinning in his seat, he all but glanced around phoebe at the now out doctor. She blinked in surprise, he had at least three full glasses. “And you can’t tell me your happy either, you’re gone even longer than me, don’t even get the chance to say hi and boom.” He slapped his hands together. “I need you to do something, I don’t have any skill with this investigation, bull shit,” He growled pressing his finger into his temples.


    “I’ll admit I am not happy about a lot of things,” she admitted, “Still it’s my families job, to take care of this city and county and I have been looking around at the reporting’s, they are not good.


    “Well, if I wasn’t sober I am now what are we dealing with?”


    “Combine, a murder spree that impacts every class of person in the city with a bit of the island blood spree and you get a good idea what we are dealing with there has been almost twenty victims,”


    “Twenty?” Richard repeated his mouth opening in shock.


    “I understand why they want us, anyone with an unbreakable alibi is useful skill or otherwise,” Madison admitted in soothed her own frustration if only a bit having to defend the decision.


    “Still you two alone should be up to the task, but what the heck what’s a few more days with Madison Dame of Gaslight?” he said, but the smile was forced.


    “You compared to the island in what way, think it’s connected to the pirate lords in some way?” he asked.


    “Maybe I don’t see much but there are a lot of symbols and rumor has it blood magic is involved.”


    “Didn’t you say that the alters had something to do with voodoo magic?” Spark asked the two had momentarily forgotten she had been with them hiding in Richard’s coat.


    “No, voodoo is a catch-all name ignorant people use for a lot of black magic that they don’t understand. It’s actually a religion biased on symbols, rituals, and tradition with no actual magic involved.


    “How do you know that?” Madison asked,


    “I am Richard Captain of obscure useless knowledge,” Richard declared pointing upward in a scholarly manner.


    “Okay good to know,” Spark replied, “Just don’t move around so fast it’s rather dizzying.”


    “Can do you want a drink?” he asked he grabbed a peanut shell and scooped up some rum out of Madison’s drink before it vanished into his coat.


    “Murder has claimed, a poor sailor, a war vet, a highborn lady, a bartender, a farmer, a slave, … and to top it all off a lord’s son,” Madison listed off all the victims.


    “I take it there is some way to tell that magic is involved and that each of these deaths is connected?” Richard asked his finger seemingly drawing things out on the bar.


    “Yes, but I don’t know and the one who would have,” she winced half way through her sentence as the doctor puked. “You are an evil man,” she said looking Richard dead in the eye.


    “I know,” he smiled proudly, “Still we should get going you wouldn’t happen to know where it is we are staying?” Richard asked as pulled Dr. Smith’s arm over his shoulder he paused a moment in confusion as if thinking.


    “Don’t hurt yourself, David, Smith talk to me where do you live?”


    “thir-sheen V Ecolsten stresh,” He slurred out as Madison grabbed the other arm.


    “Ah, got it,” Richard replied with a smile,


    “Huh?” Madison asked as Richard reached for his empty glass only to frown at the realization he had already downed it.


    “Ah,” he said staggering a bit. “He said 33 B Eccleston-street, that would put him,” Richard froze as he wasn’t sure where that was.


    “Hick” came out a squeaky hickup. Richard and Madison both looked at his jacket.


    “Anyone else you want to get plastered?” The dame accused as she looked down her nose at her.


    “That last one was un-intentional,” Richard defended. Suddenly there was a massive crash as Richard spun around his hand clumsily going for his sword as he almost fell. Goliam had crashed backwards on the cart Richard had set up “Sam?” he realized as he rushed over to see that Sam had curled up on Goliaths chest asleep. “I will own up to this one.” Richard admitted as he grabbed the cart and started to the door.


    He went and picked the good doctor up and dropped him on the cart as he headed for the door. Madison shook her head as she walked out. “Don’t stay up to late!” she declared but everyone was focused on the match up.


    Richard whistled along as he made his way back to the dock the wheels on the cart squeaking along under the strain of the three bodies he was carting along.


    “You do realize if people saw this, you would get the guards called on you right?” Madison asked looking at him.


    “That, is a good point, however I am intoxicated so I didn’t think of that,” Richard admitted,


    The two walked on making it to the docks Richard looked along the moving slowly as he made sure nobody got dunked into the water on accident. He looked up at his ship, it glittered in the moon light.


    “It feels like a dream, to have something so amazing in my position,” Richard swallowed looking up at the main mass.


    “Really?” Madison asked mildly interested,


    “Yeah, I never had much luck in life, I don’t even have any close friends to speak off, lots of people know me but I know very little about them.”


    “I think we have more pressing matters,” Madison pointed out.


    Richard frowned trying to concentrate “What do you mean everything seems fine?” Richard felt his brow,


    “If we are docked why the ship is not properly tied up?” She asked as Richard glanced over to see all the ropes had been untied.


    Richard sighed and placed the cart up again a rail, he drew his sword as he looked at Madison. “Well we all knew this was going to happen, I should have dreamed something a bit more suttle,” he grumbled.


    “Well it’s not my fault,” Spark said flying out of his coat as the three walked onto the deck.


    “Now Drinking oneself in a stupor is hardly what I call fun but this is something I can get behind,” Madison admitted,


    “Of course she would have a hard on for dealing justice,” Richard sighed,


    “Hello miss placed aggression,” she grinned as a she cracked her knuckles.


    “There is only three people here, this ship is ours!” came a shout.


    Madison drew her sword dropping the shield to the side. The first goon rushed m as Madison stepped to the side sticking out her armored leg tripping the man as he rolled down the plan before splashing into the ocean.


    Richard frowned as he stepped onto the ship as a low pair of growls erupted from the darkness. “Hmm seems like you woke the sleeping dogs,”


    “Is that a giant cat?” cried out one panic.


    “I may be drunk but you didn’t think I would leave the ship on guarded what kinda nut do you take for me, oh fuck,” Richard stumbled to side as the whole ship lurched he looked fine as if he was walking normally but everyone else was just able to keep their feet with the exception of Cliff the Jaguar.


    “Richard what the hell?” Madison growled, lee rubbed his head, One of the thief’s charged lee. “He’s in no fit state to deal with this,” she though stopping on her shield and catching it with her left hand and giving it a hard throw decking the would be attacker.


    “Holly shit what was that!” Richard shouted after the shield had long since passed.


    “Richard, just take a nap,” Spark sighed growing to full size and pushing him to the deck on his ass. She drew her sword, “This is the soul property of captain Richard and as the one who gave him this ship I would recommend leaving, at once,” Spark said as she drew her short sword and her left hand started to glow; it light up the ship exposing a rather good size group of hijackers.


    “So much for a low profile, Nobody on the ship is allowed to leave alive,” Richard said in a cold tone, suddenly all the lanterns light up as the canons flipped pointing into the deck. The Golden Eagle shifted leaving the dock as the wheel spun on its own.


    “It’s haunted!” “Everyman for himself,” “This is a bad idea, bad idea!” Richard stood up and took out his pistols as he started calmly executing. The gun shot just added to the panic as Cliff chomped down on the leg of one of the men.


    “This rather dull, not one of them knows how to fight and all they do is scream, there is no honor in this,” Madison muttered. One of the cannons when of shattering the bones as they panic continued.


    “This really should bother me,” Richard admitted, as he stood calmly on deck. “But to be shit, Spark head back to the dock and keep and eye on those three. Please,” he added as she glanced at him. She flew off, as he took out his pipe. Before grabbing on of the attacker he swung his sword at him but Richard caught the wrist twistining it away as he kneed the man in the gut. The man dropped as Richard put his sword to his neck pinning him to the ground. As another man was about to attack his back Jill leaped pitting onto the back of the attackers neck and twisting the man snapping the neck as the body went limp to the deck.


    “Who’s idea was this?” Richard asked casually “what you tell me well impact whether or not you leave this ship alive,”


    “But you said nobody could live,” he chocked out, his eyes wide.


    “I could be convinced of making exceptions, I am nothing if not flexible,” Richard admitted as he took out a match and swiped it on his own jacket before lighting his pipe up, “Sit,” Richard ordered as Jill sat down, “Watch,” Richard commanded as he stood up, the man tried to move but Jill growled and he lied back down.


    “Look we were told to see if we could steal the ship, we don’t know who hired us,”


    “Look frank, can I call you frank?” Richard asked, the man nodded rapidly, “Okay Frank this ship is magical,” Richard wiggled his finger in the air as the ship suddenly went in a fast circle as if trapped in a brief whirlpool.


    “Oh,” ‘Frank’ breathed before pissing himself.


    “Yeah, so how about,” Richard paused as the boat became more and more silent. “We make a deal, you Frank, get to live and you can tell anyone you want, except about the monster in my coat,” He said, else we may have to work in some tracking practice,” Richard threatened as he patted Jill on the head. She didn’t seem to notice as she watched the intruder unflinchingly.


    The Golden Eagle slipped back around to the dock as Richard slide the plank back into place with Madison doing most of the work. “Jill come here,” Richard said casually as she Barked and raised away. ‘Frank’ raced off the deck. “Jill, go get him,” Richard said with a bit of glee.


    “Woof!” she barked chasing the man down the docks as he screamed into the night.


    “Come here!” he called her back as she patted back up, “Sit,” Richard ordered as she sat on the ship right at the center of the plank. “Nobody gets on who isn’t with or part of the crew, comprenda?” Richard asked,


    “Woof,” Jill affirmed,


    “Okay keep these to safe?” Richard ordered rolling the cart into the upper levels of the deck. Richard shut the door, giving Jill a good pat as He glanced over at Cliff, who seemed to be nibbling on a limb. “You know that should bother me on so many levels, but it really doesn’t,” Richard admitted.


  




  

    Chapter 29 Always Visit Your Mom



    Remember To Visit Mom



    “Good morning, said a far to cheerful voice as Richard cracked an eye open and glared at Bartholomew. “I have taken the liberty of cleaning your, clothes. And set aside something more presentable.”


    “It’s too fucking early to be dealing with this shit,” Richard thought to himself his right eye twitching as his head seemed to be spinning and his stomach felt like someone had taken a spoon to it and churned it up. He glanced over to see the butler putting out some clothes for him. He shook the dust from his head as walked over, quickly slipping on a loss fitting white shirt, he slipped on a pair of brown pants and black boots. He belted up his blades and sliding his sword into place.


    “Where is my coat?” Richard asked glancing over the man who he noticed was looking at his pistols.


    “Master David Smith, asked it be washed properly we do have a brown duster. Richard slipped it on, before glancing down as the man handed him a hat. He frowned as he grabbed the bowler had and placed it on his head. He walked down the stairs all geared up and ready to go,


    “While you be getting something to eat?” Bartholomew asked as Richard walked over to see the Madison and David Smith waiting.


    “That is an odd choice in hat, deer stalker?” Richard asked Looking at the man as he adjusted the cap.


    “You think you can function you look ill,” Madison commented, She was sporting her armor but was draped over with a long brown cloak that almost pooled at her feet.


    “I can, function, I got had to fight off some thief’s last night trying to steal my ship,” Richard said casually eyeing the Doctor who looked fine despite Richard trying to get him shitfaced.


    “I remember doing most of the fighting,” Madison corrected, ” And before you say it Jill and Cliff did a lot of the heavy lifting. Richard frowned thinking back,


    “Ah!” Richard shouted slicing a man on the arm. “I didn’t just get this ship for you to steal it now, who put you up to this,” Richard growled stabbing the man’s leg.


    “Fuck you!” he shouted before a wicked grin appeared on his face.


    Richard pulled out his Pistol and placed it at his groin, turning around to see a would-be attacker.


    “Grr,” Jill snarled leaping at the man who was coming at the attacker, She grabbed the man and with a sickening snap, the man went limp to the deck, as Jill snarled a bit of blood dripping from her muzzle.


    “So did you get any info on the why?” Madison,


    “It’s a ship with golden sails, that alone gives me one reason why you have thieves,” David replied glancing at the Dame and Captain.


    “Anyway,” Richard said after a pause, “I am going to raid the icebox real quick,” not waiting for an answer he pushed past them his coat flowing behind him as he hit the fridge. “Spark?” Richard asked as she popped out of his coat. “the maker,” he said in hushed surprise at her being in the coat.


    “Did I scare you?” she asked mischievously. “Hardly just Let Boss know to keep an eye out for anyone trying to get on the ship, only people he knows ventured with us are allowed on, and to keep a group of at least ten crew members on board to keep everything safe. Also if they need to talk to us, give Sam our address and let him know to only deliver messages to this location, and to tell know one. So that way you can be my messenger in case of an emergency sound good?” Richard quickly listed off as he nabbed a glass of milk.


    “Sam, a messenger, Boss Guard ship, come back as soon as possible, got it. You worried about something?”


    “I don’t trust the Lord and I don’t trust David, I have something valuable and I plan to keep,” Richard said in a whisper. “Now don’t take to much time I can only take so long.” She snapped off a salute as Richard glanced at his breakfast he was not all that much of a hurry to eat gruel. “There has got to be some honey or something in this house,” he grumbled as Spark flew out the window.


    “Took your damn time it’s not like lives are at stake the longer we wait,” Doctor Smith said derisively. Richard cleaned out his ear, with his pink earning a harder glare at his nonchalant appearance.


    “Your father will be paying extra for putting up with this,” David Smith grumbled as he walked out and spotted and expecting carriage.


    “I don’t like this coat it doesn’t breath as well,” Spark complained as Richard leaned up against the glass window watching the people as he nursed the sick feeling in the pit of his stomach. He slipped open his coat as he glanced down at her making sure she was obscured from the other passengers.


    “So how much farther are we going?”


    “The place is in the industrial section, of the city, it’s an old abandon, factory that was once used as textiles factory. It was abandoned when it became obsolete.” David Smith explained as Richard yawned,


    “So what exactly are we looking for?” Madison asked,


    “We are not really looking so much as showing you first hand exactly what we are dealing with. I am not sure what you dealt with but I have my suspicions,” David Smith said glancing out the window.


    “Sounds ominous, and knowing how the world has a habit of kicking me in the balls, I got a feeling the Pirate Lords are connected to this somehow,” Richard said rolling his eyes.


    The rest of the ride went on in silence, as the carriage came to a stop in a much more downtrodden section of the city.


    While most parts of the city had well-built apartments, all kinds of shops, civilians running around almost shoulder to shoulder, and everything despite its chaos had an order to it. Here it was barren a few people in rags a few meanderings near ally’s as the stone bricks that make up the road. He wasn’t sure why “This use to be bustling I have been away for a half a decade but what the hell happened?”


    “Well progress has its price, sadly we set this place up for the recent advancements have moved at such a rate that what was once, the cutting edge; Is now nothing more than a scrap.” David Smith said swinging his arms out. “But we have more pressing matters come along,” He beckoned as Richard rolled his eyes and shoved his hands in his coat.


    The door swung open stirring up dust as they entered the room. Richard walked in giving the entrance a quick look over. It was the typical entrance room a barred off window where the monitor would work, checking people in and making sure nobody left before the final whistle. The opposite was an old clock that surprisingly was still ticking away, making the only audible noise. David Pressed on into the main factory floor.


    Richard’s eyes went wide, as his nostrils were hit with a very familiar smell, “Blood,” Madison, Richard, and Spark all said at the same time, the last one being much quieter in her revelation.


    The place had all the guts torn out with a massive wall painted in a massive circle painted in blood with all kinds of odd shapes and designs that looked familiar to anyone who had a passing glance at the altars on the island.


    “I am now interested,” Richard admitted moving forward as he moved into the room glancing around for anything that looked familiar. “No bowl, no drain, and not very many bodies. The designs look similar but from the looks of things its missing a few trappings unless, we are vastly underestimating their ability to move bodies,” Richard said glancing back up and his eyes fell to the center of the circle at what looked like some kind of four armed demons.


    “I am guessing that you didn’t have a demon on the center?” David asked crossing his arms as Richard fished out his pipe, and swiped a match.


    “No,” He admitted, “The origin of the alters was something do with a powerful woman who was capable of summoning my soul out of my body. She had something to do with this talisman, part of the symbol got burned into my chest in the fight with Brendan.” Richard explained, “Sadly I don’t have an exact memory, but the those three things are connected whether this has something to do with the Pirate Lord group is another matter.


    “I am not familiar with this symbol I wouldn’t mind borrowing this,” David admitted looking it over.


    “We are not supposed to split up so you can take me with you during your research, I was more of a pawn that day, and while we split both getting what they wanted. I was hired on as a privateer so knowing anything could be useful.” Richard reminded and informed.


    “So I did,” David admitted. “All the same there are some things I can do only on my own. I feel it would be best if you remain at my house. Dame Madison, I ask that you follow my instructions on the matter, and make sure our guest stays home while I am away.”


    Richard glanced over at Madison who eyed him with cold determination. “Life it seems is not without its cruel twists of irony,” Richard deadpanned.


    “So How many of these are there?” Madison asked breaking the silence as she glanced over at David.


    “So far three, all three have different variations, they all have one thing in common. The Demon at the center,”


    “Sadly I have no clue as to what that is related, I ran into nothing like it,” Richard admitted. “So anything else we need to deal with today?”


    “I have a few things but they can wait, we do need to go to the other victims and details on each of them. I am hoping you may find the pattern interesting.” David admitted as He turned to walk away.


    “I really don’t like this I was signing up for pirate hunting,” Richard said with a sigh as he glanced back at the blood painting.


    “Well just keep close and do what you can,” Madison said, “So you met someone who could summon your soul out of your body?” she asked, “Why didn’t you say anything?”


    “Yeah, soul summoning isn’t something trivial, that’s something only the oldest and powerful beings on the planet can do. It’s the realm of the gods,” Spark said flying out of the coat and up to his face.


    “There is only one god,” Richard corrected, Spark glared back clearly wanting to argue with him. “Besides while magic users are not common for all I know it could have been a dreamscape or something, I just said my soul since it’s a good description of what seemed to happen. All I know is they can talk to owls, which I may add Kareem is capable of doing.”


    “Still I am pissed you left this information out,” Madison cut in glaring at Richard,


    “I don’t know you, and five years on a pirate ship does not break trust, you know it now, and no that by the point we were involved I had already finished the deal between me and the woman. I don’t expect you to tell me your past so don’t expect me to tell you everything about me.”


    “Hold up did this lady help you free me?” Spark asked,


    “Aye,” Richard answered glancing back to Spark,


    “Don’t tell me I was the prize for whatever it was she wanted out of you,” Spark said turning red, becoming increasingly hostile.


    “She gave me the key to your freedom, you gave me the wish after you escaped.” Richard reminded.


    “It’s the principle of the matter,” Madison joined in.


    “Exactly,” Spark agreed on both of them clearly upset at him.


    “Yes, the wish was the carrot, okay happy, now your both informed about everything that happened and now pissed despite everyone choosing to do what they want and everyone getting out from under someone’s thumb, piss off,” he stormed off extremely frustrated that both of them were grilling him.


    Richard frowned as he realized something only to turn around to see that Spark had vanished as Madison walked up to him she patted her robbed armor, and Richard got the hint. He walked out of the room as a small group of people marched in past him.


    “What?” Richard asked as he stopped and waited, watching as they started to bring in buckets of water, “Ah,” Richard said shaking his head.


    Richard walked out of the building as Madison followed out.


    “Now you were saying something about seeing your family?” David asked glancing over at him.


    “Aye,” Richard said as he adjusted his coat.


    “I suppose we could make a quick visit if we must,” David said clearly annoyed with the diversion.


    “Well isn’t this nice,” Richard thought to himself, “Filled in this carriage and everyone has a grievous with me.” He thought to himself as he frowned looking out the window. The scene changed slowly, “My address, crap I need give you the address. Kings wood Drive, Lot 94.” Richard instructed and with that they were off.


    Richard smiled as he watched the street move by. He picked out a few familiar places. “I played, there on the weekends, with,” He stopped as He closed the curtain. Richard glared forward he seemed stony.


    “Richard?” Madison asked, only for the carriage to stop. Richard opened the door, He frowned as he looked around before he spotted the door.


    “I won’t be long,” Richard said,


    “We are not supposed to split up,” David repeated, as Richard glanced over at him. He just looked at him. Richard looked at him for a long time, as Richard shut the door. He moved around the carriage as he glanced over at someone sitting on the steps.


    “Does Kelly Zane still live her?” Richard asked,


    “The bitch, Ya she still lives here,” the man replied, “Why you a friend of her? Another boyfriend for the damn gold digger.”


    “I’m her son,” Richard said with a grin. “Still giving the other mom’s hell I see,” Richard laughed, He walked up and knocked on the door.


    “I didn’t say she was home,” He said,


    “Store it is,” Richard said walking back down the stairs, Richard nodded his head as David and Madison got out of the carriage, Richard moved at a brisk pace putting himself through some distance.


    “Don’t want to remember,” Richard said as he felt the golden Claw tap against the side of his leg. It was a reminder that he hadn’t walked these streets in well over five years.


    “Mom, knock it off,” came a familiar voice, as Richard felt a grin split his face.


    “Leave mom alone you dirt bag weasel,” Richard called out,


    “I am, Richard?” came out a voice as Richard tossed the, “Well if isn’t the dirt bag weasel himself!” he shouted back as The two grabbed each other into massive hug. The two in question, was off course Kelly and his younger brother Colton Zane. He got another hug.


    Kelly Zane was short even by woman’s standards, she wasn’t thin, but I know ways fat, not that the dress she was sporting do much to dissuade it. She had long dark brown hair, brown eyes and a warn face since she was about twenty years older than Richard himself.


    Colton was a tall skinny man, about five years younger than Richard. He had red hair that had a light curl, he had a white shirt with the sleeves rolled up with brown suspenders holding up his tan pants. Richard locked Colton who was taller into a headlock, as Colton did the same the two grinning at each other.


    “I was wondering when you were going to pop back up!” Colton shouted as he tried to pull his head back up.


    “Oh you know had to get a drink, buy some groceries, before I showed back up,” Richard grunted in between pulls.


    “Your both Idiots,” Richard’s mother frowned, “And you just got back and you’re up to your old antics, honestly,” she scolded the pair. Richard released his younger brother before giving his mom a hug, “And this is Anita,”


    “Yep about five years old so we haven’t met, I am Richard the biggest of the big brothers,” Richard said with a smile as he went down to her eye level. Long blond hair and big blue eyes with a long dress and a pair of black shoes, he hair had a few braids in it. She hid behind his mother as he stood back up.


    “So that leaves the other red head, were is Ella at?” Richard asked rising an eyebrow.


    “She got married,” His mom informed, “Took a while for her to be convinced they even had a child before hand, and I haven’t heard the end of it from my husband or the neighbors.”


    “Well Ella did have a habit of doing whatever she wanted,” Richard admitted with the shrug of his shoulders. Richard picked up the bags for his mom was holding,


    “So what’s the word on the street?” Richard asked casually, as His mom went to go on talking about everything that had been going on. From Colton courting a woman, Ella’s wedding, and the recent events around his mom being hated by nearly all the mom’s in the area.


    “… so I wasn’t going to let her call the little girl that,” Richard’s Mom explained.


    “Sounds about right,” Richard admitted, “You never cared for what people call you, but you have an issue if someone is messing with a kid.”


    “Never mattered who’s kid,” Colton laughed.


    “So what have you been up to was the colonies?” Colton asked,


    “Um,” Richard rubbed the back of his neck, “I never made it, I got turned around and ended up heading back about half way though.”


    “I told my Father that hole sailing thing wouldn’t work out. I don’t understand why you went through all of this it’s not like anyone in our family was a sailor.”


    “That we know off,” Richard amended, The room went a little silent, “Also I have some bad news, for you and Ella, your father is dead, he died on the ship we were working on.” Richard told them, Kelly simply shook her head, Colton looked off to the side as well.


    “Did you burry him?” Colton asked,


    “Of course, I owed him that much at least,” Richard admitted, he stroked his goatee. “Anyway your going to find this out eventually but I ended up having a run in with Pirates, and ended up helping out The Dame Madison Stronglance in the process, of getting soul ownership of a ship called the Gold Eagle.”


    “Haha,” Colton started laughing, “My brother the story teller,” he mocked,


    “Can we see it?” His Mom asked,


    “Richard shrugged, I don’t see why not,” Richard admitted, as he stood up.


    “Doctor, Dame, you don’t mind if we take a quick trip to my ship?” Richard shouted.


    “I swear if this becomes a regular occurrence every day thing, I will drop you from this investigation!” David shouted back.


    “Really?” Richard asked hopefully.


    “Sir Richard, please to not test the good doctor’s patience,” Madison scolded as Colton shut up.


  




  

    Chapter 30 Bring Your Mom To Work Day?



    Dinner Party aboard the Eagle



    “So where is your ship?” Colton asked as Richard just smiled, as He walked up onto the deck of the Golden Eagle,


    “Your kidding right?” David asked looking at Madison who just smirked,


    “Captain,” “Captain, Richard.” “Sir Richard,” came a multitude of greeting as Richard spotted Boss reading on top of a barrel, he lowered it and set it down before approaching him.


    “I take it your opening up a tour or something?” He asked with a grin.


    “Nah, just visiting with the family,” Richard said with a slight shrug as Boss suddenly got a shudder down his back. “What’s that about?”


    “No idea,” Boss admitted, “Oh right you had a package deliver her for you,” he said, “Sam, get the package!”


    Sam nodded and rushed off as Jill, rushed over and started to wag her tail as she raced around his legs. “Hello Jill,” He said,


    “Can I pet her?” Anita asked Richard nodded his head as she began to play with the dog.


    “Just let her sniff yeah first,” Richard advised,


    “So working for the government, why do I get a feeling you left a few things out?” Colton asked glancing over at him.


    “Don’t worry about it little brother, just know I am making the world a bit safer,” Richard sad clapping him on the back.


    “You have been reading to many of your Arthurian legends,” Colton frowned, “Word will get out I am not stupid,”


    “So why should I ruin the mystery?” Richard asked before walking off.


    “So who’s this?” Anita asked as Sam walked over handing Richard a package.


    “This is Sam, sadly he can’t talk, he’s my cabin boy, and the only mature member of my crew,” Richard chuckled as he took the package unwrapping a badge that looked like his flag a sideways facing skull with two wings on it. He frowned looking at his coat.


    “What’s that?” Anita asked,


    “It’s a badge so long as It matches my flag I have the right to recruit sailors, and lets me fight bad guys and enemies of Britannia,” Richard explained.


    “So you were Knighted, I am so proud, but I got a feeling were going to be seeing less off you,” Richard’s mom said.


    “Anytime is good, he was gone for five years,” Colton laughed, His mom elbowed him but he got a few more chuckles off.


    “Anyway try to make it for the holiday’s it’s bad enough I lost contact with you sister, I would love to have you back for the birthday.” She said as she looked Richard in the eye.


    Richard rubbed the back of his head. “It’s been a while hasn’t it, I’ll do my best to keep the holidays in mind,” Richard admitted.


    “Sadly Sir Captain Richard will be working on a project, with the government, and will be required to take leave of public life, this will be the last time he will be able to visit for the foreseeable future,” David informed as he glared at Richard but was mostly ignored.


    “Well if that’s how it is how about a dinner above deck?” Richard asked, “I’ll get everything set, Boss see if you can, ah better idea, get Tray and James together and use the extra planks and barrels to make up some tables, and seating arrangements if you need to try and find some old ones around the docks. I’ll get the stove going and see if anyone can help with the cooking.


    “Good think you thought of this so early or else we would be having dinner late into the night. Still,” Richard’s mom sighed, “You their red head you’re going to help as well,” she pointed Jerold,


    “Um,” He looked ready to protest, but she shot him a look.


    “I think I can help out with the cooking as well,” Tobi, volunteered, as Richard glanced over at him.


    “I really can’t believe your still here,” Richard admitted,


    “After the party that night I stuck around besides, Boss over there beat me in arm wrestling,” he chuckled, “I would like to join as a full member of the crew if you don’t mind.”


    “Welcome aboard, Tobi, I will have a formal interview with my business her in gaslight is properly wrapped up.”


    “Sounds fair,” He admitted, “Hear that chief? We get to spend more time together,”


    “Oh my,” Laurella said as her face turned red,


    “Something wrong Doc?” Richard asked looking at her,


    “Nothings wrong, but Madison seems to be having a fit,” David,


    “Not you Laurella is the ship’s surgeon, what do you mean having a fit, Madison’s got a straight face,” Richard said pointing his thumb at her. Madison had her Cloak off letting her armor see light.


    “Gah,” Boss had a hand over his mouth as Richard gave him a funny look.


    “Did I miss something?” Richard asked, after getting no response head shook his head and headed below deck.


    Richard spent a good portion of the day in the kitchen as the smoke and steam filtered out of the metal tubing and out of the ship. “So I hear you got trapped on an island?” His mom mentioned as Richard nodded,


    “Aye, had a bit of a run in with a Pirate named Brendan,” Richard admitted, as he grabbed a big slab of beef. “Sam goes check up on the chicken,” Richard ordered as Sam nodded and jolted off.


    “So is his hair always white?” Gerald asked,


    “Yeah, sure, wait, what?” Richard asked turning around as he looked over to see that Sam’s hair was indeed white.


    “That’s not normal is it?” Tobi asked, “Cause I swore it was green last night,”


    “It was brown when I first met him, to be honest,” Richard admitted,


    “I know my hair changes in the light, but that is ridiculus,” his mom raised an eyebrow at him.


    “Still not the weirdest person on this ship, Richard admitted, most mysterious,” he admitted, “Goliam, could you give me a hand with this stuff, I need you to start bringing things up on deck,” Richard called out as He popped his head into the kitchen.


    “By the make!” Richard’s mom cried out as Richard simply handed him a massive metal pot.


    “Smells like chicken,” He said with a nervous grin as he eyed Richard’s mom before looking helplessly back at Richard.


    “Don’t worry about her, Trust me mom’s a lot more forgiving than me just give her some time to get used to you,” He said cheerfully as he pushed him back towards the stairs. “Now get moving I got some other things work on.” Richard pushed him out. “As He looked at his mom, how’s the bread?”


    “Still cooking,” Tobi admitted, “So is he the oddest on the ship?” He asked,


    “Hardly,” Richard said with a shake of his head.


    “Really, well I guess the Moth Chick would count,” Tobi admitted,


    “You haven’t met her,” Richard admitted,


    “You have a woman who want to share her life with you?” Richard’s mom asked,


    “Crazier, a woman even more controlling than Grandma,” Richard snapped back, Tobi glanced from one to the other.


    “That’s not humanly possible,” She returned, “I would have an easier time believing you have a kid, sadly the only one I have seen is too cute to be related to you.”


    “It’s called adoption perfectly reasonable, especially since normally family members have a bad habit of driving you up the wall,” Richard responded,


    “So anyone want popcorn?” Tobi asked Richard’s mom gave him a frown,


    “Get back to work we don’t have time for your, oh so witty banter,” As she pushed him of the stole he had grabbed scattering his popcorn all over his chest.


    “She’s mean,” Tobi said, “Wasted all that popcorn,” as Jill all but jumped out from under a table and started eating the food up.


    “Nah, if she wanted to be mean, she would have had you cooking the bacon,” Richard said, “Where the hell is everyone else, I swear If I have to smash head together to get people motivated I will,” Richard frowned as he moved up the stairs, when he started to hear a rumbling of people, that as he got closer and closer sounded more irritated and Hostile.


    “Richard?” came a surprised Chirp, as Madison approached him.


    “Madison?” he asked glancing up as she shrugged her shoulders.


    “Your mom asked me to search around for some spices, ingredients,” She corrected, “When I noticed it as well, your ships going to be the death of you,” she said eyeing him. Richard felt a half smirk twist onto his face as he headed up to the deck to see all if not most of the crew standing in front of the gangplank.


    “Go check up on Laurella, let her know we may have need of her services,” Richard informed her, as Richard moved into the crowd.


    “Captain on deck!” Nathan shouted over as Nathan took his ride side and started to create a path. “Get people moving you!” Nathan pointed at Stephano, “Get on the left, started moving people to the side. Goliam!” Nathan shouted and everyone stepped to the side.


    “Why didn’t you do that first?” Richard whispered,


    “You needed an entourage, I am a storyteller we got to set the mood.” He said with a grin, as Goliam stood behind him casting a bit of a shadow. “One thing is missing,” Richard tossed his brown coat to the side as Sam tossed him his black coat. Pinning his badge inside he adjusted his coat.


    “Well?” came a voice, as Richard rolled his eyes.


    “I waited on one knee for Shaper knows how long, and they can’t wait for five for me to get my coat on?” Richard sighed, “Okay let’s see what this is all about,” Richard sniffed before striding forward.


    Richard spotted the guard first, The uniform was a traditional Orange and white garb, each with a rapier at the side and a black hat, a few of them had a crossbow on hand. They had armor over their shoulders as well as brown boots.


    The guard was circling around a few odd individuals. One was wearing a dress, she had long blonde hair that was braided and was a bit on the small size despite wearing a dress. She stood out the most no just cause of the mint green dress, was she seemed to not want to be there, in fact, she seemed downright flattery like a bird in a cage.


    The other girl was dressed a bit more casually but her deep red dress went to offset her porcine skin and Black hair which was tied up in a bun. She had brown eyes that seemed very hard while the other woman was nervous this one had a cold control to her, on a level he rarely saw. Despite this, her dress showed off a lot more of her than the Blonde clearly desiring to show off as much as possible, as the standards of a woman of her class would allow. She adjusted her white gloves as she locked eyes with Richard, but his were lazy and disinterested as he glanced down at the man looking straight up at him.


    He had his brown hair in a ponytail, without a hair loss, as Richard walked forward he saw more, he had a dark blue coat with long tails he had a white shirt on with ruffles around his neck and at his sleeves. His pants were also Dark Blue as well with what looked like white stripes down the outside part of his pants. He had a rapier at his side as well but it was decked out with a bit more money as it shined with a few precise jewels as the metal shifted around the hilt.


    Richard walked down the plank as Both Nathan and Stepheno walked a step behind. Goliam waited at the top not sure if the plank could hold him.


    “So what seems to be the problem?” Richard asked as he glanced around he looked back at his crew then back to the group before him. “I hope my dinner plan hasn’t interrupted your,” He trailed a bit glancing at the woman in green than to the one in red. “Whatever it is you’re doing,” Richard said with a grin,


    The woman in red, however, was locking eyes with Stepheno both seemed to be trying to burn holes in each other’s head. Nathan was polite giving the woman in green a smile, However she seemed to shrink behind the man. “Oh, but where are my manors, Sir Captain Richard Robert Zane,” He said resting his hand on the hilt of his sword and offering his other.


    “So you’re the captain of this ship, I see you are not flying the colors of Britannia, as such as I informed your first mate.” He nodded as Richard glanced back to see Boss off to the side of the plank. “That I will be confiscating your ship,


    “Law, huh?” Richard repeated as he glanced back at his crew as he gave Boss a wink. “Well, I don’t know, with arms like that, I don’t think you turn the wheel with your skinny arms,” Richard chuckled as the crew humored Richard with the laughter of his own.


    “Skinny huh, I’ll tan your hide for your arrogance,” He growled.


    “Morgan, this doesn’t feel right,” said the woman in green,


    “A man such a this who spits at authority is not a man we need sailing the seas we have enough pirates,” He said glancing back at her.


    “Morgan, I’ll make you deal you turn that wheel and the ship is yours,” Richard said with a smile, as everyone shut up. Nathan and Stepheno both looked at him.


    “You are on,” Morgan said with a grin as he pushed past Richard. Richard held up his hand stopping anyone else from pushing past as the crew split from him. Richard smirked as he glanced.


    “My Lady if you care to watch,” he glanced at both, “You may come aboard as well.” He offered as he stepped to the side. The two walked past the woman in green going before the lady in red. Richard glanced at the guard who seemed to move as he flashed his badge, at them. They stopped as one of them even grinned as Richard winked, he walked up the plank just in time to see Morgan reach the wheel. The crew whispered as they formed behind lee as Sam grabbed his leg. Richard glanced down to see a worried face but Richard patted him on the head and crossed his arms.


    “Ah,” Morgan grunted as he tried to turn the wheel. He looked at the wheel stunned. “The ladies the crew everyone, “What?” he questioned he looked at the wheel inspecting it looking for a lock but finding nothing.


    “Haha,” Richard laughed, his chest rumbling as he leaned back. “What’s a matter, are gloves causing you to slip.


    “You Locked it somehow,” He Morgan grunted.


    “What did you do?” David asked in a whisper.


    “I told the truth he’s not enough of a man to handle the Golden Eagle,” Richard said as Morgan’s feet slipped trying to push it. “Sam would you be so kind as to give him a hand?” Richard asked his voice filled with mock sympathy. Sam hesitated as Richard gave him a light push on the back as he moved up.


    Morgan glared at Sam. “IF he does a thing to Sam, kill him,” Richard said to Stepheno under his breath even as he smiled calmly up at Morgan. Sam couldn’t even come up to the full height as he pushed the wheel and slowly and surprisingly turned it. The crew roared with Laughter as Morgan looked at the Sam in disbelief.


    Richard chuckled as he strode up to the wheel. He took the wheel and casually spun it with a flick of his wrist. “I do believe, a deal is a deal,” He said leaning against the rail looking at Morgan.


    “It doesn’t change the law,” Morgan snapped.


    “True but this does,” Richard said taking out his page and slapping it on the rail. ” I am a Legal Privateer, and only members of my crew are strong enough to sail My ship. So if you don’t mind I would ask you to get off, my ship. I am having dinner and your not invited,” He said,


    “What in the world is going on!” Shouted Madison as she moved out of the doctor’s room. She pushed past the crew.


    “Just showing my, Guests,” Richard said presently, “back to shore, Dame Madison,” Richard said as Morgan’s eyes went wide.


    “Sister?” said the woman in green as she spun around to see Madison.


    “Dandy,” Richard said with a sigh, “I got a feeling I will have a few more mouths to feed now,” Richard said glancing over at Sam.


    Richard watched as the two hugged as Morgan and Richard glanced at each other. Richard Mentally sized him up, playing Leader to the Oldest Daughter of the Stronglance family met this man was worth something. And while it would be best to be civil, Richard figured if Lord Stronglance died and this was the replacement, he may want to consider another patron.


    “Oh it is so good to see it’s been so long, Nora,” Madison said as the crew quickly parted ways. The two


    “Okay get back to work no standing around,” Richard ordered off. “Boss I need to go downstairs and Help out in the Kitchen, I got things to keep an eye on up here.”


    “I take it the entertainments over?” Boss asked,


    “Not sure,” Richard admitted,


    “Then I will send Gerald down, I don’t want to miss this,” Boss admitted,


    “It’s been so long little sister,” Nora said looking up at Madison. Richard walked over,


    “Sister, I have to admit I thought I met all your family members, Sorry my lady I have been out of town for a few years.”


    “Right,” Nora said shifting behind her sister before glancing back to see the crew setting up dinner tables.


    “Don’t worry about Richard, he’s a nice guy but you have to get passed the rest of him to see it,” Madison said with a smirk.


    “I will have you know I am terrible human being, I just so happen to see more benefits in being nice than mean.” Richard glanced back at Morgan. “Unless it’s funny,” he said with a smirk as Morgan adjusted his coat and walked down.


    “Sam could you take my coat back in, if we are going to be having such esteemed guests I should try to look up to the task,” Richard said as he grabbed his borrowed coat.


    “So are you coming home soon,” Nora asked looking at Madison, David was about to say something but Richard stepped in front of him.


    “Well, we have some things we need to prepare, so if you need a private place to talk please make use of my cabin,” Richard said with a smile,


    “Thank You, Lord Morgan could you stand outside the door for us?” she asked looking at him hopefully. He smiled as he adjusted his white gloves as the two woman headed up the stairs. He glanced back at Richard with a smirk, while Richard raised a brow at him.


    “So a Lord,” Boss said casually looking at him, “I never liked the idea of Lords and Kings. I always believed merit and skill.”


    “No system of governance can remain without some form of corruption,”


    “If all men were equal that wouldn’t be an issue,” Boss said as they watched them head up into this cabin. Boss glanced at Richard as Richard looked back.


    “This an age old debate if you want I could drop you off in Frank, they have a lot of places that thrive on this kind of chat, but I have work to do,” Richard said patting him on the shoulder, I am going to let Laurella know her serves are not in need.


    Richard walked into down the short flight to and entered her room. Richard felt his hairs stick up as he heard the familiar hum of her electro rod. “Something up Doc?” Richard asked as he glanced to the side to see Laurella armed and dangerous.


  


  

    “Who’s the tool you humiliated?” she asked lowering her weapon before sliding the lock into place.


    “Lord Morgan,” Richard said as he glanced back at the door. “Why you know him?”


    “I know his face; he was on the ship I was kicked off of back when I was, ‘employed’ so to speak.”


    “DO you know what the lord’s name was?”


    “No The Pirate who would be a Lord never stepped out of the cabin. Morgan was the first mate he handled all the day to day stuff if he hears his captain can’t be too far behind.” Laurella explained, “And If I go out there he will recognize me.”


    “Hmm pity I doubt we would be believed if we tried to oust him. Well, I’ll think on this, but I got a feeling if he is part of a crew, he won’t stand for me living long any recommendations?”


    “Well, I know a thing or two about poisons. If you feel any major effects, swallow this or force it down someone’s throat.” Laurella instructed tossing him a small jar.


    “What is this?” Richard asked raising an eyebrow at her.


    “It’s Mithridate,” Laurella explained as Richard looked at the jar then back at her.


    “You’re kidding, that’s like 65 different ingredients, I didn’t even think of stocking the ship,” Richard admitted,


    “The Golden Eagle didn’t come stocked with it, I made it while we were making time, I had the ingredients memorized back during my Apprenticeship. ” She admitted,


    “Who the hell did you work under that could teach you this,” Richard asked waving the jar in his hand.


    “Nobody I was given a lot of old medical books. They plundered a lot of things and the ingredients for The Mithridate was and is for some people one of the most sought after items. So if you want to have a good store of it,” She said pointing the shocker in face. “You keep your mouth shut, and maybe see if you can find other sources of medical knowledge, what helps me helps you.”


    “I get your drift,” Richard admitted, “In the meantime, I’ll ask Boss to bring you in some of the food.”


    “Good,” She sheathed her weapon. “So any plan’s for dealing with Morgan?”


    “Right now, no,” Richard admitted crossing his arm. “He’s in tight with the authority at least in Gaslight City. But I doubt he’s interested in standing still men of ambition are two things,” Richard chuckled as he cracked open the door.


    “I am not asking, I am not your audience,” Laurella said frowning back and cocking her hips.


    “Well, I plan on waiting for him to make a mistake. The worst thing a person can do is stumble in blind, Lord Morgan already proved assumption is the mother of all fuck ups,” Richard said as he closed the door behind him.


    “Shit,” she cursed, “That’s going to bother me now.”


  




  

    Chapter 31 Catching Up And Dinner



    Family Ties And The Investigation Begins



    “Oh it’s so nice to see you, I see it didn’t take long to get back into the armor,” Nora said jumping as she approached her sister and flung her arms around her neck.


    Madison took a moment to get over the sudden action before returning the hug. “I missed you so much,” she admitted, it felt like it was forever since she saw her older sister as even as she picked her up in the hug.


    “This is so unfair,” Nora huffed with a smile, as she was set down and dusted her dress off. “I have to admit, I have never seen a ship so amazing, the sails, the throne?” she paused, “The outside says heroic the captain’s room looks like that of a Dragon mage villain, or an anti-King Arthur.” She said glancing back at Madison.


    “All the same, he works for our father care for a seat; I’ll brew up some tea for us.” She said taking out a candle and setting up a kettle. “So what’s been going on while I was gone?” she asked as she got the sugar and other supplies Richard had off to the side.


    “Well we had a ball last Yule, I got a new dress, I went over and toured the country of Frank. The capital was amazing. I got see all the latest fashion. I was very lucky to even get to visit the Kings court the throne room was so lavishly decorated. It was to die for,” She went on, before whispering, “I got engaged.”


    “Pardon,” Madison said, as she turned,


    “Don’t act so surprised the eldest always goes first, I am going to be married to Lord Morgan, I can’t wait for you two to get some time together. He’s very sweet and he’s been such a gentleman.” She said flicking her wrist at her sister.


    “That’s good to hear, although he didn’t handle his entrance onto the Golden Eagle rather well,” Madison commented wearily.


    “Well, you’ve been living with issues that have been plaguing not only our father but the Queen of Britannia. There is now a rumored fifteenth Pirate Lord by the name of Brendan.” She said with a sad sigh.


    “I wouldn’t worry about him Captain Richard has already ended his Life,” Madison informed as the tea kettle started to whistle.


    “He did?” Nora said blinking as Madison poured out some tea, dropping some cream and sugar into both before sitting down.


    “Yes, Brendan was my captor, and Richard was responsible for my release and the Death of the man,”


    “But all Pirate Lords have some kind of magical ability, it was rumored the Brendan could control fire how could anyone deal with such a man?” Awed by this new information, as Madison took a dignified sip of her tea;


    “It would be if it were not for the fact Richard did not wait for Brendan to gain his abilities the process that gave him his pour was cut off,” Madison explained.


    “Oh, may I inquire as to how one gains such power?” she asked eyeing her sister who had closed her eyes enjoying her tea.


    “I suppose there is no harm since Richard destroyed two of the required alters that are needed. The Alters each required an exuberant amount of blood sacrifices. It was not a pleasant smell, to say the least,”


    “Sounds, horrifying,” Nora sniffed as she took out a handkerchief and dabbed at her eyes. Madison glanced at her sister.


    “Don’t look at me like that,” Madison said with a sigh, as she sat down. “I am a knight I knew what I was getting into and despite everything I survived it all. Well around hundred people cannot say the same.”


    “But you are my sister, and while you suffered I could only hope you someday could escape. I must personally thank Richard for returning you to us.” She said with a smile, Madison had to catch herself before she took a sip of her tea.


    “So about Morgan?” Madison said with a sly smile.


    “Richard, before you walk out do you still have that coin?” Laurella asked


    “I see what you’re up to,” Richard said with a grin, as he glanced at the door.


    “Let me use it and I can head out there and enjoy the Richard?” she asked only to see Richard had already left.


    “I had forgotten about this,” Richard said as he pulled out the coin. He checked the coin both sides having a gender on was a dick the other tits. He had to make sure he headed below deck and purposely dropped the coin male side up. Nothing happened.


    “Perfect,” Richard said as he picked it up. He headed up to the deck, were Lord Morgan and the lady in red.


    “I hope you don’t need anything in your cabin,” said the lady in red.


    “I don’t I got your name miss,” Richard said as he leaned against the rail.


    “Darcy Lady in waiting to Lady Nora,” Darcy introduced.


    “Darcy,” Richard paused for a second something about the name seemed to ring something in the back of his mind.


    “I take it you know someone with that name?” Lord Morgan asked,


    “I think so, but I was crap at remembering names,” Richard said with a shrug, as he glanced over at the Lady in red, she stuck her nose in the air. “Just wanted to let you know the Golden Eagle was a gift and sadly is magical. I don’t even need a crew to manage it.” Richard glanced over as the ship’s wheel moved on its own surprising them both.


    “So even if I wanted to take it,” Lord Morgan chuckled.


    “Yep, sorry about that by the way I did plan on getting the flag situation fixed but I just got into port yesterday.” Richard said, “So where you from?” Richard asked with a pleasant smile.


    “Forge, one of many Lords of Forge sadly,” Lord Morgan admitted, with a smirk of his own.


    “Well if you want you’re more than welcome to stay for dinner.” Richard offered.


    “Hmm, I’ll ask Lady Nora on the matter, but I do have other matters I need to take care of.” Lord Morgan. Richard got back to his feet as he headed to the stairs.


    “So Captain lee, where were you born?” Darcy asked,


    “The Colonies, but I moved around a lot,” Richard admitted,


    “Ah well have fun with your, Party,” she sniffed as Richard shrugged, as he walked his hand shifting as he dropped the coin near Morgan.


    “Oh, could you toss me my coin back?” Richard asked having ‘noticed’ the coin. Lord Morgan raised an eyebrow. Richard took a second before realizing Morgan was not going to play ball. He leaned forward and picked the coin up. Richard turned only for the door to open up.


    “Ah Sir Richard,” Nora said as she moved, I am sorry on behalf of lord Morgan and Myself. I had no idea you were so instrumental in helping my sister, even defeating Brendan in single combat. Your skill must be exceptional,” she said rushing forward a bit.


    “Thanks,” lee said blinking in surprise as she smiled at him. “To be honest Brendan not a real swordsman, your sister is twice as good as am. Although you praise warms my heart, lastly you have nothing to apologize for, your companion Lord Morgan was simply doing his due diligence,” Richard said giving her a bow. “But where are my manners, would you care to join us for dinner?” Richard asked stepping to the side of the stairs and offering her his hand with a winning grin.


    “Oh, um I don’t see why not, I have never gone to a party on a boat before,” she said giving him her hand.


    “Well, then I will give you an experience well worth remembering. Sam!” Richard called out, as Sam rushed to his side.


    “This is Lady Nora, get her a nice chair with a view and make sure she has everything she needs. In the mean time if we are going to have more nobles joining us, I think it may be a good idea to bring out are best,” Richard said when suddenly the Golden Eagle started to both move, but the rocking vanished.


    Sam nodded and offering his hand replicating Richard lead Lady Nora off who was awed by the lack of motion as the Eagle cut through the ocean like glass with not so much a disturbance.


    “You could have done that at any time?” Madison asked putting her hands on her hips.


    “I like the feel of it,” Richard admitted with a playful shrug. Madison shook her head as the smell of food moved up from under the deck. Richard organized the long tables as everyone, got everything ready. As the Sun slowly set candles were light up as the sky gave way to a starry sky and a great full moon, just as the food was starting to be brought up.


    “This incredible,” Nora said as Richard sat down to her left. Lord Morgan was to her right and Richard just smiled, soaking in her awe and Lord Morgan’s glares. Madison sat next to Richard as the meals were being brought up.


    Darcy, Richard’s mom, and Boss all shared the table, as well as Sam, helped bring everything up. “Now then thanks so much for all the hard work, and mind you I won’t make it a habit to have my meals brought to me I thank everyone who helped set everything up. Now then I say we praise the void shape and enjoy this glorious meal. Everyone cheered and Richard thanked the stars that everyone was on their best behavior. Even Laurella had joined them after taking the shape of a man she was off to a side table eyeing Morgan with silent determination as Richard felt the small jar press into his side. It didn’t take long for the dinner to move forward. Richard enjoyed his meal as he noticed Madison was eyeing him.


    “So where did you manners come from?” she asked,


    “I raised a good boy,” Richard’s mom interrupted as they both looked at her, but she walked past the table.


    “Right, so what about me?” Madison asked Richard glanced back.


    “I figured with armor you wanted a different kind of respect more one of warriors than of my fair maiden.” Richard admitted, “But My lady if you prefer, I shall be more than happy to give your due if you so desire,” Richard said with a smile.


    “That’s surreal,” Madison admitted,


    “So why so many different people on your crew?” Nora asked as Richard glanced back over at her.


    “We needed every hand we can get, Some people were surprisingly skilled so discarding them would have been pointless. Take are surgeon George,” Richard pointed out referring to Laurella in male form thanks to the coin. “He was abandoned on the island but his skills are second to none. Boss has no memory, but fighting skills are almost on par with Madison.


    “My sister has no equal,” Nora pointed out.


    “If she does I have not met them, or are you thinking of Eagle Eye? His story I don’t know much of, or Goliam?”


    “Both, I would think to keep a crew together of so many,” she paused trying to find the right word. “Individuals with so many backgrounds?”


    “Well, we haven’t had time to clash really beside most of us don’t have any place to go at the moment,” Richard admitted,


    “And here I thought you were going to preach on coexistence,” Morgan commented.


    “Haha,” Richard laughed at the comment. “I couldn’t get along with myself if I had to at the end of the day most of us have one reason to be on this ship. To kill Pirate Lords, each one of us has been discarded on an island filled with monsters, man-eating plants, and Cannibals. That was the good outcome, the alternate being a statistic for a man hungry for power.” Richard leaned back in his chair.


    “Surly you no longer have a reason, you killed Brendan.” Nora reminded. Richard paused, not really having an answer to the question.


    “I need to take care of something,” Richard said excusing himself as he got up. The group looked up at him as he headed up to get away from the party.


    Richard stepped up to the highest deck on the ship as the breeze hit him. “So what’s eating you, captain?” Nathan asked as he walked over to him. Richard reached up and toyed his facial hair.


    “Morality is an interesting concept, is it worth doing evil, if it prevents a greater evil?” Richard asked after a long second.


    “That’s a matter personal preference,” Nathan admitted,


    “But what if Revenge and preventing a greater evil are inner locked, how does one than gage their own reasons for doing something?” Richard asked,


    “I think the Shaper would know all the same,” Nathan admitted,


    “I’d call inconvenient,” Boss commented, walking to another side of Richard. “Let others decide, what your reasons are, it will show you more about them than it will yourself, besides If you save the world, be becoming the greatest villain in history what does it matter, so long as your die with no regrets.”


    “I see your point, anyway I think it’s getting late we should head back,” Richard said as he headed back towards the party.


    “So what’s the point of having someone at the helm?” Nathan asked smirking a bit.


    “It makes people comfortable, the last thing we need is someone panicking.” Richard admitted. “besides, I am not sure what will happen if no one is on the wheel when I am asleep.” Nathan and Boss glanced at each other with a bit of concern as he made his way back to his seat the subject thankfully forgotten.


    “Seems like everyone had fun, so glad you could join us, till next time,” Richard said bowing as Nora and Morgan walked off, ending the party.


    “Stay safe, try to get into shipping like your grandfather,” Richard’s mom advised,


    “Keep is cool, big bro,” Colton said as they clamped hands.


    “You want in?” Richard asked holding the pose.


    “What did you always tell me?” Colton asked,


    “Um, you’re going to have to be specific,” Richard admitted tapping his chin.


    “Never work with family remember?” Colton chuckled, “Besides I got a good thing going on I am seeing a nice girl mom, actually likes this one.”


    “I wish you luck, I’ll make sure to send letters this time,” Richard admitted,


    “I’ll keep mom on the down low on this but just make sure you are not biting off more than you can chew,” Colton said withdrawing his hand. Colton and Richard nodded before he walked up keeping his pace with his mom as they walked home.


    “So you think he knows?” Spark asked popping out of Madison’s cape.


    “I don’t think I fooled either of them, to be honest, Mom’s have a habit of knowing. But we leave things unspoken if we feel it’s best,” Richard admitted,


    “Ah,” Spark said,


    “Now that you are done, gallivanting around,” David declared striding towards Richard. Madison and Richard both glanced at him.


    “I am ready, you?” Richard asked glancing over at Madison, who silently nodded.


    “Good, now let’s get going, I have a few different experts coming in as well a wonderful night out planned for the both of you,” David said with a grin. “I hope you comfortable with the seedier parts of gaslight,”


    “It’s been about five years but I think I can fake it,” Richard said grinning at David.


    “You are a sick bastard,” David said looking at him as Richard went into a full grin.


    “So, in all honesty, what are we doing, and if you give me that need to know the crap I will get you a monkey to do your bidding because I will not dance to that song,” Richard said grabbing the brown coat and tossing it to David.


    “Honestly the only thing we know is there is no pattern every single person that has gone missing has had a different background. I plan on setting you both separate paths, I am going to need to train up Madison for her task so, that leaves Richard for his path. I need you to be as large as life,” He looked at Richard and clapped his hands. “And to be honest I didn’t know if you had it in your but try not to go too crazy we want people to believe it,”


    “So you want me to build up a reputation,” Richard said, “And here I was hoping for something simple, I like the idea of keeping some semblance of anonymity.”


    “Well I will be building it, you just have to live, in the meant, me you’re going to start up bare-knuckle boxing and dying your hair black both of you I plan to take on different lives hopefully eye-catching ones. We will have to change it up shifting from different lives and people, I am not going to lie this is going to get interesting, we need to stick together for the fact that at any given second something bad may happen, we are starting out tonight as three low lives in desperate need of money. Richard, you’re going to be boxing, now is as good a time as any and Madison how comfortable are you in your birthday suit?


  




  

    Chapter 32 Night On The Brawl



    First Rule



    Richard frowned as one of his eyes was covered up. Right now he was getting another slam at the left side of his face, that eye was covered up. His hair was dyed black as well as his goatee, at least he was allowed to keep his coat. Not that he was wearing it, in the middle of a wood pentagon getting beat on by a random bastard.


    “But your dukes up!” “Aim for his face!” Richard could here people as he pulled back trying to minimize his blind spot. Raising one arm up higher and letting his left have a bit more range he started to learn how to fight with one eye covered up.


    “Did you lose it recently! With fighting skills like that, I can understand how!” His opposite called out. Richard felt his eyebrow twitch. “Bitch boy!” he mocked, Richard frowned a bit, Richard avoided a blow to the left as he returned with a quick jab to the man’s chin, he stumbled back as Richard kept back allowing himself to rest up, besides throwing everything in wasn’t what the crowd wanted, they wanted this fight drawn out, and the man taking bids agreed.


    The man rubbed his jaw working it a bit as if to see if it w as busted. “Trust me if your jaw was broken you would know, or you just that punch drunk you can’t feel anything from the neck up?” Richard asked, the man just looked back at him like a dumbass. Richard took the offensive swinging hard only for his blows to miss and feel the hard sting in his stomach. Moving forward he grappled ignoring the pain, he shoved the man into the waist high Pentagon. Hands surged in separating as Richard Delivered a hard slam into the side of the man’s face as he dropped to his knees, Richard shifted back giving the man his space as he shook his head and spat out some blood from a busted lip. The man roared slamming headlong into Richard grabbing around his waist as he started punching over and over again. Richard felt pain ripple into him as he hunched over and then grabbed the man by his waist and hauled up ripping the man’s one handed grip before holding him. The crowd roared as Richard dropped the man he landed hard on his shoulders the man’s feet hanging out. Richard held his side as he moved away his leg forcing him to limp a bit as the man groaned rolling a bit to get back on his feet. Richard shook his head trying to void out the ringing as the other man got back to his feet. He was shaking as he held the side of the pentagon to keep his feet. The man looked pained, and Richard wasn’t sure how he looked on the outside but he knew he could keep going if needed. Richard stepped forward drawing out his full height as he put his fists back up ready to keep going.


    The other man slumped to the ground as everyone realized that was all he wrote, Richard held up his right hand in victory. He moved back to David who had set his stool back down as Richard sat down. He forced his face to be blank as he let the pain roll off him.


    “You are doing good,” David said patting Richard on the shoulder.


    “Water,” Richard said as he felt the cup on his lips. “Thanks,” he gulped. Richard got back up knocking his fists together as they led the next guy in he was a bit flabbier but his arms seemed thicker as well. Richard moved to the side as the blow went wide, the man swung slower than a turtle. Richard lazily dodged another blow, even with the covered eye this guy was telegraphing his blows. Richard rapidly hit the man’s center. Hitting it five times before the man stumbled back Richard, felt a sigh release in his own mind knowing he was given a respite at the lack of the man’s skill. Richard delivered a quick uppercut as the man fell sprawled on the floor.


    “Richard, good to see you’re still going but this next one’s going to be, difficult,” David said as Richard glanced over at him. “How bad are the odds?”


    “Twenty-to-one,” Boss admitted,


    “What is he a Bendact?” Richard shortening the term.


    “Yep,” said a voice as Richard heard the sound of knuckles cracking. Richard glanced over to see a Tiger-man standing a good foot taller with white fur and black stripes. He smirked as he looked down. “I own this place, and now it’s time to pay your dues.” He said as he rolled his shoulders tightening up the muscles under his fur.


    The man was built like a barge, as he leaped into the arena. “You know how this works you leave after your friends drag your body out, try not to end the fight to quickly we want to make some money, other than no weapons go nuts!” the host explained before he turned to the crowd to work them over.


    “So you got a name?” Richard asked,


    “Mike, and to make it easier for your brain after I rattle it, it’s like Strike, only” He took a hard swing at his head. “A little less painful, ” he said with a smile.


    “Dandy,” Richard muttered as he ducked again, he was dancing around blows not bothering to actually strike back.


    Richard frowned knowing this wasn’t going to get him anywhere so he started probing the man’s defenses, despite being a tiger his animal side only gave him a few benefits, unlike Goliam who gained both inhuman size and a thick skin.


    Richard ignored the crowd, focusing only on Mike, letting himself build a rhythm as he docked aiming punches in one spot hitting it over and over again each time building up his speed. He spotted thinking about anything except for the fight. Mike tried to grab him Richard slipped from his grip he tried to kick him but Richard ducked under the clawed foot.


    “What the heck is going on?” Madison asked as she pushed her way through the crowd as she found David. She glanced at the ring to see Richard was fighting and realizing that somehow he had not gotten his head smashed in.


    Richard frowned as he felt his own arms being smashed into his body as soon the pain was overshadowed as his back bent over the edge of the boundary. “Pitiful,” Mike grunted as he gave Richard a cocky grin, as the pain seemed to be replaced.


    “He’s putting up a display, he’s suddenly got competent despite having three close wins now he’s a man possessed. “


    Richard ducked under another blow as he slammed his fist into the man’s Jaw as the man was lifted from the impact. Richard deflected a wild counter with his forearm before slamming into the man’s gut his eyes went wide as he dropped to the ground. The man’s head hit the side of the pentagram cracking. Richard winced at the sound as the person lay at a painful angle Richard frowned as he realized that was not good.


    “Anyone a doctor?” Richard asked as he glanced at him. He knew moving the body could be dangerous.


    “Ouch,” he groaned out stirring a bit, Richard mentally sighed as He relaxed a bit, he watched relieved as he sat back down.


    “Okay here is your cut,” Richard glanced over as a wade was thrust into his hand. “I need a drink,” Richard said as the full impact of his fight caught up to him.


    “Not bad at all I think you made an impression,” David replied patting Richard on the back,


    “Hs,” Richard inhaled at the touch shooting David a glare. He sat down at the bar and slapped down some cash. “I need a brandy, make it a double,” he said as David and Madison sat down.


    “So what’s the point in watching, Richard take hits,” Madison asked,


    “All in good time, just know you have a stage name and this will not be the only time we will be going to different parts of the city. Besides you have a reason to be here as well,” David said with a sickeningly sweet smile.


    “What are you up to exactly?” she asked as Richard slide a glass over to Madison who eyed it before looking at Richard.


    “You’re going to need it,” Richard advised before slamming his drink.


    “Next round up is the female mud wrestling tournament!” came an announcement followed by a lot of cheers.


    “No,” Madison said as both of them looked at her.


    “Think this as payback for the hair thing back on the ship,” Richard said with a smile as he glanced at her.


    “Not going to happen,” Madison she returned sternly.


    “Madison for the good of the city, and I promise I will explain everything after you participate at least once,” David said,


    “I don’t wear anything stupid? Do I,” she asked looking very concerned,


    “It’s not stupid, but you don’t want to get your clothes dirty,” David said, she sighed slumping her shoulders. Before being directed to the dressing room,


    “How bad is it?” Richard asked glancing over at David.


    “You wouldn’t catch me dead wearing it, I better move fast,” he said quickly hustling off after her.


    “I thought we were supposed to stay together?” Richard asked more to himself before grabbing another shot.


    Richard picked up his stuff when a rather wrinkled man stepped in front of him. “That was an impressive fight, there kid,” he said adjusting his glasses as he, had gray hair had some cowlicks but most of it was combed down. He had a sash tied around his head covering up his left eye as well as a worn blue jacket and tan pants. “The names Drew, but folks call me D.D. that was a hot blooded fight even got me excited, that don’t happen much these days,” He chuckled as he rubbed the back of his hair.


    “One eye Alexander,” Richard introduced, “It looks like the female match is up, I don’t want to miss this.”


    “Well, I have to admit I am interested I was wondering if you would be interested in fighting in a Tournament?” D.D offered Richard glanced over at him.


    “I do this to eat, if I try to rise up I risk taking more damage than I can handle, don’t want to end up on the streets,” Richard replied he tapped his eye.


    “Ah,” D.D, “Well I figured they way you took on the Tiger you would be a bit more open, but I see otherwise, enjoy the show.” The man said before walking away.


    “If you’re looking for a risk taker, look for Captain Richard Robert Zane,” Richard offered, with a chuckle as he pushed his way to the center ring.


    “Now for the main event!” said a man with a rather old looking suit and a gray bowler hat. “The LADIES MUD WRESTLING MATCH! You know the rules pin to ten or the fist one who calls uncle after the five-minute marker losses. Tonight we bring you the Midnight Ninja, the Queen of the night The undefeated master of the ring Davina!” The announcer raised as a woman flipped over the ground spiraling before landing kneed deep in the mud. She was sporting a short dark Blue Kimono, the outfit didn’t go down past her fingertips, and the cut around her neck had her boobs on almost full display, but her face was covered up as her long black hair was tied back in a braid. She did a slight curtsy before jumping up giving the crowd a show as they cheered her on.


    “In the Dark of the Night!” she cried out pumping her fist in the air.


    “Davina strikes!” the crowd roared in response.


    “The challenge from across the sea the Ocean Island Queen of the Jungle! The Giantess built for power, GILDA!” The announcer proclaimed milking it for all its worth.


    Richard pinched his nose as he shook his head, trying not to laugh at hole situation, in all his Life he never thought he would see Madison walking into a mud wrestling competition in a two piece leopard skin outfit that left very little to the imagination. She jumped in with a very annoyed look on her face as she adjusted the outfit.


    “Well this is happening,” Richard said to himself even as the crowd shouted around him.


    “So let’s see if we catch any fish,” David said with a sigh standing next to Richard.


    “Are we not suppose to stay together,” Richard said looking at him.


    “I have eyes I will know if you talked to anyone and I have ears that will let me know what was said, but I need time to set them up,” David admitted Richard gave him an annoyed look.


    “I would have liked to have known this earlier,” Richard said as the crowd suddenly winced as Richard glanced back to the ring to see Madison half submerged in mud as Davinia pinned her head in-between her legs.


    Madison could feel the grit as she slipped out of the leg hold, She was out for a second when her opposition grabbed twisting her leg. The mud gave no traction as she was back and free fall face first into the mud.


    Richard winced as she tried to get the mud off her eyes but her own hands were caked in it. Madison twisted kicking her other foot but Davina hadalreadyy released her leg. Madison pushed herself back to her feet shaking the mud off.


    “First matches are never fun, it’s like watching a puppy on ice. Its cute at first but after a while you just want to get it off the ice cause it’s embracing.


    “Cute,” Madison Spat, he tested the balls off her feet, she really wanted to go fists flying but the point was to grapple. “I can’t believe I am doing this,” she muttered


    “P- Gilda pick her up or something!” Richard shouted as Madison felt her legs swept out from under her as he arms was suddenly grabbed as two legs wrapped around her arms stretching. “What is the point of this?” Richard asked looking at David.


    “Don’t worry about aren’t you enjoying the show?” David asked with a light smile,


    “Hardly? Its no fun if the woman’s not enjoying it,” Richard pointed out raising his palm at Madison.


    “That’s a good philosophy, but she walked out there on her own.” David pointed out.


    “All of it on Gilda!” Richard announced passing his winnings into the hat as David looked at him.


    “Your not getting that money back,” David said as Richard glanced at Madison.


    “Money isn’t everything,” Richard returned. “Oh come on your bigger than her you have swung swords that weigh more than this chick. “you going to let her push you around!” Richard shouted.


    “So how much longer, is this going to last?” Madison asked rolling her eyes not really caring about the out come.


    “As long as I want,” Davina returned taking a massive hand full off mud and chucking it at Madison splattering over her face.


    “That’s it I have had it,” Madison said as she glared at her threw the mud in her eye. She grabbed onto her outfit and picked her up slamming her down into the mud. The grip went slack as Madison slipped her hand out of the hold Grabbing the leg and sliding her opposite closer.


    Richard took out his pipe and Light a match up as he watched Pheoebe grab the woman by her hair and dunker into the mud. She got back to her feet and then picked her up over her head. And dropped her opposition back in splattering mud over everyone immediately a rounded the arena. Richard puffed at his pipe as he flicked the mud of his chest. “Crap,” Richard had a realization hit him as Madison proceeded to misplace her aggression.


    Richard went over to the sign up place grabbing his coat and sighing as he glanced around. “Crap, were in the world did she go?” He mused to himself, before stopping. “Right,” Richard frowned as he adjusted his coat.


    “Come on throw some more mud at me I dare you!” Madison shouted. Richard smirked a bit as he watched Madison who had her opposite in a head lock dunking the woman into the mud as a means of revenge.


    Davina lifted her legs locking them around Madison’s neck turning the two rolled splashing into the mud, she rolled rushing into Madison who then lifted the smaller woman before dropping her back into the mud. Davinia tried to scramble to her feet only for Madison to plant her foot on her back.


    “You know I was okay with losing but you had to add insult to injury now you can just lay there in the mud.” Madison told her


    “That’s the count the Giantess wins,” the winner declared Richard walked over to the cash retrieving a rather large amount of cash as he geared up putting his pistols and blade back in place.


    “So she gets dressed and we head out but I want to know what the hell we are doing, well besides me making some spending money,” Richard pursued,


    “When we get back to manor, now that the plan has been started,” David admitted,


    “Shit everyone Clear the fuzz is on the way!” shouted a voice, as Richard and David both spun to the door.


    “So much for getting dressed,” Richard muttered as he raced off.


    “P-Gilda,” Richard corrected, “Let’s-,” He didn’t finish cause Madison already spiriting, Richard glanced over at her. She had splotches of mud covering a good portion of her body. She raced passed him as Richard took the time to watch her run. “Not bad,” Richard admitted as he raced off after her. The three broke out the door.


    “Were are my cloths at?” Madison asked looking at David.


    “I have no idea,” David admitted,


    “What do you mean you said you had it!” Madison shouted as the sound of the siren cried over the night air.


    “We don’t have time unless you want to be spending the night in a cell,” David retorted as a long red cap flowed down dropping on Madison. Richard glanced over as he noticed a small bump floating along Madison’s neck.


    “Good to see you, Spark,” Richard whispered getting a slight twitch from the bump.


    “That’s convent,” David said looking up.


    “One of your friends?” Madison asked locking a clasp around her neck.


    “Now you need a rock spear and a gust of wind and you could be in a pulp book, the queen of the Jungle,” Richard joked. As he took off down an ally way.


    “Wait I got a carriage waiting for us.” David reported. He pulled out a pistol, Richard paused in confusion.


    “Were did you?” Richard started when a spring went off and two slides went out. He light a match and sent up a small ball that exploded in the air.


    “Huh,” Richard said glancing at phoebe,


    “For a second I thought Conan was pulling my leg,” Richard said,


    “Conan? The inventor?” David asked looking over at Sam. “He’s been missing for almost ten years, and you claim to know him?”


    A cart raced along as Richard glanced up at the driver to see Bartholomew. Madison bolted in first keeping the cloak as close as possible, David walked in next as Richard stood on the step glancing back a good portion of the people had already cleared out but made a quick look just to make sure. He glanced over and spotted the woman Madison had fought against before a person ran by obscuring his vision for a second and she was gone.


    “All sorts of crazies in this town,” Richard muttered as he shut the door sitting next to Madison who shifted as far away as the carriage aloud


    “Agreed,” Madison seconded with a lot of bite looking at David.


    Suddenly the carriage started to slow, as the shadow of the guard walked up to the side.


    “Is there a problem officer?” Bartholomew inquired David slide open the window enough,


    “What seems to be the problem ah, Captain Lexton,” David acknowledged, slightly surprised Richard watched as the man nodded his head and waved them off.


    “Captain Lexton?” Madison asked


    “He’s been working in the city for about three years after the old captain of the guard retired from active duty. Me and him get along anything he can’t handle means I get something interesting do. Which is often to be honest he’s not the sharpest sword in the armory.”


    “That’s nice,” Madison muttered,


    “So what are we doing?”


    “Well for the next few weeks more of this,” David said as they both looked at him. “I need to keep my ear to the ground and see what happens. I plan on working something out and creating other identities, including using your real ones. I have a few ideas planned but we can’t go too far away from the city for now.”


    “Ah cast as wide a net as possible trying to guess what the next prime target is since there is no similarities to go off of. I can see that as an idea, still I don’t much like it,” Madison replied crossing her arms.


    “I hope this ends quickly, but it doesn’t look like anything is going to happen in our favor unless we get really lucky,” Richard said with a sigh and the shake of his head.


  




  

    Chapter 33 Boss’s Long Day



    Cheifs Unwanted Guest



    “Got, it,” Boss admitted as he set down a folded piece of paper”I seem to have no issues writing,” Boss admitted, as he looked over at Madison.


    “We shall see a lot of this is papers until you start putting it into practice. I really am hope reclamation will return your lost memory.” Laurella admitted.


    “I still think telling him lore from different parts of the world may help,” Nathan replied as he stroked his beard in thought. The three were sitting the front half of the captains quarters.


    “To be honest Amnesia is tricky what we are dealing with seems to be retrograde the inability to remember the experience going under what you recall the demon fox seems like a good point. You are capable of retaining new information, which is a good sign. Sadly I don’t know if the origin of this if this is science I can help walk you through the means of regaining your memory. But if this magic based,” Laurella looked worried at that prospect.


    “Why, is there no one who can help?” Boss asked, “If it is magic?”


    “Well, there is one magic expert that would be able to, however, he’s been very busy in the east He travels a lot so pinning him down is hard. I have met him in passing and he would be willing to help if you can find him, but the things he can do with magic make it hard, sometimes he flies others he walks, and even disappear and reappear instantaneously. He called it teleportation, I think,” Nathan admitted.


    “Why isn’t there anyone else with his abilities we could ask?” Boss asked,


    “Well two fold, the reason he is out there and the reason he is the only one we can ask is the two mage wars. Or MW 1 and MW2, if you want to simplify them, the first was two groups of magic users almost decimating the Mage population worldwide. The second was a war that had Mages on one side and a group of radical magical beings lead by a Succubus of all things.”


    “What is a Succubus?” Boss asked as Nathan sighed rubbing his head.


    “A nasty piece of work who feeds off lust, but that’s not important, During the war, the city of Camelot was lifted off the Britannia island and crashed into the planet in the east. The Dragon Mage, the man in question has been over in the area for over a hundred years trying to help rebuild the area and keep the piece, which is rather difficult.


    “Okay, I am going to take a stab at this and say the main reason for the unrest is causing a lot of people want to take up lands in the area since the wars seemed to have killed off a lot of prior owners?” Boss wagered a guess.


    “Exactly, it’s only recently been calming down, despite the Dragon’s power he is limited on how many things he can keep in check with people all too willing to instigate the moment his back is turned.”


    “Hmm interesting, I will have to remember this, I take it this is all common knowledge?” Boss asked,


    “Yes, to some extent, the war and the Dragon Mage are very well known the Mage has been active for almost four hundred years. Everything else is a bit limited depending on the person.” Laurella clarified.


    “Four hundred years?” Boss replied, “that’s incredible,”


    “You should hear some of the stories, those during the final battle of the second war are a particular favorite of many crowds.” Nathan chuckled, “It gets the woman riled up if you know what I mean,” he said with a good-natured wink.


    “Be careful there is more than one way to rile a woman up, anyway we shall go over some new information tomorrow, I need to get away from this madhouse,” Laurella said with a sigh.


    “hmm wouldn’t be a bad idea, for me as well,” Boss said getting up,


    “Not on your own you will get lost, Nathan you and Tobi can join him try not to get into any trouble,” Laurella ordered


    “I am the first mate since when do you get to order me around?” Boss returned crossing his arms over his shield.


    “Since you don’t know what a figure of speech is.” She replied then looked at Nathan, “and no hints are we clear scruffy?” she said tapping her electroshock rod into the palm of her other hand.


    “Are you calling me scruffy or him?” Nathan asked “Seeing as we both have a beard,” Nathan pointed out.


    “Don’t be a dumb ass about it,” she replied looking at Nathan. She strode out putting her weapon back over her shoulder.


    “Well let’s go find Tobi,” Boss said with a sigh,


    “So much for the chain of command,” Nathan said under his breath as he chuckled and followed him out. Nathan shut the door behind them as they soon found the man in question.


    “I don’t see him, you head back and see if he’s in one of the side rooms, I will head below deck,” Boss advised, He walked down to the main deck, and he glanced back to see Nathan was gone, and no sign of Laurella, he simply walked off the ship and onto the deck.


    Having little to base things off of he found everything rather interesting, he would randomly pause, glance at people. Some dressed in fine coats and new hats. While others looked plainer and in some cases dirty. He frowned noticing that he felt out of place. He checked his pocket and with a bit of coin in his pocket decided to get his hair trimmed up.


    “Greetings,” said the barber, he was in the middle of a haircut as Boss sat down on a chair, with a few other old men.


    Boss listened to the small talk, they were chatting randomly some about gangs in the area, the recent concerns about the string of deaths. One man was blaming it on the druids. Boss felt his body seems to twitch at that name.


    “I keep telling you Druids are a bunch of tree huggers you keep blaming them for everything.” The other old man said as the barber motioned, Boss glanced over at the old men but he just shook his head and pointed at Boss.


    “So what are we looking for, want a trim or a full cut?” he asked.


    “Give it a trim make it look presentable,” Boss said, he had to admit he didn’t remember what he looked like under the beard but he was okay with not finding out, who knows having his face shown may attract attention he wasn’t ready for.


    The door opened up as he glanced over to see a woman sit down on the chair, the old men seemed to shift uncomfortably as she sat down. He glanced at her not seeing what the deal was with her. She had on a pair of slacks a loose fitting brown suit with a thick belt around her waist. He noticed something about her seemed to bother those around her but he couldn’t see what. He glanced over mildly watching things in the mirror and the corner of his eye. Trying to figure out what was bothering the old men and wondered if it was worth worrying about.


    “Woman wearing something that shows so much skin,” The barber derided Boss raised an eyebrow but said nothing. It took a whole as he looked at his trimmed facial hair everything looked much more presentable. He walked onto the street as he glanced around he wasn’t sure what to do next. He glanced over and decided that a shop would be good. He spotted a Tops shop and walked in. He was quickly greeted by a staff member but he waved him off. He found a top hat and tried it on glancing up at but set it down, he was rather amused. But didn’t find anything as he walked out of the store only to stop with the face of the woman before eyeing him dangerously.


    “Are spying on me?” she ask, “Who do you work for?” she demanded to poke him in the chest.


    “I am called Boss, I guess I work for Captain Richard Zane of the Golden Eagle,” he answered rather confused as to what he had done to be so directly confronted. Boss watched her get lost in thought as he took a step around her.


    He glanced around the area when he heard something and turned to avoid a sharp needle. “Is this really the time and place for this?” Boss asked as the crowd around them quickly started screaming as the woman quickly flung a fist full of throwing stars as he quickly drew his own steal.


    She smiled as she slowly reached into her pants, slipping her fingers around an object and drawing out a short blade, that looked a lot like the Katana blade Nathan normally used.


    “Now then I have been rather board, fighting in wrestling rings but you may be worth a night of interest at least,” she smirked as she licked her blade.


    “that would explain your lack of tact. But still, question what has brought this on,” Boss asked as she suddenly closed the distance Boss dropped one blade resting one wrist under the other to reinforce his stance, twisting his blade around his body he drew back his remaining weapon and raised his free hand ready to grapple.


    “As much fun as this has been, I am afraid we will have to cut this short,”


    “What makes you think you’re going to have any less luck?” Boss asked as she took another swipe at him, He closed the distanced pressing as close as possible, Boss suspected foul play as he tensed waiting for a low blow. Then she blew into his face, he reared his neck back confused but he pushed her back with enough forced to send her airborne. She landed skidding to a halt as she heads the sound of a siren she slipped the blade gently back into place. Boss put his remaining weapon away eyeing her in confusion. He waged she ran out of time, he turned to retrieve his remaining, “I need a name for these,” he thought as his left leg seemed to go jelly going numb as he nearly dropped to the road, just barely keeping his balance.


    “Not good,” He frowned as he braced himself against a lamppost to steady himself. His forked weapon felt heavy and was slowly getting heavier.


    “I have to admit the idea behind such a weapon is amazing, stabbing force sharpened edges, and twin pikes to help catch and disarm. I have to admit there is some use to this, does it have a name?”


    “Call it the Swiss-blade,” Boss said, “I could go for a nap,” Boss murmured.


    Boss blinked shaking his head as he looked up at the night. He shook his head and tried to move but his body every limb was tied to a chair. He looked up to see a moon and stars glittering above him. “I am never going here to end of this,” He grumbled as the woman from before sat in a chair across from him. “Well I was wondering when you were going to wake up,” she said as she took a sip of a warm drink.


    “You have an anesthetic and you don’t have a time in mind?” Boss criticized.


    “If you died I would just grab someone else,” She shrugged, “So I have been hearing some rumors revolving around the Golden Eagle and it’s captain Richard, Robert Zane. I was hoping we could have a chat on the details.


    “20 knots but Richard said he wasn’t pushing the Eagle,” Boss informed,


    “Impossible, That’s impossible there is no ship that can go at that speed,” Davina replied,


    “It’s magic, The Captain believes there is a limit but he is no hurry to find out what it is.” Boss admitted, “You could have just asked, Richard never told us to keep this information under wraps.”


    “What about Richard?” She asked after pinching the bridge of her noise.


    “You would be better off asking him, we have more of a working acquaints. I know only what I have seen, a man quick to risk everything and quick to forgive transgressions. But I think there is a line to what he forgive just ask Brendan.” Boss laughed, “I don’t think there was anything left of him after that confrontation.”


    “It seems I overestimated your importance, but all the same, it’s been fun,” she said taking a metal circle with a curved diameter of the handle. “Now then how about the layout of the golden eagle itself, like where the food is kept, were the captain sleeps, and cannon powder,” She listed of holding the sharp edge closer to his neck.


    Boss Spat in her face she flinched as the saliva her dead in the eye. Using his angle he pushed the chair over smashing his restraints as he kicked hard. The blow hit home knocking Davina off her feet, even if the rope still prevented full motion. “Screw it you’re not with the trouble,” she shouted,


    Boss twisted taking the blow on the shield over his chest the blade caught as chief grabbed on slamming his head into her. She released the blade as he grabbed it. The Diameter down the middle the bladed circle but it slide in two halves he quickly sliced up the rope as Davinia stumbled to her feet grabbing Richard’s Swiss blades as she spun around to see Boss brandishing her weapons.


    “I am ending this; your line of questioning is making me rather worried if I plan to sleep on the Golden Eagle anytime soon.” Boss said glaring at her.


    “Please if I wanted Richard dead I wouldn’t be wasting my time,” she explained,


    “Minds change, now are we going to fight or can we part ways like sensible people?” Boss asked standing up strait.


    “Boss!” cried out a familiar voice as Boss glanced around to see a small humanoid figure flying towards him.


    “By the Shaper,” Davinia cursed as Spark dropped down to the roof, and grew to full human size.


    “There you are what’s with the,” She paused as her hand started to pulse with a white light. Davina dropped the swissblades before raising her hands.


    “So what happened?” Spark asked looking over at Boss.


    “I went out for a walk and I ran into her, she started a fight, drugged me, and Interrogated me,” Boss listed off. Spark turned her full attention back to Divina.


    “I recognize you,” Spark realized, “Davina right?”


    “Yep, I don’t think we met I know I would remember a fairy if we ever did,”


    “I try to keep a low profile, being a fairy can attract the wrong sort of attention. I wouldn’t be here if Captain Richard wasn’t adamant about bringing the full crew out trying to find you.” Spark relaed.


    “You work for Captain Richard?” Davinia asked,


    “We have an arrangement, ” Spark evaded, “Well Richard said if I ran into any resistance to deal with them, but you’re not putting up much resistance.” Spark frowned not sure what to do. Boss walked up to the woman handing her back her Chakram before picking up his weapons and holstering both of them.


    “I am ready to head back Spark no sense in killing her,” Boss said heading for the stairs. Spark’s magical energy around her hand slowly vanished as she shrunk down to her smaller size.


    “Spark, if you want I am sure we can come to some kind of arrangement,” Davinia offered as Spark hovered over Boss’s shoulder.


    “No thanks, I don’t much care for your style,” Spark retorted as she adjusted her dress. Spark fallowed chief down the stairs, as he closed the door behind him.


    “Boss, Run,” Spark cried out growing to full size as she grabbed his hand dragging.


    “What the hell is going on?” Boss asked as the door suddenly was shredded letting in moon light, Boss felt his hair being pulled as Spark dragged his head down as the wall before them was eviscerated.


    “What is she a magical creature?!” Boss asked as he let himself be dragged down the stairs.


    “I am not sensing any magical energy from her, now this is some one else. The roof suddenly exploded as Spark blasted a hole in the wall leaping out of the way of a five foot wide blade that crashed into the set of stairs. The sounds of shouting and screaming quickly filled the air as the echoes of the impact subsided.


    “That’s a big sword,” Boss said as he walked back to see the blade impaled at the ground floor and rising well above the roof. Spark frowned as she glanced around. The time seemed all but dead as Spark waited focusing on the space around her waiting for any distortions that would indicate any more attacks.


    Boss watched as the blade slowly went transparent before vanishing leaving only destruction. “Can you explain that?”


    “Sadly no while magical creatures are born with our abilities if this is a human magic user their limits and abilities are impossible to predict, and if this is a magical being it’s not one I am familiar with.” Spark admitted now confident that whatever had attacked them was done.


    “Well it must be a creature, since magic is a lost art as far as man is compared, unless it’s a Pirate lord, or a Mage Descendent.” Said a voice as they both spun to see Nathan.


    “Oh, how do you know so much?” Spark asked,


    “Well The Pirate Lord’s are well known for having odd abilities, and Mage Decedents normally have some abilities related to their blood. I know a few stories of the later, including men such as Pual Bunion and his magical ax, Kasumi the mad, and Yu the immortal,”


    “What odd names,” Boss replied, “How did you find us?”


    “Spark told you the crew was out in force, and the sword was a giveaway. I will have to go over my notes and see who is able to rain blades down from the sky,” Nathan mused.


    “Did you see a woman in black hair running away from the building?” Boss asked, Nathan shook his head,


    “To be honest I saw a lot of people running away, from the area once the giant blade materialized in the sky.


    “I can’t imagine why,” Spark snipped crossing her arms. She released a sigh in frustration. “This world is far to complicated, and I feel I need constant explanations for everything.”


    “Well if you want you can step in on Laurella’s lessons with Boss if you feel you’re up for it.” Nathan offered.


    “Maybe after this investigation.” Spark admitted, “For now I need to find Richard and let everyone know we had this sorted out,” Spark replied shrinking down to about six inches before flying out of the hole in the roof.


    “So find anything interesting?” Nathan asked frowning at Boss. Boss scratched the back of his head and seemed to think.


    “I saw a really nice hat,” He admitted as Nathan laughed shaking his head,


    “Please don’t leave me behind again the last think I want is to have to deal with Laurella, she is quickly becoming more and more dangerous to cross,” Nathan all but pleaded,


    “I make no promises,” Boss shrugged, “So why did you all go looking for me?”


    “Besides the orders?” Nathan asked as they walked down the hall. Nathan opened up a window and jumped down to the street, as Boss fallowed suit. “It feels inhumane to not at least search for a man who has no memory of himself.”


    “Hmm even if I wanted to just walk away and never return?” Boss asked,


    “You are free to do as you wish but I would hope you would let us know if you did. With the Golden Eagle being what it is we would be foolish not to worry if anyone went missing especially of any notable rank such as Captain or first mate.”


    “I see your point,” Boss admitted as he toyed with his facial hair, he looked up at the sky surprised as the clear sky and large moon. “You know with metal raining down I was expecting clouds at least.”


  




  

    Chapter 34 Late Night Repercussions



    A Mage’s Legecy



    Richard puffed on his pipe as the smell of tobacco filled his room. He glanced at the clock, as the grandfather ticked away. He sat in his room when. It chimed once as he shook his head shaking off the sleep. There was a light tapping as Richard glanced over, to see a small figure at his window. Richard got up from the chair and walked over to see Spark waving at him. He opened the door up as she walked in, flying up to his shoulder.


    “They found Boss, he was being interrogated by the woman Madison wrestled with last night, I didn’t get to talk much, wanted to get back as soon as I can. Also, we might be dealing with something out of your element.”


    “Oh, that blade?” Richard asked, “I saw it from here and heard the screaming as well.” Richard admitted,


    “And you’re not panicking?” Spark asked, “Even I am nervous,”


    “Nothing I can do about it so why panic?” Richard asked tapping his pipe out on an ash tray. I am going to turn in when you get a chance have Sam come by with the details, I am sure David will want the information.” Richard admitted,


    “Sure, ” Spark admitted as she looked over at the window.


    “So how long does a fairy live?” Richard asked as he walked over to the lights, dimming them all down.


    “We usually live about 10,000 years or so, that’s the average but some fairies use each other’s wishes to live longer,” Spark admitted.


    “So you want to go hunting for them when I get my sails back?” Richard asked dimming the last light down.


    “Yes,” Spark said shortly.


    “Fair enough, I’ll see what I can do to help you gave me the Eagle, the least I can do is help you find, home.” Richard admitted, “Till then keep close anyone who can drop blades from the sky I am going to need the one person I know who can hit back just as hard.” Richard flopped onto his bed rolling the bed.


    “No trouble at all.” Spark said grabbing one of the pillows to use to sleep on.


    Richard frowned as he looked up at the ceiling, he didn’t really feel like sleeping. He didn’t really want to find Spark a new home, her skills made her far too valuable, but trying to keep her from it, especially now that he had promised could prove to be lethal. “Well it was bound to happen,” Richard admitted to the darkness, “I hear footsteps?” he mumbled half asleep


    “Richard we need you up and ready to go!” Madison shouted bursting into his room.


    “I just got comfortable,” Richard gripped, as he got out of bed, and not even caring that he was in his underwear grabbed his gear and growled up at Spark.


    “You in?” He asked,


    “I just got comfortable,” Spark complained, “Can’t I stay here?” she pleaded,


    “Fine,” Richard lamented not being able to do the same. He got his leather coat and headed down to the ground floor where David was waiting.


    “About time, we have little time to lose there has been an attack, in the carriage!” David ordered as he rushed out the door, Madison followed with equal zeal. Richard walked out yawning as he walked into the carriage.


    “You could have at least walked faster, the sooner we find the source of these murders the sooner you can get on with your life.” David reminded, Richard then itched behind his ear, as he pulled out his pipe.


    “If this was really important, the guard would be in a fight, with how long it takes for information to circulate there is not a damn thing on the shapers green earth that can’t wait the few extra seconds for me to wake,” He paused releasing a long yawn “Up,” he finished.


    “You’re a fool, at any moment if there is so much as a gas leak it puts a time limit on what we can do, and what I can investigate,” David explained slapping the back of his hand against the palm of his opposite.


    “Fantastic,” Richard yawned as he leaned his head up against the side of the carriage.


    “Richard, come on we are here,” Madison shook Richard’s shoulder waking him up.


    “Dumb, night,” Richard grumbled woke up getting out of the carriage as he looked at a building that for all purposes looked fine, He followed David and Madison in as he glanced down the hall to see the door were all open and the stairs had a mass of rubble, he glanced up to see a hole in the ceiling. “Ah, so that what she meant,” Richard realized.


    Richard having heard what Boss had gone over yawned, “Look I am not cut out for this kind of work so I am going to hang out, you want to get blown up by a gas leak be my guest,” Richard waved off as he headed out, a few maintenance people, were heading outside the building inspecting maps.


    “So any chance of a leak?” Richard asked glancing over at them.


    “Well there is always a chance, we are doing an overall inspection but so far nothing.” One of them replied. Richard glanced over and actually smirked as he spotted a coffee shop.


    “If Dame Madison, Dr. Smith asks I am going to get a cup,” Richard pointed over his at the place they waved him off as he walked the streets. Richard walked in and sat down at a small round table, It was commonplace an awning, a few tables inside and out more often than not a white paint job with some potted plants and a well-dressed staff. He glanced at a leftover paper and picked it up. The title was of course on the recent string of murders, mostly complaints and speculations. He flipped past it, moving over the sports, checking the teams for the Polo and the new sport called soccer that was taking off.


    “Order sir?” his waiter asked,


    “I’ll tak a single cup of coffee two sugars and one cream, also a cinnamon roll. He added as he glanced over the recent events. Richard was surprised to find the Golden Eagle being mentioned, and of course, they called it rumors but the overall speed as well as. “Hmph,” Richard pondered He found his picture as well as an article on himself. His Birth in the colonies, his family life as well as education and recent actions, “A follow-up article,” Richard mused as his coffee was dropped off, “Excuse me you wouldn’t happen to have yesterday’s news?”


    “Um yes,” his waiter replied as he took a sip of his coffee he scowled at the bitter taste, as the man dropped off yesterday’s news. A front-page article detailed Madison’s safe turn as well as a summarized events on her rescue. He and the Golden Eagle were mentioned. Richard set the paper down as he rubbed his facial hair thinking.


    He sighed as he took a bite of his pastry leaving the money for his order on the table as he glanced out at the building from the outside he couldn’t see much damage but he bet the impact shook the local people up pretty badly.


    “Are you captain Richard?” asked an unfamiliar voice, Richard jerked out of his musings He glanced oversee a well combed and skinny figure, with dark hair and a brown jacket that was combed up, he had brown slacks on and offered his hand.


    “Aye,” Richard answered shaking his hand.


    “Arvil Cross, I am a professional fencer,” He introduced, “Do you mind if I sit down?” he asked, already halfway into the act.


    “Sure, I am waiting on a couple of associates,” Richard said waving his hand to the chair. “So what can I do for you?”


    “I was wondering if you were going to be making a habit of dealing with the Pirate Lords like you did Brendan,” He said looking him in the eye and getting straight to the point.


    “In all honesty, it’s probably not the only thing I plan on doing but dealing with the group is on my list,” Richard admitted setting his cup down and looking back at his unexpected guest.


    “I don’t have any sailing skills but I would like to be part of the crew,” Arvil insisted, Richard opened his mouth, “I can even get a recommendation from a friend of mine on your crew if that would help,” he went on Richard held up his hand.


    “You’re in, mind you I am a bit busy with government work, you can use the ship for board in the mean time but we are not ready to leave just yet,” Richard explained, as the door opened up behind them Richard glanced back wondering who was entering only see a half a dozen men each armed with crowbars, and metal pipes each looked like they had painted their face with soot in order to obscure their features. The waitress quickly ducked into the back of the establishment took on a new tone.


    “Captain Richard, of the Golden Eagle?” one inquired who seemed to be sporting a cloth mask that looked very pig like.


    Richard drew his sword, as he stood up keeping one hand on his metal chair. “So you got a sword on you?” Richard asked looking at Arvil who shrugged,


    “I don’t need any weapons,” He replied as a massive gust of wind erupted in the area blowing any loose objects around as Richard glanced over, he had to squint but it looked like enough air was swirling around Arvil that it looked like armor.


    Richard snapped his attention back, as he ducked under a crowbar. Arvil slammed a right hook into the attackers face knocking the man into the air and onto an empty table. The rest stepped forward as Richard tossed his chair around into a window. “Time to find fairer ground,” Richard replied as the two booked it to the streets. Richard waved at the city workers.


    “So got a plan?” Arvil asked as he ran along,


    “We need just the right ally way unless can make swords out of the wind?” Richard asked.


    “I can do spirals, and speed up the rotation rate to the point of great harm, the trouble is they need to be small, and concentrated, do be lethal,” Arvil explained,


    “Okay good to know, I need an ally way where they have to go single file,” Richard informed,


    “How’s that?” Arvil explained as Richard nodded pulling back and letting his head in first. Richard smirked a bit as the gang congregated at the edge. Richard glanced over his shoulder at Arvil, slowly reaching under his coat to grip claw with his left hand while he waited for those to enter in.


    “Go an get him!” one demanded as the group soon degraded into bickering


    “Well looks like we just need to wait them out,” Arvil said glancing over Richard, Richard turned to see he had braced his feet and hands against the wall to climb up a few feet.


    “That’s the plan or they can funnel in while I cut them down, either way, is fine,” Richard shrugged, “So Cross, and wind abilities, you must be a Mageson,” Richard pointed out.


    “Yep, I am not nearly famous enough to be a Pirate lord that’s for sure,” Arvil admitted,


    “Not if your powers are as harmless as they seem,” Richard pointed out.


    “Ouch,” Arvil leaped over Richard landing in front of him. He raised up his arm as a spiral of wind rotated like a disk over his wrist. He swiped over the wall, cutting a thin line into the wall, he smiled.


    “Impressive,” as they both glanced back at them, Richard glanced at his sword and then at the line, “Could you amplify the cutting power of say a blade?” Richard asked casually. Arvil grinned he placed a hand on his shoulder, as Richard watched a shimmer encircle his blade.


    “Just don’t break contact, the farther the blade the weaker the wind,” Arvil reminded, Richard nodded as both rushed forward Richard brought Talon around slicing six weapons off as each one dropped.


    “Maybe I should get a sword as well,” Arvil admitted with a node. The group quickly scattered in panic. Richard sheathed his blade before looking at Arvil.


    “Well that was fun, walk with me,” Richard nodded his head back they way they came. They walked a bit before Richard had to ask, “Why to join the Eagle?” he asked,


    “Fair question, but I would think the reason is obvious all Magesons have a legacy decedents of those who protected Britania, Frank, Forge, and even other countries in the East, to date the threat of the Pirate lords is a great way to live up to that Legacy. You’re the first one to show any headway on that front, so here I am,” he said holding his hands out.


    “Captain!” shouted Madison as Richard waved the night, she rushed overchanging a bit


    “Madison you’re a bit late,” Richard said doing his best to stifle a yawn.


    “Oh thank the Shaper,” she breathed, David turned a corner rushing down the road before slowing down as he approached.


    “What Happened?” David demanded in a low voice,


    “I got attacked by a bunch of goons, looking for me, while I was talking to Mr. Cross here on joining my crew,” Richard summed up. “I am fine by the way,” Richard added as David turned away.


    “Well, I think this night has been exciting enough I think it’s time to part ways with mister cross,” David replied, Richard, glanced over at Arvil and shrugged, they shook hands, as the man walked along the road heading in the general direction of the docks.


    “I want you to make a public statement that you will be leaving in three days,” David replied,


    “um Sure?” Richard glanced over at Madison, “How am I going to do that?”


    “Have a ceremony planned out, say Madison will be presenting you with a Britannia flag and you’re going to make a public announcement, I’ll have to put out a paper release, of some kind and start drumming up support.”


    “Why?” Richard asked as it all started to click into place, “Oh fuck me,” Richard realized, “I am the fucking bait, it’s not even a fake name or anything I am going to be targeted and you want to limit their time in hopes they will jump the gun.” Richard cursed as he realized the situation.


    “Richard to be fair you have a habit of needlessly putting yourself in Danger how is this any different?” Madison asked,


    “Because I decided to put myself in danger, I don’t feel like I have a choice in this one,” Richard said crossing his arms. David shook his head as he whistled for a carriage.


    “Okay the three days leading up you must be with someone at all times, I’ll have my people making rounds and will inform everyone,” David nodded happily with the plan.


    Richard sighed as he glanced out the window, his fist absently tightening and relaxing as the carriage ride seemed to go on.


    “So what about the Building?” Madison asked, “Any ideas?”


    “Nothing Scientific, no blasting residue on anything and, in looked more like an implosion, I would guess, something heavy was dropped, and well that leaves magic, which I am no expert in. If this gets any bigger, I’ll have sent this up and hope the Dragon Mage gets involved before something big,”


    “It was a sword and bunch of smaller ones connected with the woman Madison mud wrestled. She was interrogating a crew member Boss, he escaped and was attacked by the weapons that fell from the sky.” Richard explained, they both looked at him.


    “How the fuck did you find that out?” David cursed,


    “Your net isn’t as good as you think, I can still get past you, and now you know why I am not too keen on this plan,” Richard ignored David’s hard glare.


    The Carriage stopped as Richard got out, “How are you getting information in and out?”


    “If you’re so smart you figure it out, until then I am adding my own security,” Richard glared back, as the other two walked in.


    “Talk to him, get him to cooperate,” David asked as He closed the door behind him.


    “He’s not wrong, The extra help could always be used,” Madison argued,


    “The more people who know a secret the harder it is to keep under wraps,” David reminded holding to his position.


    Richard scrapped the inside of his ear ignoring the two argue. He headed up to his room. The room was dimly light by the gas lights as he walked in signing. He was a mix of exhaustion, aggravation, and all weight down that he was more or less trapped in this building waiting for someone to at least kidnap. “This not what I signed up for.” He grumbled under his breath as he dropped into the bed and pulled the covers.


    “Move over bed hog,” came out a mumble as Richard opened his eyes,


    “Sorry,” he said despite seeing nobody in the bed next to him. With that Richard went to sleep forgetting he had not bothered to even remove his blade.


    Richard woke up, he blinked feeling something heavy on his chest, when he realized he still was sporting his coat and sword. He blinked as he shifted brushing up against a form. “What are you doing in my bed?” Richard asked noticing Spark was curled up on his chest.


    “Morning already?” she asked sleepily. Richard grabbed her by pinching her wings the sudden movement instantly waking up. “Ouch I had it first,” She said childishly. Richard simply set her down on the pillow as he got up. Stripping of last night’s clothes


    He frowned as he stood there, he headed over to the windows, clothing’s out the sunlight. He moved to the door but put stopped walking back. He felt his breath rush out of his noise, as he gravitated to the chair. It reminded him of his own back at the Golden Eagle. He frowned at the red chair, he stood at the empty fireplace, staring at the coals as if his own glare could reignite it.


    “Are you okay?” Spark asked she floated over to the chair sitting in as his feet dangled off the edge.


    “No,” he glanced back at the wincing before looking back at the fireplace. “It’s not you complaining to you or Madison about what angers me, would be unfair, you more so.” He chuckled for a second but it seemed so devoid of humor.


    “Hit me,” Spark encouraged.


    “I find myself in a new prison, and while I am no stranger to death, I am seemingly waiting for it, to come to me,” Richard admitted clasping his left list behind his back.


    “Ah,” Spark commented but waited,


    “But despite it all, be it under Brendan or the island, It was my actions that dictated by me. Now I have to sit and wait, damn my own ambition,” He muttered,


    “You can leave nothing’s keeping me from flying you out of here,” Spark reminded. Richard turned to look at her, giving the fairy his full attention.


    “That makes this easier, I think going to go back to sleep,” Richard said as he glanced at the bed.


    “That’s all you just needed a way out?” Spark asked floating back up and fallowing him.


    “Yes, while I am no happier, knowing the option exists means I am not cornered. Besides all but gave my word and leaving at this point would leave the job unfinished. I don’t leave the Job unfinished.” He said letting out a yawn.


    “You are so odd.” Spark commented shaking her head.


    “I know, when I wake up I will have some information I need to be relayed to the crew I plan to beef up my own security and inform them of our plans to leave, I need you to emphasize my plans to leave in three days.”


    “Anything else? She asked crossing her arms,


    “No, now that I think about it, and since you have been such help, feel free to,” Richard paused as he looked at Spark. “What do you do for fun?” Richard asked having realized he had no idea what the fairy did in her free time.


  




  

    Chapter 35 Tour Of Gaslight



    



    Getting A Tour Of The City



    Richard adjusted his bowler hat carefully. “Can you see now?” Richard asked in a hushed tone, she tapped her foot on his head as he looked up at a statue Kind Arthur Pendragon.


    “So this guy is the big Dog of Britania?” Boss asked glancing up at him. “I don’t see what the big deal is.”


    “Well most nations have that one founder they look up to, Despite unifying the island and being an amazing tactician, we are not sure if he is, in fact, the son of Uthor, all we know is he fought the Imperium and its crushing rule,” Nathan explained, Kareem nodded glancing over as Eagle eye seemed to be looking at everything but the Statue.


    The group was made up of a fair amount of the crew who had never been to gaslight. Kareem despite having one parent from Britania never stepped foot on the island; Eagle eye showed little interest but seemed to tag along as well. Boss despite openly mocking history wasn’t going to take off since Laurella was lounging on a bench in the park and despite the book in her hand didn’t seem all that interested.


    “How you talk me into this I will never know,” David complained, Madison, jabbed him in the ribs as he shrunk a bit under her gaze.


    “If you want we could go to my father’s private gardens, The Dragon mage actually has a spell that lets you see the garden in full bloom despite the season.” Madison offered up more than happy to show off the more colorful parts of the city.


    Spark about knocked the hat over as Richard shifted his head to cover up the sudden motion. “That would be amazing,” Richard said with a smile, Madison gave a knowing smirk back as she glanced up at his hat.


    “Bit of trouble with the head gear?” she asked,


    “There was a bit of a wind,” Richard offered up lamely.


    “I wouldn’t mind as well,” Eagle eye piped up as both looked at him in surprise. Richard shrugged looking at Madison who was surprisingly willing to show the group around even if Nathan had a habit of adding a lot of extra information.


    “So many shops I think thats the fifth shoe store on this street,” Boss pointed out.


    “Or the churches, I think that’s the third Lumon church,” Kareem pointed out glancing at a rather impressive building with multi-colored stain glass windows.


    “I think the music is rather nice,” Spark pointed out Richard grunted shifting a bit to remind her she was supposed to keep a low profile.


    “Art, Plants,” Boss grumbled as he stretched his arms up and behind his head. “Riveting,”


    “Hmm what about music?” Richard asked, “I know of a small place that plays some good tones.” Richard remembered, “Well if it’s still there,”


    “Well, there is the Joust that should be going on I Hear Sir Stone Cold Austin, shall be challenging a newcomer called the rock,” Madison reported as Richard glanced over to see she had a program.


    “Where did you get that?” Richard asked casually,


    “I am a Dame it’s my job to keep track of this. I hope to get back in the game after I start practicing. That and I really want to go and size up the competition.”


    “Jousting?” Boss repeated testing the word.


    “Two dummies trying to knock one another off with a bit of stick,” Nathan commentated.


    “Hey the sword Play is worth the wait mister Katana,” Madison shot back,


    “It’s all about the armor these days real swordplay is all about the first sixty seconds. After that your just playing.” Nathan waved off.


    “So it’s entertaining,” Madison retorted defensively,


    “And I am convinced it’s rigged,” Nathan continued, as Madison frowned at him, but with the conversation all but at an end, Richard made sure to take his time looking at people and stores in equal measures.


    “Looks like dresses are getting a bit more tighter around the hips, and if he turned he could see an ankle. He glanced by as a few older woman in much more puffed up dressed shook their heads as they muttered over woman fashion and how shameful it was one of them pointed Richard out as they noticed a good amount of his chest was being shown. The scampered off as they kept on chattering away.


    “Something’s never change,” Richard chuckled as he noticed a pair of much younger woman chaiting animatedly over tea at a corner café.


    “It’s so different, I feel self conches my dress is so short,” Spark commented as Richard shrugged.


    “Could you imagine fighting in that on a rocking ship?” Richard asked, “You would trip over yourself, besides I should show you my kilt,” Richard said with a smirk.


    “Kilt?” she repeated “Does end around mid thigh?” she asked,


    “No, about my knees, I am trying to make you feel better,” Richard commented,


    “Well, you tried,” Spark said with a sigh,


    “You think that’s bad you should see the girls were I was born, if it was hot enough they wouldn’t be wearing anything at all,” Richard informed, as Spark gasped, “Shh,” Richard hushed ,” Not so loud,”


    “Richard?” David replied as Richard glanced over at him,


    “Yeah?” Richard asked casually as he placed his hands in his coat pockets.


    “You do realize this is very risky, with the word out, your putting yourself in danger,” David reminded, Richard simply shrugged the man’s concerns off.


    “What’s the point in baiting a trap if there no way to get at it.” Boss pointed out,


    “I am well aware of that, but this feels a bit unnecessary, mind you I am happy your willing to stick your neck out for the sake of ending this murder spree,” David said patting Richard on the back.


    “Don’t be, all this is being paid by you,” Richard said with a pleasant smile.


    “That was mean,” Spark pointed out, Richard rolled his eyes, he spotted a local café, before walking in he walked up to one of the hostess.


    “I was wondering if the underground was open?”


    “Oh, yes it is, here is the map moved locations recently, I hope you enjoy the music,” She said cheerfully. Richard smiled as he took the map.


    “The underground?” Spark asked,


    “You talk too much lee,” said with a bit of mirth, “It’s, hard to explain you will have to see it, think of it as a surprise.”


    “No fair,” Spark retorted, Richard walked back out as he glanced over at David,


    “So do we know what’s next?” He glanced over at Madison,


    “We agreed, to see a joust,” she said with a smile, as Nathan glanced over at her rubbing his neck.


    “I agree with the scary one,” Boss commented, Richard glanced at all of them and not finding anyone complaining about the idea he put his pipe in his mouth and light it up, he gestured as Madison lead the way.


    Richard sat down at the bench with a large group of screaming fans, He bit into a piece of honeycomb, He shifted his food as close as possible to his coat as Spark leaned out and nabbed a chunk for herself.


    Richard clapped along as the knights took their place, each one ready to both entertain and fight. Madison was busy explaining the rules, “They always start out with the rings letting some of the newer knights show off. Then they do a bracket style two nights enter one goes on, until a winner is declared. This is interspersed with the melee, which is similar only with no horses, the fight until one falls, looses their weapons, or concedes. This is a season games, Between Gaslight Cities team and the team from …”


    Richard let out a yawn, as he drowned the conversation out, he already knew the rules, the groups that ran between the cities and the international games that the royal houses all gathered for, He shifted his coat to let Spark look at the sports from his coat.


    “Hey it looks Like your sister, is in the Nobel box,” Richard pointed out catching Madison’s sister Nora and her soon to be husband.


    “Morgan,” Laurella said with poorly hid distain,


    “Madison question, does Morgan’s guard look familiar?” Richard asked, Noticing the third part of the pair.


    “Yeah she does,” Madison admitted, but just as she opened her mouth, David cut in.


    “Hair is too long, and it’s not a wig at best she and Davina, are twins, or related at worst; nothing more than similar.”


    “They look to close, have twins,”


    “Davina did drug me, and I know enough of the law that should at least be inspected.”


    “Sadly a single eye witness, is not enough proof, to investigate the Lord Morgan or even his shadow.” David informed as the first word came out of David’s mouth Richard had already reached into his coat, with his hand primed,


    “Th-,” Spark started but Richard grabbed at her cutting her off.


    “Richard something to add?” David asked as he glared at him.


    “Nothing at All you are right it’s not enough proof,” Richard admitted, “However that does not mean he’s not worth keeping an eye on. If you wouldn’t mind asking Stephano to keep an eye on him should be enough to flesh out these concerns.”


    “Sensible if not risky, to be honest me and Lord Stronglance have both feared it was a noble behind these incidents.”


    “What happens if it is?” Richard asked as everyone looked at him. “Outside of Madison any off us laying a hand on a Lord could cause, issues.”


    “Well we slit his throat and dump his body,” Boss said crossing his arms.


    “It’s not that easy, even if he is, anyone who kills justified or otherwise. Will end up dead, they don’t let people like us kill noblemen, it sets a bad president,” Laurella informed resting a hand on his left shoulder.


    “Who said we had to own up?” Boss asked, casually, “After all we are pirates.” He reminded.


    “He has a point,” Nathan laughed the noise lighting the tone up a bit as Richard turned away from his companions. Spark he could feel climbing up his arm and to his sleeve,


    “Watch your fingers next time,” she hissed,


    “I knew you would start up, so I tried to cut you off before you ousted yourself,” Richard whispered as he pretended to get out his tobacco for his pipe.


    “Well your finger slid right between my legs to maybe we should find an easier way to warn each other.”


    “Legs you say, I think I like warning you this way more than anything else.” Richard chuckled as he pulled out his tobacco, only for Spark to knock it out of his hand. “Okay I get your point how about “Geronimo?” Richard asked,


    “Geronimo?” Spark whispered back as his stash dropped between the stands to the dirt below. Richard cursed under his breath.


    “David, Madison I dropped my tobacco, keep an eye out for me.” He informed, knowing how anal David could be for any missed time, Richard learned that the hard way after he let slip he had means of getting messages out he had been spotting a lot more look outs around the house.


    “Isn’t Geronimo a name?” Spark asked as Richard picked up the tobacco tin. He opened it up,


    “Yeah but only me and you would know why we are shouting a name out if there is trouble or something.” Richard admitted,


    “Geronimo!” she shouted out as Richard spun around drawing his sword deflecting a knife aimed at the back of his head.


    “That was lucky,” Spark commented, as Madison and the others were stomping their way down, as Davina closed ground bringing her blade down at his neck. Richard deflected the death strike grabbing her wrist and twisting the wrist around drawing his blade up to her neck. Richard twisted her wrist forcing the tanto out of her hand.


    “You know I thought this would work out a lot better,” She admitted,


    “Yeah, have to admit, you did a great job you didn’t shout or scream at me,” Richard complemented.


    “Don’t patronize me,” she grumbled, “So you going to kill me?” she asked,


    “To be honest it would be the smart thing to do,” Richard admitted, Richard felt a needle point jab at his neck, he pulled the sword away and pushed her to the ground. “But it’s not up to me.” He sighed,


    She glanced up at him with a the question of why in her eye as Richard sheathed his sword.


    “Be careful working for the pirate lords if they are anything like their leader they’ll throw you to the dogs when they don’t need you anymore.” Richard warned her eyes seemed to grow wider, as Richard turned his back, she went for her blade ready to throw it,


    “Geronimo,” she hissed as Richard when for his pistol he spun around shooting her as flesh connected with his arm. Blood flew as Richard grabbed at his coat blood flowing between his fingers.


    Madison bolted to him as Boss chased after the woman before pausing a few steps passed Richard. “Spark,” Richard hissed, “Follow her,” Richard said she hesitated as Richard tossed of his jacket and, “Ah,” Richard let out a hard yell dropping back to his knees Everyone went to him as Richard glanced at his coat Spark nodded and took off as Laurella pushed Madison to the side pulling a needle and thread out of a pouch on her belt.


    “We can’t seem to take you anywhere without you getting cut up?” she asked giving a grin, “Oh don’t worry it’s bloody but nothing worrisome, you have a habit of being hard to kill.”


    “So should we head back home?” Nathan asked, his hand was on his blade keeping watch while.


    “Nah no sense in ruining our fun.” Richard smiled, “Besides a little blood in the water is kind of the point, Looks like we got some company anyway.” Richard pointed out as they turned to see a few guards in blue.


    “We saw a fight breaking out,” one of the guards said as they broke up the circle.


    “Sir, your injured, we would like to take you to the hospital,”


    “I got it covered,” Laurella said,


    “And In for questioning.” The second one added, as Richard glanced over at them with a raised eyebrow.


    “He’s with me,” Madison said stepping in front of Richard making her armor and shield very clear, as Both Nathan and Eagle Eye flanked her.


    “I am not familiar with you two you wouldn’t mind giving me your names?” David asked casually adding a fourth member to the wall.


    “Bud and Lou, ma’am and if you got this covered, we shall leave you to your work. The two marched off. The announcements started up as Richard glanced between the stands.


    “Looks like it started up let’s get back to our seats,” Richard said with a smile,


    Richard winced with each needle thread as the knights proceeded to trash talk, while normally knights would be a bit more honorable, they played up for the camera a lot unless it was an international tournament.


    “I promise not to cheat.” Said a much older night dressed in red, and blue, “Much,” he mouthed winking to the crowd after being called out on being disqualified for the past ninety-nine matches. A good chunk of the crowd cheered as even Richard chimed in


    “Of course you would root for the villain,” Laurella mused,


    “Only cause he’s the most entertaining,” Richard chuckled flinching as she threaded his skin.


    “I have to admit, if I took on a student, that person would get a lot of practice with you.” She said as she finished her work.


    “Have someone in mind? Richard asked, “Personally I need to find someone to fix up my coat.”


    “Well if you want I know someone in town who could fix you up but if you want to keep the coat looking nice I think you’re better off getting a new one,”


    “Nah I like this coat leave it as a memory,” Richard chuckled in the mean time I think I can show a bit skin.” He laughed.


    “Ohh,” went the crowd as Sir Eric knocked a knight off, he mocked the man on the ground as he held his lance up in the air to the combination of jeering and support.


    “I am beginning to get an idea as to why you act so weird,” Eagle Eye said, glancing at Richard.


    “I am more of an odd man than you realize, Anishinaabe,” Richard smirked leaning back at Eagle Eye blinked at the term,


    “You can never stop talking or sit still can you?” Laurella mocked as she finished pulling her string away.


    “Captain Richard, I was wondering if transportation to Usona would be possible?” Eagle Eye asked as Richard turned back to look at him.


    “Well I got a few things to take care of but, I don’t see why not.” Richard said with a shrug.


    “That’s surprising, but thank you,” Eagle Eye admitted,


    “Just a fair warning things, are probably not the way you left them,” Richard warned looking him in the eye.


    “I expect as much,” he replied, as he glanced off to the side no longer wanting to talk.


    “Not the most chatty person,” Laurella commented,


    “being surrounded by people and things you are not familiar with does not create a chatty man at the best of time.” Richard returned with a knowing look. “Hopefully we won’t have to many issues, and a trip to Usona won’t be out of the question.”


    “So I heard you have a plan for after this, dinner or something?” Laurella inquired,


    “Dinner is interned but I know a place that plays amazing music and I figured Spark wouldn’t mind seeing something different, besides I have not heard anything outside a sea shanty for a while.”


    “Sounds great, I could use something to calm my nerves.” Laurella admitted, “Please this going to be relaxing I don’t want to regret this decision later on.


  




  

    Chapter 36 From Bad To Worse



    “You know putting this into perspective can really make a girl think. Like how paranoid people can be.” Spark thought floating in the air. Davina had tried to lose anyone tailing her. Almost painfully so since she had doubled back through five carriages, three pauses in a bridge, and about six coffee shops; mind you she was being tailed but when you are floating three stories up and are currently five inches tall, the situation gets a bit boring.



    Spark watched as her target suddenly went normal walking along with little issues, she headed into the small apartment that looked okay by the standards she had seen at least, it was no tree house no matter how big you built your castle.


    She walked out looking completely different. She was now sporting a maids outfit. Long black dress apron, headdress and the odd puffy sleeves around the shoulders, she was now a polite woman. “Well, it’s about time this goose chase came to an end.” Spark was very ticked she didn’t get see the joust.


    Finally getting going she was a bit surprised to see Davina make her way to the castle grounds. She made her way around the castle cleaning things on occasion before making it over to the northern tower. Spark flew in keeping high as she trailed Davinia up the round stairs. She made it to the highest door and knocked.


    “Maid serves, Lord Morgan,” Davinia said as the door opened up. Spark slipped low as she hovered in she spotted a dresser and moved.


    “Dear Sister it’s nice to see you, Davinia,”


    “Password Darcy,” she replied crossing her arms. “If you’re going to require me to wear this thing and play the part the least you can do is return the favor,” Davinia said cocking her hips with a sly smirk on her face.


    “Fine,” Darcy rolled her eyes, “All is clear oh awesome one,”


    “So Captain Richard managed to survive the second attempt, somehow someone has eyes in the back of their head, I think that damn fairy is hanging around.” She gripped,


    “Should we call that a confirmation?” Darcy asked casually,


    “I would think so interrupting my interrogation of that hairy beast, could have been chalked up to coincidence. Still, I didn’t see her,” She admitted, as spice heard what sounded like a chair being slid across the floor.


    “Well, there are other ways of finding out.” Her sister reminded as the sounds a brush running through hair started up.


    “Don’t bother with any more attacks. Word is that Captain Richard has been attacked on a few occasions and that Richard plan’s on leaving soon. I guess the good captain wasn’t what the Doctor needed.”


    “Well that’s good but I was hoping he would deal with the murders spree Doctor David has been less than effective.” Darcy complained, “It’s getting the point a girl can’t go out at night these days.”


    “Like you would anyway,” Davinia remarked,


    “Be that as it is Brendan’s killer is to be left alone failure can be a bad habit to get into,” Lord Morgan replied.


    “Hmph,” was all Davinia had to say on the matter.


    “Now then so long as we keep an eye on the castle and Nora remains safe, even if the Gaslight is plunged into darkness. We should have everything set up and ready, for your,” He paused, “Our leader.” He decided, “So get comfy in that maid outfit you are going to be spending some time in that outfit. Dealing with a wannabe pirate killer is not our purpose. Now get out of my room.” Lord Morgan ordered.


    Spark glanced around the corner of her dresser, noticing the glares of both women sent his way. Spark seeing her chance took it clipping the ornate door as the two woman walked down the stairs. “I hate that guy.” Davinia groaned, “Honestly I think this stupid plan is all about him boning royalty then actually being of use ol’ Ed.”


    “Be that as it may we have our orders, so try to keep your cool, I know you don’t much like it,” Her sister consoled.


    “I was really hoping to get a third shot out there at Richard, she sighed. I would love to have popped his bubble and shown him I am not as weak as I seem.” She said as Spark watched the woman lick her lips in anticipation.


    “Well, it’s just too bad your first night trying to poison him went to wrong.”


    I am conceived that man in the sleeveless coat kept spilling’ Richard’s drinks on purpose.” She insisted to her sister,


    “Everyone of them I am sure Richard’s just a clumsy drunk.” Darcy blew off. Spark bolted back more than sure she got all she needed at this point.


    Spark bolted off, into the open space breathing in the air, and loving every second of it. “Now then back to the games, hmm should I ask for something for all this hard espionage?” she mused aloud tapping her chin as she considered it.


    She glanced the city doing her best to get a gauge as to where she was. Frowning a bit the city was rather convoluted the streets made no sense even from her current vantage, with only the factories making sense being set up a together and a fair distance from the residential district. , she zoomed in on some of the greener patches in the city before spotting the shining armor of the nights. The blades were out as two nights slammed into each other sword and shield connecting. Richard was standing up roaring at the crowd.


    “How you can be so,” Spark paused not knowing what kind of word to use as she flew up to his ear before sliding into his coat.


    “I learned that worrying about things you can’t control just stresses you out.” Richard mused as he adjusted his coat.


    “David, Madison I need to use the Loo.” He said as David about rushed out of the stands more than ready to get away from the noise.


    “Well he didn’t have to look so happy about it,” Laurella frowned glancing up at lee,


    Richard walked along as the crowd grew more and more distant. Richard found a restroom and closed the door behind him sitting down. “Okay hit me,” Richard said letting her out, she held her nose at the smell.


    “Fine,” she croaked out, she quickly summed everything up.


    “Thank you, you had me worried you were gone for a good time.” Richard thanks as he stood up.


    “Like I said I am going to dull you with the details but she seemed hell bent on wasting an hour or so just changing clothing and hopping in and out buildings. Tedious but it would have thrown anyone off.”


    “True, following people I am half tempted to just let myself be captured at this point cause this is just dull,” Richard admitted


    “I can see your issues, but come on the dinner was fun, the party on the ship and all kinds of cool machines running around here, and we get to the music.” She spun in the air. “Do you have any idea how long I only had my own voice for music.” She seemed to tremble with excitement.


    “Don’t get too excited we are just getting to see armatures.” Richard chuckled, He found her excitement rather infectious. “Anyway, I think some roasted almonds is in order rather tasty after all that running around I think it’s the least I can do.” He said standing up.


    “I don’t know that honeycomb was amazing.” Spark admitted as she slipped back into his coat. Richard got up from the bathroom and washed his hands off the best he could, before walking outside. “I am going to get something to eat.” He announced,


    “Anything to keep away from that noise,” David complained,


    “That’s the spirit,” Richard said with a bit too much enthusiasm, “Cause heaven forbid you actually enjoy yourself,” he muttered as he rolled his eyes. Madison glanced at him casually as he tapped his jacket.


    “So that’s what now in attempts on your person?” Madison asked,


    “Meh who knows I am not bothering to count, but at this point do you think I should just let them?” Richard asked glancing back at David the man did not respond.


    “So what are you going to be doing now that you’re home?” Richard asked,


    “Same as always go going to balls, getting back into full fighting shape, and hopefully participating in a tourney.” Madison shrugged,


    “Sounds boring,” Richard decided, Madison didn’t respond on the matter.


    “I would be lying if didn’t agree, but I have responsibilities here. I am tempted, the Golden Eagle is the greatest ship I ever set foot on and I got a feeling since you can afford it you will want the best fighting men of the age to fill her.” Madison glanced at him, “I see what you’re up to but you will need to find a new knight for your ship.”


    Richard snapped his fingers in mock disappointment. “You caught me,” Richard chuckled, “What about you David you want to go fight pirates?” He asked,


    “Dealing with has been enough of a headache,” David replied, Richard, shrugged as he got his almonds. They walked back up to the stands, Richard moved next to chief and sat down next to him.


    “So feeling better?” he asked, Richard, shrugged,


    “A little butterfly tells me we are dealing with at least two groups of attackers. I would like you to put some people near my home and to keep the ship out in open waters at night.


    “So I get to steer, sounds like fun, I take it you want to keep a close eye on yourself with your timetable?” He asked,


    “Yeah at the same time try to be obvious about it I want them to know where I am. In the mean time feel free to run some drills or something on the ship get everyone who is staying on use to dealing with each other, so feel free to have free reign for the next couple of days.” Richard informed Boss tilted his head nodding a bit.


    “Sounds like fun.” He admitted,


    “You have fun I am going to rent out a pub room, and start looking over applications for the golden eagle.” Richard slumped in on himself.


    “Sounds like fun,” Boss laughed, Richard gave him a sideward glance.


    “I wonder why I keep you around,” Richard grumbled.


    “Bring the pain!” Boss shouted as Richard joined in.


    Richard couldn’t help but smile after the adrenaline of the small tournament. Madison was off chatting with a few, and one even gave her a hug happy to have her back safe and sound. Richard glanced around not really wanting to rush the Knight.


    He glanced down one of the streets and noticed a bookstore. He approached Madison a quick tap on the shoulder and a thumb at the shop. David frowned between them. “Can it wait?” he asked,


    “I guess, this kinda slipped my mind a few times. I need to see what Sam is capable of, his education and I hope there is something to help him communicate outside of having him go around with a notepad.” Richard admitted,


    “Anything he could learn would require other people to learn,” David reminded, but Richard frowned at him. “Just saying,” he admitted putting his hands up Richard rolled his eyes not wanting to carry on the conversation.


    “Trouble in paradise?” Laurella asked,


    “I don’t like the need to be up each other’s asses,” Richard admitted as David shot him a look but Richard ignored him.


    “It’s rather confining, anyway I was wondering if I could open up a makeshift clinic on the Golden Eagle.”


    “Sure, just don’t overcrowd the deck,” Richard said with a shrug, she blinked at him.


    “Thanks, I need to get back into practice not to mention I need to start buying the right equipment the golden Eagle has only the basics.” She admitted,


    “Fair enough,” Richard said as Boss, Nathan, Kareem, and Eagle Eye all waited patiently for Madison to talk. Richard caught bits and pieces of the conversation something about practice and getting back into the swing of things.


    Richard frowned at the amount of time as he glanced over at Laurella. “Hey why don’t you lead them out of here, this is getting boring,” Richard admitted, “You know it is close to lunch, here, it’s on me,” Richard said pulling out some of his coins and handing it, Laurella.


    “Where are you getting all this,”


    “I being compensated for my time on this, did you think I was doing this for free?” Richard asked with a raised eyebrow.


    “Fair enough,” She admitted as they waved Richard off.


    “Sorry about that,” Madison apologized as Richard opened his eyes and glanced at her.


    “No problem, I need to take care of a quick stop before we join the others for lunch, ” Richard headed down the street finding the green door that looked like it needed a new coat of paint. Richard headed in first as David seemed just as interested in entering as Richard did.


    “Hello?” Richard asked as he glanced around the shelves and shelves of dusty and new books. He glanced over looking at a few pamphlets, since the printing press came out they had been the most common way to spread new ideas, he scanned over a mostly on religious reform and community reconstruction. More often than not anything to do with the government was bit hand to hand.


    “Yes?” came a very soft voice, as Richard glanced around to see a very mousy looking woman.


    “I was wondering if you have anything on nonverbal languages?” he asked as Madison and David glanced at him.


    “Sign Language, yes,” she said moving past him, she was only about five foot at the tallest as Richard got a better view of her as she passed. She had Dark skin rare but not unheard of in Britannia. She had a pair of glasses that over her noise and was sporting a rather slimming, white dress with a brown corset. “Sign,” she repeated as she scanned over the books, as Richard waited. “Ah, uh here sir,” She said handing Richard the book. “Anything Else?” she asked,


    “Yes, I was wondering if anything from the Beowulf Series was released in the last five years,” Richard asked.


    “Oh you’re a fan of the series?” she asked as her interest spike started lee.


    “Yeah, I know it’s not too popular but I am hoping you have a few copies,” Richard admitted. She nodded with a bit more energy.


    “I am sorry to say that I only have a few copies and nothing, new if you want I can make an order for you,” she offered seemingly very sad that she didn’t have the new releases.


    “Yeah, no problem I plan on having some free time so it would be nice to catch up on my reading.” Richard said, “Thank you,” he said with a smile before paying for the book.


    “Just when I think you have some level of intelligence you go and ask for a pulp.” David criticized.


    “I like reading adventure stories, so what,” Richard defended


    “Isn’t your life exciting enough.” Madison pointed out.


    “Tell that to all the paperwork I have to deal with being a privateer is a business, not a party,” Richard reminded, “I don’t even want to think about all the stuff I have to keep track of for each member of my crew.” Richard complained, “Now let’s get going I need to get something to eat and I need to start reading.” He said holding up his book and effectively ending the conversation.


    The night had long since come, as David struggled behind the group, Boss glanced back at him before nudging Richard. “Anything we can do to him?” Boss asked,


    “Not really trying to get him to enjoy himself is impossible, anyway I hope everyone got the invite, I think we can all use some music.”


    “Woof,” came out a cry as Richard glanced over to see Jill rushing in between his legs.


    “Jill,” he cried as he got down on his knee to ruff the dogs fur. He glanced back to see Goliam walking in down the road with Sam sitting on his shoulder waving at the group.


    “So, music,” Morsina commented looking at the flight of stairs down. Her wings twitched, Sam dropped down from Goliam as Arken crossed her arms her ears twitching.


    “It’s fine I can hear it already. ” Arken informed looking over at her friend, Morsina seemed to relax a bit but Richard could only guess since her wings stopped twitching.


    “Well, Sam hope you have fun today cause me and you got some work to do. Tomorrow, I got this,” He reached into his coat pocket and pulled out a small book on sign language.


    “So the boy can’t speak?” David asked casually, looking over Richard’s shoulder.


    “Yeah found on the island fending for himself and I needed someone to look after my cabin,” Richard replied,


    “Hold on I thought,” Boss started but Richard glared at him and he didn’t bother finishing that sentence.


    “Now this is something I can get behind Learning,” David said grabbing the book, “You’re going to be taking care of paperwork, I think I can handle teaching him.”


    “Uh thanks,” Richard replied as he glanced at him, before looking at Sam, he stood up. “Okay, then everyone here that’s going in. who is watching the ship?”


    “We got Tin, Tray, and James keeping an eye on it. Told em I would give them a four-course meal for being the last men on the job.” Gerald admitted, “But to be honest, not sure if James was interested.


    “You do realize I could have commanded the ship to move out to deeper water,” Richard said with a sigh,


    “Oh,” Gerald replied, “Really?”


    “Actually I am not sure, worth a shot,” Richard mused as he thought the command.


    “I think I just picked up their voices, they seem to be cursing,” Morsina admitted,


    “Wow, let’s hear it for fairy magic,” Richard said surprised at the situation as a whole.


    “Yeah right,” David denied,


    “So a two-hundred-year-old Mage being the most powerful being on the planet, and this where you draw the line at what is possible?” Madison asked,


    “I find it’s always healthy to skeptical unless a life is on the line,” David admitted,


    “Well we best get moving, I think I hear the music starting.” Richard moved down the stairs as Jill and Sam kept close to his heels. It takes long for the smoke to hit them, with all manner of beings crowding the floor.


    The only noise was a lone instrument, a figure moved in time with the deep mellow beat surrounded by a set of small but thick red curtness. Richard moved into the back area of the room, finding a massive round table with hopefully enough space for all. Jill circled around support of the table before curling around it.


    “Saxophone, man, that is a treat,” Richard said in a hushed voice as he slide onto a chair to get a good view of the stage.


    “Boss took a chair dragging it away from the table as he leaned up against the wall and sat down. Madison raised up a hand as a staff member brought her something a bit sturdier to hold her armor up. Other than Goliam who sat on the floor most everyone had little issue with the well worn wood chairs.


    “Saxophone?” Spark asked,


    “Yeah, it’s said the Dragon Mage went to the future and enjoyed the music bringing a lot of instruments back.” Richard said to her as he glanced over to see Sam getting into the chair next to him.


    “Amazing, time travel,” Spark said in wonder,


    “It’s a legend a lot of people smarter than me are questioning the ramifications of such an act, but I think the world is much better for it.” Richard admitted,


    “I am surprised this plays draws an odd crowd,” Arken admitted, She had been scanning the room, having. Richard glanced around looking at the people, resting near the stage and off to the side one could see a pair of monitors playing the part of bouncer in case anything went wrong. Richard spotted the bartender was a rather small framed Bendact Bestia in the form of a Black panther. Human’s were not to uncommon but one of the waitresses moving around had an extra appendage with a fox tail and ears adorning her form.


    “No that’s something you don’t see every day,” Nathan admitted. As he watched the waitress walk to the bartender.


    “I hear the ears are very sensitive,” Larisia added as everyone looked at her, she fidgeted, “As a doctor it’s important for me to know these things.”


    “So you hired in Mr. Cross,” Tobi brought in, I actually know the guy he’s a good friend, glad you hired him in.” Tobi said,


    “I am right here,” Arvil said raising his hand.


    “Small world,” Richard commented ignoring Arvil, “He helped me out a bit the night I brought him in.”


    “Mind you he’s never been on a bought before.” Tobi informed, Arvil smirked shaking his head at this but let it go.


    “The ship can sail itself, We need fighting men or did you not pick up the fact we are a fighting force not a sailing one?” Boss commented,


    “I know what I signed up for, we may not always get the luxury of a magical ship.” Tobi reminded,


    “I get your point, but why would we forego the Golden Eagle unless it’s all feet on the ground?” Boss retorted.


    “I can think of a few,” Tobi returned, but the waitress showed up,


    “Round of Brandy,” He spoke up, “Also Since Madison has made it home you wouldn’t happen to know any navigators, I am afraid our Dame will more than likely be taking up her old stomping ground.”


    “Hmm,” Tobi hummed a bit, “I don’t know anyone off hand but I will look around and see what I can find.


    “I may know someone she’s an old friend of mine but it’s been a while since I have talked to her.” Laurella commented.


    “Thanks,” Richard than glanced at Madison giving her a guilty look, “Right sorry the thought had slipped my mind,” Madison waved him off,


    “We both kinda figured this would happen I understand,” she said when she tossed something at him Richard tried to dodge but nothing actually hit him.


    Richard tapped his foot along with the music letting time crawl along as the group around him chatted about. “Excuse me sir,” she asked the closest person.


    “Yeah?” asked Eagle Eye who was being his normal quiet self.


    “Is there a Captain Richard in your party?” she asked casually scanning the rather large group.


    “Speaking,” Richard said,


    “I have a gentlemen who is interested in speaking with you on a matter, if you wish to speak with him.” She informed as Richard shrugged his shoulders.


    Can I have a name?” Richard asked,


    “Yes a Mr. Amaro,” she admitted glancing nervously to the side.


    “It had to be tonight,” Richard sighed, “I suppose it would be rude, is he joining us or does he want a private talk?” he asked,


    “He’s over there at the bar actually,” Richard shook his head taking his jacket off, and throwing it gently around Sam. He leaned in, “Keep each other close and if anything happens head to the Golden Eagle.


    “Well now you have gone and jinxed yourself,” Spark scowled from inside the coat.


    “With almost the entire crew here, I am hoping for it,” He said in a confident. Richard on to the table,


    “You going to dance for us?” Tobi asked as Richard flipped him off before dropping onto the floor. Richard walked over as the waitress pointed he was an older man sporting a nice head of near white hair on is head with very proper looking suit on, His eyes went wide as he looked at Richard.


    “I remember you but you had black hair on that night,” he chuckled,


    “Right I remember you but different name right?” Richard asked, “Sorry not very good with names,” Richard admitted, “So what can I do for you?”


    “It’s not what you can do but me, I represent a guild that helps sailors find captains and captains find sailors.” He admitted, “I usually scout out places in the city trying to find capable men to join the guild.”


    “Sounds interesting, but I don’t really need sailors so much as skilled fighters.” Richard admitted, as a drink was slide down to him.


    “Say now more, Rumor has it you plan on leaving soon, so I’ll see what I can find for you, my card has my office location and hours,” he said flipping a card out from between his fingers. Richard picked it out of his hands glancing it over. He slid the card into his jacket as he stood up,


    “Sounds good I’ll look you up in morning till then,” Richard said as he moved to walk away.


    “You forgot you drink, it’s on me,” Amaro said grabbing the glass around the lip he handed to Richard. Richard shrugged and grabbed the drink.


    “Thanks,” Richard said with a smirk,


    “No trouble at all.” He returned getting up from his chair and heading for the exit. Richard jumped back onto the table as he got back in his seat just in time for a lyre player to start up on stage. The music was very southing as Richard kicked back not bothering with his drink as he enjoyed the music. Richard felt something fall onto his side, when he noticed that Sam had fallen asleep.


    “Well I think I am going to get going,” Richard said looking at Madison and David, he picked up his coat and quickly slammed his drink. Back over the table for a third time it didn’t take long for Madison and David to make it out to the ship.


    “This seems to be recurring, theme, you do realize how bad it looks to take a kid to places like this?” David asked,


    “This is nothing it’s just music and if you’re talking about the, bar he has seen a lot worse, so long as I am around to draw the line I wouldn’t worry too much about it,” Richard replied, He shook his head, that drink must have been stronger than I thought.” He thought to himself, he walked up to ship moving into the upper deck he opened up the main doors.


    “Captain,” Tray waved at him as he walked back out onto the main deck.


    “Hey Tray one coming in for the night,” he laughed as he took Sam to his room. He moved to leave and he got out the door when everything started to swim. He stumbled catching himself on the wall.


    “Sp-,” he tried to whisper out when he started to stumble back when suddenly someone grabbed him from under his arms. “Sp?” he tried to question when suddenly his vision went black.


  




  

    Chapter 37 Kidnapped Captains



    “Richard, what are you doing?” Spark asked flying out of his coat only to see a loan figure holding a limp Richard in his arms. The two stared at each other in confusion as neither expected the other. “Oh hell no,” she declared as both her hands glowed with a bright light before blasting the man in the face blowing him out the window of the back of the ship knocking the man into the drink.



    Spark turned around as a second head popped up from outside the broken window she drew her blade out as she heard running from behind her. Tin skidded around the corner of the hall spotting the burst out the window and the man’s head before bull rushing the man. Leaping feet first out the window he grabbed onto the man neck on the way down smashing into a rowboat knocking the boat over. Spark picked up Richard trying to think of the safest place to take him when the sounds steel echoed from the front of the ship as well as below.


    Spark glanced out of the boat to see Tin dunking someone’s head in the water. “Don’t worry I got this,” he shouted up as Spark nodded, she turned to go just catching him yang the second man of the ship who was trying to climb back up


    Spark rushed out to the main deck to spot about twelve Invaders. James had unscrewed hi hook and now had short pike were his left hand use to be. He brandished a cutlass in right. Tray was ready with a boarding ax tapping it in his left hand as the twelve paused. Each pausing to looking at Spark,


    “A woman, well this is going to be easier than I thought,” One of them commented, as Spark turned her full gaze on him.


    “What’s your dominant hand?” she asked with a smile,


    “My right?” he answered, “why?”


    “Just so you can use it to nurse your pride,” she said leaping off the upper deck and slamming her foot into his face, the group fell into each other as both brothers looked at each other.


    “What are we waiting for the party just started,” Tray shouted running down the stairs screaming with his ax over his head. As the attackers started to get up Tray looped the ax around as three heads dropped to the ground.


    Spark didn’t bother with the blade as her magical energy arched away knocking everyone apart as she charged in at the man with the big mouth. Slamming her fingers into a nerve cluster on his shoulder he gasped in pain before grabbing his wrist and twisting it over her body then crack. He left arm was now dangling from his left side. He seemed to be screaming but nothing was coming out of his mouth at this point.


    She then swept his feet out from under as he smashed his jaw into the mast. James blocked an incoming sword she had failed notice before kicking the man in the chest she took the opportunity as he fell into the outer rail of the ship, she leaped from his knee then slammed both feet into his face knocking him into the water. She flew back up landing on the rail before letting her hand glow again.


    “By the maker, I thought they were fake, but she is a fucking fairy,” One said in awe as he fell back.


    “How could you fake wings like that?” Another asked.


    “Stain glass?” James asked shrugging as he impaled the man in the back He slipped a rag out of his pocket cleaning, The pike that was replacing his hand, he cleaned it off, I don’t know, but I do know that this ship is my home and I will deal with you swiftly,”


    “Or I can use this cannon,” Tray said with a smile as he wheeled said object around. “Good distraction bro,” He commented as the group of attackers all froze as Tray tossed the torch had lit in the air catching it.


    The group glanced up at the upper deck before slowly backing away. ” And take this trash with you,” James set dropping his rag onto the body of the man he had stabbed.


    “Harsh bro,” Tray told him,


    “That’s the point now where is the captain? Is there some kind of emergency?” James asked looking at Spark.


    “Richard!” she shouted zipping into the air band back into the corridor. She spun around the corner and froze Richard was gone.


    “No,” Spark said as panic erupted, she quickly blitzed through every room, as Tray and James rushed in. “He’s gone!” she shouted, “Shit I had one thing to do just one thing, Tin, Tin!” she shouted heading for the window to see That Tin had pulled himself onto the desk, he spat out water pointing at a large pipe draining into the ocean.


    “Shit, Tray, James you need to find the crew wait where is Madison and David, it doesn’t matter, you need to find anyone I,” his face twisted in disgust at the pipe her nose crinkling as she shrunk down and headed into the swear.


    “If we botch this Richard is going to be in a lot of trouble,” Madison said as she and David kept a fair distance behind Richard’s kidnappers.


    “He signed up for this,” David replied keeping low, Madison frowned as she tugged at her leather armor, she felt to light but her steal would not do much good in this situation.


    “So do you have an idea of where we are under the city?” Madison asked,


    “Don’t worry I am keeping track of direction and area, hopefully, we won’t have to worry about guesswork, I expected this much later, and to be honest this may have repercussions if lee is not ready to speak in two days.” David frowned, “So failure is not an option.”


    Madison rolled her eyes having many retorts but keeping them silent as the two moved carefully. Suddenly a light but very firm tapping noise hit the air.


    “Ah Doctor Smith and Dame Madison so nice see you both,” said a calm voice,


    “Amaro,” Smith frowned, “You do realize with your name out it’s only a matter of time?” David informed,


    “Too bad I know of a lord who will vouch for me if I pulled the right strings. So What is the word of a doctor and a Dame to a Lord?” he chuckled, “Besides you seemed to want me to take him off your hands so badly.”


    “As a knighted and daughter of the Lord the second, I see you I can gut you where you stand!”


    “Then I will make sure the next time we meet, I will have the power to match your strength with a blade, til then I good luck,” he whispered as they turned the corner to pass a mass of mirrors.


    “Shit,” David glanced back to the other side seeing a mass of mirrors and with everything being as dark as it was getting an idea where anyone was at was near impossible, the light slowly dimmed each fading from the mirror before everything went dark.


    “Ug,” David grunted as he was lifted up and slammed into a wall.


    “He save my life, if this is thanks, I give him, I will make sure he does not die alone, are we clear?” she said darkly, slowly tightening her grip on the doctor.


    “Clear,” he admitted, when the echo of footsteps resounded, they both kept still as a small light came from where they had come as Sam entered their field of vision, he walked up to them yawning a bit as he rubbed an eye with his free hand. He had draped and dragging over his shoulder Richard’s coat He smiled as he spotted Madison handing her his coat.


    “Thanks,” she set the doctor down and noticed Spark poking her head out of the coat. Putting it over her shoulder she held out her hand for the torch and Sam obliged. “Sam, you wouldn’t happen to know where Richard is, do you?” She asked hopefully.


    He shook his head, “What did you expect?” David replied with a frown. Madison didn’t respond as she headed down the sewer, with a set of mirrors. “We need to split up, take Sam with you down the other path and look out for anything that looks like a door or passageway.”


    “Yes We didn’t hear them get to far before their footsteps stopped echoing.” David agreed, he glanced at Sam who looked at Madison unsure of this action. Madison knelt down to I level quickly,


    “If anything happens you run back to me as fast as possible for now we need to find Richard.” Madison said to him he put on a brave face and nodded as he glanced over at David and the two went over a brick bridge over the flowing water to the other side of the sewer and down the opposite tunnel.


    Madison shook her head, as she ripped a glove off and placing her hand on the wall. He walked slowly letting her fingers feel the individual bricks when her eyes caught the mirrors, they were shrinking. She quickly rushed placing her hand on one only for her hand to go through. “David!” she shouted the mirrors.


    “Pull your hand back unless you want to lose it!” David shouted in a panic. Casting the light of the torch onto each of the mirrors, each shrinking in synch with the others. “I am such an idiot, of course the mirrors. This is bad these mirrors were doorways Richard could be anywhere in this city. We need to report to your farther now!” he shouted David glanced up finding manhole cover and heading up the metal bars and into the street. “Taxi!” He all but screamed, the clopping of hooves rushed before moving to a stop as Sam and Madison got to the surface.


    “Was that a mage Artifact?” Madison asked,


    “Yes if we are luck that is,” David sighed, Sam titled his head in confusion, Madison ushered him into the carriage and sat down.


    “I have never seen one, in action I heard rumors but I always thought they were just Pirate lords or Magesons,” Madison admitted,


    “Well, there is always a third option.” David admitted, “And knowing what this is the sooner we get a message out to the Dragon mage the better chance Richard has, they normally take about a month time before killing but I don’t know how they will act knowing they are being perused.”


    “We are actually calling in the Dragon Mage?” Madison felt her Jaw drop. “He’s still void knows where in the middle east, not to mention he hasn’t taken any orders or even requests from anyone since, the second great war.” Madison rambled off.


    “No there are some people he keeps in contact with in case his skills are needed, and lucky for us the same person pushing for the advancement of technology in this city is also on very good terms. So Richard has a very good chance at getting out of this alive.” David said with a very sad smile, “Still this feels like a defeat having to ask for his help.” He admitted with a sigh, he glanced out the window.


    “You don’t like asking for help huh?” she said glancing at him.


    “Do you like the fact that someone had to rescue you in your time of need?” David asked with a forlorn look on his face


    “No,” she replied immediately. Sam let out a silent yawn as Madison unclipped her cape and after a bit of shifting handed it to him. Sam smiled and pulling out the sign language book pointed at the word thank you. She took her hand and ruffled his hair smiling fondly as Sam curled up in her cape to get some sleep.


    “So is that Richard’s kid?” David asked,


    “No, Richard told me on our way back he just happened upon chief and himself on the island before he went to breaking me out.” She explained; “odd question,” she admitted to herself taking time to look. “Now that you mention it there is a striking similarity, but Richard’s in his twenties to have a child this old would well, that’s taking robbing the cradle to a level I don’t even want to go.”


    “True,” David admitted shrugging his shoulders. “Just a random thought in my head, how did he get the neck scar?” Madison just shrugged, “Let me guess found him like that?”


    “Sorry you could ask Boss on the matter but pretty much everyone in the crew with well two exceptions that I know off was on that island for a reason most wouldn’t like to talk about.”


    “A common enemy is one heck of a unifying force,” David admitted, before going silent the two rode on in silence until they got to the castle.


    Madison picked Sam up and they jumped out of the carriage as David all but chucked a back of coins at the man. “Keep the change!” he declared rushing into the castle.


    “I need to speak to the lord!” David shouted out, “It’s an emergency,”


    Madison pushed past the guard and David as she headed into the castle. “Dame, ma’am,” the guard pleaded but he couldn’t put a stop to her as she walked up into the more private part of the main castle. Madison felt the guard try to get her way. “if you touch me,” she warned as the guard froze up letting Madison walk down the outer hall allowing for a partial window ceiling above them. “That’s new,” she admitted, “It looks a lot nice she admitted as a few other castle guards holding torches moved to intercept and it wasn’t long before Madison as wishing for something to cover her ears.


    “I am telling you if it’s important to step out of the way,” “It’s the middle of the night,” “I think we should talk to the captain about this,” Madison frowned as about half a dozen guards argued around her trying to out talk or convince the others and herself.


    “ENOUGH!” she shouted, “I will have you behave with order and respect!” she demanded as everyone fell into line before her furry. “As the guard, you do not talk over each other the lack of discipline is disgusting.”


    “Madison,” Said a voice as the guards went even paler as Madison looked at her father. She quickly explained everything as the man seemed to age with each word.


    “It seems I will have to contact my old comrade Dustal. I better have some tea ready, Guard, could you wake the maid, and have her prepare a hot cup of green tea, would be best. You two do you best if you can solve this it would bring this city no end of pride,” He adjusted his robe pulling out a scroll. “I need you take Lord Morgan and head to the captain of the guard, the lot will hunt down this man shut down his organization, and hopefully find him and put an end to this terror.” He said handing the scroll to his daughter.


    “At once your lordship,” David said with a stiff bow as the pair walked off. “So do we wait to wake the lord and the guard or do it tonight?” he asked as they made their way down the hall.


    Madison had to keep her emotions in check, as the younger sister it was her job to drive any perspective suitor up against the wall. She lifted her boot kicking in the Lords door, crashing into the room as the man leaped out of his bed. Madison moved into the dark room making sure to be at her full height.


    “Who are you!?” he demanded as he got his sword out of its sheath which was tied to the right bed post near his pillow.


    “Get your gear together we got a name for the string of murders and Dad said you’re in,” Madison said as David walked in kicking at the wood frames. He held the torch up illuminating the room as bit as they both looked down to see, that Lord Morgan hand nothing on.


    “Could this wait until morning?” he asked giving a rather charming smile.


    “No, we saw the man using a mage artifact tonight and we know he could be just about anywhere in the city.” Madison said, “Maybe even the world for all we know,” she thought to herself.


    “Artifact? I will get my clothes on immediately,” Morgan said, before pausing, “Could you wait outside?” he asked,


    “That seems fair,” Madison admitted, as she walked outside of the door and leaning just to the left of the opening. David walked out and glanced at her.


    “Was that necessary?” he asked,


    “Nope,” she admit cheekily,


    “Why?” he asked waving both hands at the door as he looked her in the eye.


    “Got to make up for lost time I am after all the annoying little sister,” she said leaning in. “I have it on a good word he is a Pirate lord, what he is doing here I do not know but for now this is the most I can do until proof is found or he slips up.” She said in a hushed tone. “Besides I didn’t want to waste time Richard’s life is on the line and all that,” she said slowly raising her voice back up making it sound like there had be a pause.


    “Really?” David mouthed,


    “Two people can confirm he is at least up to no good,” she mouthed back, as footsteps hit the tile and Lord Morgan appeared.


    He was sporting a vibrant red out fit with a shinning armor plat over his wrists shoulders and knees, with a yellow cape that framed him. “I have to admit I wouldn’t mind having my chest plat on and ready to go but we got to find our self a blue coat.”


    “Blue coat?” Madison asked as she turned to head down the stairs.


    “It’s a term used for the people who work for the crown but are not part of the army or the navy,” David replied


    “Ah,” Madison nodded, “So after we scramble the guard, we will need to start his head quarters,”


    “I doubt he is there,” Morgan replied snidely,


    “I don’t think he is either but it sends a message that man is not welcome in gaslight or Britania. Let’s just say that will put every eye in the city for him and anyone who worked for him. It’s our best bet to round up as many as we can to limit his control.”


    “I see your point,” He admitted,


    “I have his location, we just need to get a carriage,” David informed as the two looked at him,


    “I make it habit to know of any kind of guild they are a great source of information.” David admitted, “Kind of like a library of people you wouldn’t believe the stories in the thieves guild,” David chuckled as they marched off into the night.


  




  

    Chapter 38 What A Wonderful Smell



    “You have got to be kidding me,” Boss sighed pinching the bridge of his noise. “So what you are saying is he got kidnapped and they ran,” Boss glanced out the window, “And you said the window was shattered?” Boss tapped on it, He glanced down to see the open pipe flowing water into the sea.



    “Yeah I jumped out of it myself,” Tin admitted,


    “How convenient,” Boss frowned at the pipeline before looking back at Tin. “Any idea on to where they could have gone past that?” Boss figured this was pointless but knowing people if you didn’t ask the stupid questions you may miss something.


    “No Spark did race off after them but she has yet to return.” James cut in, sadly by the time we got down there we were wet smelly and too far behind to catch up.”


    “Sam’s missing as well I checked the whole ship, he may have chased after them as well,” Tray admitted obviously nervous about the missing cabin boy. “Poor kid can’t even speak and is who knows were, we should let Madison and David know they may not know.” He said.


    “Wouldn’t be a bad idea.” Boss admitted, “Where were they at again?” The three looked at each other before shrugging their shoulders.


    “That sounds life effort,” Tobi said rubbing the back of his head he looked light a light breeze could tip him over.


    “True we should start closer and see if we can find anything in the sewers,” Boss admitted,


    “Still sounds like effort,” Tobi complained but Boss didn’t respond.


    “Let’s lower down the rowboat unless somebody wants to go swimming again.”


    “Only if I get to break the window on the way out,” Tin said raising his hand.


    “Rowboats it is,” Boss informed walking back out onto the main deck.


    “Aww,” Tin frowned as Tray patted him on the back. ” Boss had everyone lowered down and tying the rowboats together created a bridge into the swear pipe.


    “This stinks,” Eagle Eye complained,


    “Ya think it’s a sewer it’s where shit goes,” Boss commented back,


    “That explains why you are going there,” Morgan commented as they all glanced up to see David Madison and Morgan all glancing down at them.


    “With how far your nose is in the air I figured you carried shit around under it!” Boss called back.


    “That would explain the smell.” Eagle Eye added glancing up at the man with an annoyed frown.


    “Easy, we got enough issues instigating a lord is not something we want to do,” Laurella admitted as she and Morgan locked eyes.


    She glanced away from him looking at Boss, “We are wasting time, If you haven’t heard Richard got kidnapped, Great job,” he added before walking into the sewer system he held out his hand as Eagle eye tossed him a torch. As everyone walked onto the bath next to the water Boss headed down doing his best to ignore the smell as nearly everyone was covering their noise.


    The group slowly fanned out with Tin and James heading down one junction, Eagle eye and Nathan heading off in another until before long Boss only had a few people still with him. Quickly checking behind him Laurella, Kareem, and Stefano.


    “I guess this is our limit, we keep separating like this we will end up lost,” Kareem replied as he adjusted his new coat, he had bought a rather nice brown coat, one with a decent pair of matching pants, but he kept his old sandals.


    “Nobody is getting back on that ship until everyone gets a good scrubbing.” Laurella waned,


    “Agreed,” Boss admitted when something caught his noise. His head pulled back surprised that anything could overpower the stench of waste. “Do you smell that?” he asked cautiously,


    “I don’t smell anything but shit,” Kareem replied as Cliff his jaguar seemed to be pawing at his nose as well.


    “No, it’s a soft fluffy smell,” Boss admitted as everyone gave him an odd look “I am just describing it,” he admitted, He took a right and soon found a spot, “Here he tapped a point in the wall, then moved on finding a multitude of vocal points. This whole hall has the scent.” He realized


    “That’s nice and all but It has shit all to do with what we are doing right now?” Kareem asked,


    “What are you lot doing here?” demanded Morgan as he drew his blade Boss glanced over to see the three from before, the man suddenly charged Boss. Boss casually bent out of the way of the blade.


    “Morgan what are you doing!” Madison shouted as nearly everyone moved. Stefano, slide about four knives in-between his fingers throwing them into the air, Morgan’s cap got tagged, pinned to the wall as he quickly added more blades until Boss took a step back the tip of the blade, missed his noise.


    Morgan tugged at his cape as he noticed that the room was all glaring at him. Nathan and Tobi rushed into the area both had weapons drawn and it didn’t take long for the rest of the crew to show up.


    “I knew it your all criminal Pirates,” Morgan accused,


    “You’re not fooling anyone, Lord Morgan,” Laurella said as he frowned at her.


    “I have no idea what you are talking about. David, you need to get the guard these people need to be arrested at once,”


    “For what?” Madison interrupted, “You just attacked a man who didn’t even draw his weapon. Stefano could unpin the Lord for his own sake if nothing else.”


    “Can’t we just leave the Pirate Lord here? Bet yet do the world a favor and slit his throat,” He replied crossing his arms as he glared at the man as Morgan quickly realized everyone in the room would be more than happy to dump his body in the water.


    “We would have to explain why he is missing,” Madison said with a sigh, as she moved forward,


    “He got killed by the cult,” Boss replied fingering his weapon.


    “I see I have a tough crowd, but if you would give me a second, I think I can give you a damn good reason for getting me out of here,” Morgan explained,


    “Not a chance,” Madison said as her weapon light up with the glow of electricity.


    “Well, if I die then the news of your little group having a Fairy will become common knowledge if I don’ make it home tonight alive and intact.” He threatened with a smile on his face.


    “A Fairy a right,” David laughed but the sound slowly flowed away like the water as he realized nobody else was even smiling.


    “Nobody would believe you,” Madison said looking at him,


    “Ah but a ship with gold sails, with captain nobody until know has heard about? Magic is involved and even if the vast majority don’t. One wish even if it’s a long wait is worth a lot of money not to mention that there are races that can live long enough for it to be worth looking into.” He said with a winning smile.


    “This isn’t over you get to live, but if you vanish on me, well it would be the first time someone dropped dead, ” Madison warned as Spark flew up into the air shocking David.


    “Trust me I got a damn good aim,” Spark informed as her fist glowed before she blasted a good chunk of the brick near his head. “After all, I tailed Darcy already I think I can manage a man as red as a target,”


    “Noted,” he said with a smile, “Think I could I convince you to work for me?” he asked with a raised eyebrow.


    “No,” she replied evenly,


    “Worth a shot anyway,” he said looking at the holes in the cloak. “I think you should leave we are trying to find you, captain.”


    “Boy is I filled with confidence,” Boss said rolling his eyes, “Let head up top and get cleaned up I don’t think we are going to get any farther down here.”


  


  

    “Boss,” Laurella looked at him clearly hurt that Morgan was going to get away.


    “I wouldn’t worry about him, he will get his soon enough,” Boss promised as he waved his hand and with two exceptions the crew followed him. Tin elbow checked Morgan on the way out as he smirked at the man.


    Boss cracked open the manhole and seeing they were in an ally with nobody looking he gave the all clear.


    “So what was that all about?” Laurella demanded,


    “Morgan will be dealt with when we can keep the safety of Spark she got us off that island and we owe her at least that. Besides Richard is our prime concern and I have a lead. Besides we can kill him off later if we send Stefano after him.”


    “It’s true not a place I can’t get into,” he admitted with a confident smirk. Laurella rolled her eyes, as the ally got very crowded.


    “So who was the chick in the armor she was hot.” Tobi piped up


    “Well let’s get cleaned off.” James said, “Walking around the city smelling like shit is not my idea of fun,” Tray said as everyone pretty solidly agreed.


    “There is a public bath off Fredric St,” Tobi informed,


    “Good, who knows what we may catch if we don’t get this filth cleaned,” Laurella informed, “And make sure you get your clothes cleaned as well!”


    A resounding, “Yes ma’am was heard from everyone as she leads the way, Boss shook his head as he slides the lid back into the place looking at it for a second. “Really should have killed him and damned the consequences he admitted, as he headed down the street keep his nose in the air looking for the smell as he walked along the streets as the group was given a wide birth.


    Cheif was thankful it was mid-day so getting a bath set up wasn’t too much of an issue as He chatted up woman. “…Right so that should cover it,” He had just finished counting out the costs.


    “Thank you,” she said forcing a smile as she pinched her nose giving her and odd voice. Boss took off his shield pulling it over his head,


    “So who do I talk to about getting all the clothing cleaned?” he asked a bit concerned and thankful his leather shield was not dunked in the water thinking it would probably ruin it.


    “Normally it would cost extra,” she said in her silly voice still pinching her nose, “But since your clearly been taking care of something in the sewers we will take care of all the gear for you employees,”


    “Thanks,” Boss said not bothering to correct her as he headed over to the men’s side the area was wide open with a mass of chest high dividers to give everyone some privacy. Steam filled the air as the smell of soap lingered.


    He looked out for other members of the crew even if they made up the majority, seeing some groups already forming overall. Not bothering to worry too much on the matter just yet he found an open area as he opened up the door. He got his gear set aside just in time for a woman in a cart to come by to grab his gear. “The blades stay with me,” he informed she nodded as she turned her head away with his clothing. He got the water going as he kept his eye on her. She moved along collecting the gear from Nathan and Stefano both of which had worn long coats as their go to so they were quick to want those cleaned. He got into the bathtub as the mental went over his theory. The smell he had found sticking out was odd but glancing over what he could remember it was a smell that seemed to linger on magic and magic users, he never bothered to question it on the ship but when Spark had a similar smell when she used her magical blasts combined with lingering smell in the sweat itself. It pointed him into the direction of a connection worth looking into. “It’s my only connection, trouble it is something only I can do which is problematic for one man to look into the city on my own,” he thought to himself. “There has to be an easy way to do this,”


    “Boss you okay?” asked a voice as Nathan walked past him,


    “Yeah,” he admitted looking over at him, “Why?” he asked,


    “You had the hundred yard stare going on. Just making sure your soul wasn’t stolen or something, you never know were a Kappa might be,”


    “Right,” Boss replied not really sure what a Kappa was. “What would be the fastest way to get around the city for one man?”


    “Hmm I would say carriage of course, but depending on what you’re up to that can get pricey,” Nathan said figuring what Boss was up to.


    “So horseback would be best, do we know anyone who knows about horses?” Boss asked not knowing much on the subject.


    “Not sure I’ll ask around since I usually just use my feet,” Nathan chuckled, “But I will ask around and get back to you,” he said and with a nodded he walked off.


    Boss tapped away at the tub his mind going over the situation with the nagging at him. “The only way to do this is not only risky but time-consuming. It’s going to require a lot of late nights and Luck.” He sighed closing his eyes. He got up and using the bath houses clothing he pulled on a white tunic with a pair of brown pants.


    “I’ll be back I need to confirm something, keep an eye on my gear,” He replied as he made a grab for his weapons, he stopped when he spotted that he was buried.


    “Take whatever you need,” Tobi called out, as Boss frowned wondering why someone needed so many weapons. He grabbed a short sword that had a sheath and belt set all ready. He quickly belted it. He frowned not seeing a shield to go with it but he wasn’t planning on using the sword anyway. He headed out of the bath house and headed back to the Golden Eagle at a purposely slow and steady pace.


    Moving closer he could see the Golden Eagle still in its position, as he closed in before the same smell that Spark and those spots in the swear all shared. “Well that’s the confirmation I needed, He quietly eyeballed the distances when he was barked at. He glanced over to see Jill whimpering at his feet. He scratched her behind her ears.


    “Now all I need is a map, a horse, and Some time to plan,” He said glancing at Golden Eagle with Jill sitting next to him on the stone of the streets.


  




  

    Chapter 39 Little In The Way Of Luck



    “Boss!” came out a repeated cry as the man in question, Boss shook his head as he pressed his hand into the back of the horse for support. A hand hit his shoulder, he shook his head as he glanced over to see Eagle Eye. “I think it’s time to return, it’s almost sun rise and you have not slept since last night. Not mention you spent most of that night partying.” He reminded.



    “No, We need,” Boss tried to wave him off, but Eagle eye was a bit more rested and slowly but firmly pulled the reigns out of chiefs hands.


    “Ahhhh, about time,” James yawned out as Kareem had to shake his head to stay awake himself. The four of them had been riding around the city fallowing Boss in hope of finding Richard, but it was near six in the morning and to no one’s great surprise had no luck or hints. Eagle Eye glanced down to see Jill was limping a bit before dropping off his horse and setting the dog on its back before remounting.


    “So what your saying is you are going to be traveling all the city slowly taking each road. Relying on the hope that you run into something that has eluded the guard? What part of this sounds like a good idea?” Laurella pointed out; about mid afternoon yesterday.


    “The alternative is giving up. Without trying, and as far as the odds go we have been informed of a name Amaro has been listed as wanted by the authorities. He has a business location. A place to start which is more than most can say.”


    “Having a place to start is good,” Stefano agreed, “Besides if this ship goes when Richard dies in, a month?” He paused expecting to be corrected but carried on. “A lot of people are going to be out of a job, and any chance any of us have of getting some payback shrinks like,” he fished


    “A man’s balls in the dead of winter?” Laurella asked,


    “Something like that,” Stefano agreed as he rubbed his neck.


    “Still we may as well have few groups moving over the city,” Nathan said adding in his two cents. “if we are counting on lady luck we may as well give her as many chances to grace us as possible.”


    “I am not relying on luck,” Boss thought as he glanced over at the map, “James how good are you at measuring distances?” he asked, While the other talked on best places to look Boss and James used a pencil and paper to create a walk that would allow Boss to have the best chance at sniffing out magic.


    “So what’s the point of this?” James asked rolling the paper up and handing it to Boss.


    “You’re better off not knowing,” Boss admitted, as he rejoined the conversation. “You can make whatever plans you want, I need to get a horse,” he interrupted everyone paused looking at him.


    “You have something in mind?” Laurella asked,


    “Something that works, I am going to brag about, and if it doesn’t I want to keep it to myself,” he admitted,


    “Okay,” Laurella said raising an eyebrow at him but Boss was not forthcoming with an answer.


    Boss shook his head as he pulled out the map and made sure to leave a mark where he had left off. He would need to check off the area he and Eagle eye had walked to rent the horses for the next few days. He felt a sigh escape his nostrils,


    “Why am I doing this, in this shape I am not able to fight effectively?” he questioned himself, “His mind had been trying to figure out a few things why the smell of magic suddenly became apparent, how this talent was his alone, and answering his first question was cause he doubted he would get much sleep dwelling on the other worrisome questions in his mind.”


    After the horses were tied up he glanced back at the city, he frowned knowing he had another day of looking ahead of him and while he needed sleep to function he doubted it would come easy.


    “I am telling you we should focus on searching warehouses, this area is almost abandoned most nights and every death has been placed in this area. ” Tobi pointed out


    “I am not arguing that point but every death came after a month of time, I say we take the noble area, with less traffic it’s the easiest place to hide a captive without someone stumbling across them, not to mention the guard would never search in these areas,” Laurella argued.


    “I doubt it with as many people we run into this is the work of the lower class, even if there is one Noble involved with this much fear going around they would take as little risk as possible and keep to areas the guards would be too scared to roam, the docks and these areas with high crime rates.” James tossed in.


    Boss grabbed his pillow pulling it over his head and groaning. He was trying to get some sleep and these three wouldn’t tone it down, it was bad enough the local shipping was noisy enough with all the shouting and loading and unloading in the area.


    “Who do you think you are New guy?!” Laurella shouted, “you can’t just come in here and act like you own the places!”


    “Excuse me? I am telling you how to get your captain back without needing to run around like an idiot, you want to go tramping about you be my guest!” he argued back,


    “Oh do shut up!” James called back, “We got a month to work with we should do everything we can to nip this in the bud.”


    “Don’t shut up, it’s called laying out a trap, but I guess losing your hand wasn’t enough to teach you for thought.”


    “Oh, now you done fucked up!” James shouted back as Boss’s eyes cracked open.


    “Now come on we got people we don’t need, James put your damn hook down,” Nathan tried to bring in some peace as Boss threw his pillow to the floor and stormed around the corner to the captain’s room where the four people were arguing.


    “Can this wait?” he snarled effectively ending the argument as everyone went silent and looked at him.


    “Yes,” Tobi said frowning at the other two. Laurella joined in giving both men a hard glare as Boss glanced over to see Kareem sitting in the corner looking at the map.


    “You option?” Boss, asked,


    “Your all a bunch of armholes.” Kareem snapped back not even bothering to look up from his musical instrument.


    “Fair enough now then I am going to get some sleep, now the lot of you can keep quiet or stop arguing. Before I find something for all of you to do, now then if you don’t mind while all of your ideas are sound I am going to sleep and we will go over all of this afterward.” He slammed the door shut behind him as he heard something fall of the wall before returning to his room.


    “So words getting out Captain Richard was captured,” Said a voice as Boss shook his head.


    “They got the city guard looking for him. Besides Richard got us off the island which most thought was impossible, so what’s the improbable to a guy like that?” Tin asked casually,


    “I am just saying man that well, with everything going I have seen ships change hands for less.” Said the other voice,


    “Oh come on, No man behind most of us on that island backed each other up it’s how we survived heck even Eagle Eye knows when it’s time to stop insulting you giving you a hand.” Tin waved off, “Oh Don’t bother with that room, Boss’s trying to sleep.” Tin warned.


    “Sleeping shouldn’t be out trying to find the captain?” he complained,


    “You know there is no pleasing you, the guy was out all night, honestly what are you a house wife?” Tin called back.


    “No, it’s just Boss didn’t have a group right, I am suspicious, no past means you got nothing to base expectations on you dig, I heard a few people think that chief may try to take over as the new captain.” The voice said as Tin and his companion slowly moved back down the hall.


    “We don’t even know if the ship will still be here if Richard dies,” Tin reminded,


    “Yeah But he said as long as his dream lives, the ship does, So the question is if the man is dead what happens to the dream?” he asked,


    “You have been hanging out in the Frankish Coffee houses too much, Unless something directly impacts me, it’s not something worth worrying about it.”


    “But where you lay your head has to do with this question.” The other pointed out.


    “True, but that’s a question that requires a set event one I would rather prevent, so may look into finding a new line of work, until such a time as the Golden Eagle falls I won’t worry about it.” Tin dismissed walking away and no longer in Boss’s hearing range.


    “Captain?” Boss question to himself as Jill nosed her way into his room before heading to his bed. “Maybe but not to this ship and not today.” And with a grunt he went back to sleep, only to be reawakened.


    “Hello Boss,” said a calm voice as he noticed Jill was standing on his bed growling at his window. He spun out of the bed knocking Jill of the bed grabbing his weapons that were placed he crossed them over his chest his eyes taking in his surroundings waiting for an attack.


    “You look very tired, come now I just talking through the window. Don’t want to wake the rest of the crew do you?” she asked with a smile. Jill growled as Boss flipped himself onto his feet.


    “What do you want coming to do what your master could not?” he said in an even tone.


    “You say that like you expect it. But you know my face I am afraid I have failed too many times.” She said with a smile, Boss didn’t return it as he looked at her through window, noticing the moonlight reflecting off the ocean and into the room.


    “So how would you like to be the new captain of the Golden Eagle?” she asked casually.


    “Right, like you know shit about the ship is Richard’s I heard the wish, this ship dies with him,” Boss informed waving her off. He headed for the door walking out onto the main deck. He glanced over to see Dvina hoping back into view as he approached the bell used to raise the crew if needed.


    “Here me out I can guarantee it, stake my life on it if you will.” She said as Boss turned to her.


    “Then why not take it for yourself?” he asked,


    “I am an assassin, have the fancy ship with gold Sails seems a bit much.” She said with a smirk, “Besides I have other life goals that don’t have much need for a ship,” she purred as she stepped forward seductively swaying her hips as she moved away from him.


    Boss grabbed the rope and rang it waking the crew as she glared at him. “I am not an idiot, the offer is far too good to be true that I question why you would bother giving it to me,” he replied as she drew her blade only for an arrow to shot as her swing her blade deflecting the head shot as she looked up to see Eagle eye Watching from the mast.


    “I offer you the ship and the ability to go anywhere in the world, and you spit in my face,” she deflected another shot as lights started to appear and the sound of people running forward.


    “Who would trust me?” Boss thought as he watched her race off Stefano dropped down next to him waiting for the go ahead, but Boss shrugged, “Do what you want to be she probably knows that city better than you,” he replied,


    “I plan to remedy that, I’ll be taking a leave of absence for the next few weeks,” He said glancing over at Boss,


    “Try to keep in contact but Leave after everything settles down it might look bad if you take off now.” Boss nodded to the bell, “We had a minor scuffle nothing to worry about it,” Boss said, he looked up at Eagle Eye giving him a wave of appreciation but the man didn’t return it returning to the crow’s nest and vanishing from sight.


    “I am going to sleep below deck for now,” Boss said heading down below deck with the majority of the crew. Finding a nice empty hammock he tossed himself in and just as he got cozy.


    “Boss you’re not hurt are you?” Laurella asked as he could hear Jill’s tail wagging under his hammock.


    “I am fine,” He groaned,


    “Are you sure she didn’t poison you, do you feel off?” she pressed.


    “You are not going to drop this are you?” he asked glancing over at her in the dark.


    “Nope,” she said as Boss could almost see the smile on her face.


    “Fine,” he breathed out and he was back on his feet.


    It didn’t take long to get back up to the top deck and to Laurella’s private room. She looked over his neck and arms checking for any puncture wounds. “A lot of bug bites I don’t see any way of telling if you got a pin prick or not,” she admitted with a sigh.


    “Bug bites?” Boss repeated looking at his arms.


    “Nothing serious but I do want you to drink this if nothing else than my piece of mind.” She said as she put on a kettle of water. He watched her brew up a cup of something letting it sit for a while before pouring it out and handing it to him.


    Boss held it for a second and not bothering to ask simply drink it he frowned at the bitter taste but set the cup down after finishing it.


    “Normally I get a complaint or two at this point,” she admitted, looking at him a bit surprised,


    “I feel complaining is just a waist of breath,” he admitted as the doctor looked him in the eye with poorly hidden concern.


    “That can’t be healthy don’t push yourself too far, I expect some grumbling at least, don’t think you’re going to hurt my feelings I already have to deal with James, Tray, and Gerald, not to mention the rest of this motley crew.”


    “I don’t want to bother you, you already have a hard enough job, I have to help find Richard so I need some,” he trailed off as Laurella jumped up in a panic only to realize he was asleep.


  




  

    Chapter 40 Saving Face



    Born Of Thunder



    “So any reason you didn’t stand up for me?” Lord Morgan accused,


    “You want to argue when you’re out manned and out gunned?” David replied, “Still the accusation was something else wasn’t it and you didn’t deny it.” He reminded,


    “I wasn’t going to argue with a bunch of ruffians they are beneath me,” Lord Morgan replied indigently,


    “As nice as that is make sure you don’t attack those sanctioned by my father The Lord and the man who’s the eldest daughter you plan to marry, it may not look good.” Madison reminded,


    “Yes, Lord is a proper title,” Morgan replied,


    “One that you have,” David reminded as Morgan glanced back at the doctor. Silence rained between them, as Madison glanced over at David.


    “Since we are here I take it you have some kind of hope?” she asked looking at him.


    “It’s a long shot something I am not sure will work but I am hoping Nariko may have an answer,” David admitted, with a slight swallow.


    “We would never be allowed an audience with her,” Morgan gasped,


    “Only if your foolish enough to ask,” David said with a smile, “Her brilliance may have the means of finding what we need but first,” he paused taking out a massive stack three inches squared sheets of paper. “I need samples.”


    “Samples?” they both repeated looking at each other.


    “Yes, Nariko is a woman beyond even the greatest of minds and has a very large sample of dirt. I am hoping that if I can get enough dirt samples from shoes we can refine our search and find Richard.”


    “Dandy,” Lord Morgan responded less than enthused. “Once the fellow lords of the house here of this dead or alive the Queen shall make sure that the golden Eagle is not a sanctioned ship of Britania isles. On might think you were not a patriot with such talk and actions.”


    “Are accusing me of something?” he asked looking at Madison.


    “No, of course not, I would not dream of thinking such a thing of one of the Queen’s advisors,” Madison said with a chipper smile.


    “Exactly,” Lord Morgan said with a smile, David cleared his throat as he glanced over at them, Start whipping these sheets of paper.


    Surprisingly Morgan didn’t complain grabbing a few stacks of the paper as Madison frowned at him, She and David glanced at each other. “Talk about it later,” He mouthed before they split up with David being in the middle.


    It didn’t take long even if David took the time to organize them all making cure he had everything set up.


    “So I take it we go see Nariko,” Morgan said, “Unless there is something else we can look into?”


    “Yes, I would mind checking for show prints and dirt on the golden Eagle while I doubt it would be much help one can never have too much data to work with.”


    “I have a feeling I am going to get a good welcome on that ship,” Morgan reminded in a not too subtle jab.


    “Go talk to the guard and see if you can smooth over a talk with Nariko. We will take care of the ship if you feel it’s in your best interest to avoid the crew.” David advised giving the man an out.


    “I don’t like either option, but I am not leaving you even if I am not comfortable on board,” Morgan replied with a sigh. “Doesn’t mean I have to like it,” he sniffed,


    “Glad to know we have a strong man to protect us,” Madison jested.


    “Hey!” David called out with a frown, but was ignored,


    “Don’t patronize me,” Morgan frowned rolling his eyes as Madison allowed herself a bit humor at the man’s expense


    “What are you doing?” Spark hissed in Madison,


    “Words are weapons, Humor disarms, and now I need him at ease if he knows I am joking, sees me smile, he thinks he can convince me that Laurella is wrong. But pirates come in all shapes in sizes.” Madison said as she shifted her cap to cover up her mouth.


    “Is it even worth it?” Spark wondered back in a hushed tone.


    “Worth a shot if not it’s all part of the game,” Madison admitted, moving front forward back towards the Golden Eagle. “Hellow?” She called out as she exited the sewer. She stepped onto the boats being mindful of the armor she was wearing. She stepped soundly back onto stone letting a sigh of relief escape her lips as she glanced back to see David and Morgan chatting amiably back and forth as she waited.


    “That’s not worrisome,” Spark said to her hiding in the fold of her cape.


    “Honestly if I need to I can drop both just keep your eyes out and stay hidden if nothing else it will at least make it harder if David is in on all this,” Madison said planning in case of such an event. She headed onto the ship and was surprised to see it was empty, she didn’t think Boss would being the full crew down but it seemed that he did. She frowned looking at the wheel, as she moved forward and was surprised that it seemed locked in place.


    “I don’t think that’s going to work,” David commented, as he appeared up the gangplank.


    “I wanted to check I was a bit worried that Boss left the Golden Eagle to be stolen,” Madison admitted.


    “Thank the Shaper that they are all gallivanting around in the sewers,” He frowned, “How did you deal with all these indignities?” he asked,


    Madison didn’t respond as she looked back at him, “Let’s not dawdle,” She finally said


    “You okay?”


    “Talk later,” Madison silenced in a tone that gave no room for argument. David moved forward checking the floor and the window.


    “Done, now to talk to Nariko,” Madison swallowed as nearly everyone seemed to shift. David frowned before walking away leading them, Morgan seemed to hesitate for a second, before following David.


    “So Who is Nariko?” Spark asked,


    “You remember Conan right?” She asked,


    “Yeah,” Spark admitted, “I have been keeping my head down cause of him.”


    “Well Nariko is well, you’ll have to see her for yourself. I may even say talking to her may help you find your family,” Madison admitted, she breathed waiting for a response,


    “You are not kidding are you?” Spark said flying out of the cape and Looking the Dame right in the eye. Her eyes seemed to water a bit as Madison was hoping for both of them that Nariko could give some answers.


    “Madison!” came a call as the Dame grabbed the fairy and hide her under her cape.


    “Coming!” she called back racing back out to the deck.


    “Home,” Spark murmured As she found herself, back in the pocket on the cape. She found it was a bit breezier than the coat pocket she had taken over.


    “Carriage!” cried out and as Madison got inside She shifted using her wings to prevent from being pressed into the side of the carriage. She rubbed her shoulder remembering that incident, “So How are we going to do this, we already sent a message to the Dragon Mage I feel like we are pushing out limits.”


    “Who says I am going to ask?” David replied to Morgan’s question.


    “What?” Madison and Morgan both said at the same time.


    “Are you kidding me, she’s been looking for an excuse to use her mineral tester,” David said with a chuckle.


    “You are going to tell me we could have called this a lot sooner?” Madison said as Spark could almost see the glare on her face.


    “Not exactly I keep an ear to the university and I figure if we walk in and let her know her latest invention, from what I hear she won’t be able to pass up an opportunity,” David admitted,


    “So what your saying is we could get into some trouble for this?” Madison asked


    “Hardly I wouldn’t risk it if I didn’t think I could pull it off besides, I have my pride as an investigator. If I have to rely on magic to solve my cases, well it leaves a bad taste in my mouth.”


    “That seems heartless,” Spark thought,


    “Mind you, we still need to bring in the guard as well,” Morgan reminded,


    “I know that, but I am going to avoid involving them for now until after we talk to Nariko.”


    “I am getting a headache,” Madison moaned, “I wish we had grabbed an open top carriage,” She said adjusting her armor.


    “You should try leather,” Spark thought as the carriage rolled on to its destination.


    “So something has been bothering me, when did you get this idea?” Madison asked as they stepped back onto castle grounds.


    “Honestly not long after Richard was kidnapped. The invention didn’t seem all that important a month or so ago being something I strung up more to farming. But the idea did hit me as a possibility.”


    “So this is all speculation then?” Madison asked a bit concerned,


    “Yes, sadly. But Honestly, my brain is reaching its limits on what I can do.” David admitted.


    “Pitty,” Morgan said with a smug smirk. Madison glanced back at him, David moved to the outer wall heading along the dirt paths that intertwined between the shrubbery. While the air was filled with sounds of birds and the occasional horse they soon moved into the sound of a low buzzing the steadily grew.


    “Is that electricity?” Madison asked as they headed to the back half of the castle grounds to see a building made out of a material she was not familiar with.


    “It’s called cement, a good portion of the building is even built underground taking up a lot of the castle grounds. But It was required since she works on things that could be destructive or flammable. The place was on guard by about a dozen guards, when the three finally approached.


    “Can I help you my lady?” the lead man asked,


    “Yes I need to talk to Nariko, Or could you at least send a message to her detailing a request to use her, er Mineral, device?” Madison tested the words for it, before looking back at him.


    “I really shouldn’t she should be disturbed.” The guard admitted before glancing at the door. “But for you Dame Madison,” he said drawing himself up he marched to the door, before pausing at the front before giving it a quick knock.


    Madison waited he seemed to be talking but she couldn’t tell. When suddenly a loud voice broke the tranquility of the grounds. “Company, well sure bring them I have tea ready and everything!” she announced as the door was pushed open not pausing for a second Madison moved to the door as the guard stepped to the side.


    The place was dark but open with only what seemed like a single source of eerie light that seemed to sizzle. “What kind of witchcraft?” Morgan mouth when a thunder-like a roar erupted, annihilating the silence as all three about jumped out of their skin. Madison was about ready to draw steel as the noise seemed to whine but steady off at a constant rate.


    “Haha!” cackled a voice as they drew in closer to see a metal box with some kind of metal cylinder pressing in an out of the box itself. A burning like smell soon filled the air. “Crap Cool, fuck I forgot about the friction, shut it off shut it off!”


    There was, even more, noise as a form crashed through all kinds of metal bits and pieces. Madison turned a corner only to have to step out of the way of a massive library. She frowned, “Oh these are blueprints.” David pointed out, “Huh, all,” he paused looking at another, “Different,” He grabbed a third, “Languages, and measurements,”


    “I am not likening this place,” Morgan said


    “This place is a lot bigger than I thought it was,” Madison glanced long line off bookshelves. The noise grew louder as they headed deeper in. Madison spotted what looked like toys, bags, and shelves of materials. Madison had just turned a corner when an explosion hit, “AAAAAHHHH!” came cry out as something must have caught on fire, as she could smell smoke in the air when suddenly, rain dropped from the sky.


    “AHhhh!” Morgan cried out before stopping realizing it was water. “I was, startled,” he admitted, as Madison glanced at him, before rolling his eyes when suddenly she felt a slight impact. She quickly realized she had been run into.


    “Oh dear, oh dear,” said an aged voice as a set of fine china including a kettle and tea cups smashed onto the ground. Madison glanced down to see a rather mousy looking woman who had to be in her eighties. “Of all the times, oh, dear,”


    “Nariko? I presume?” she asked as she offered her hand.


    “Oh guests, of all the times, I am so sorry I had to check on the tea, and the engine,” she said in a right panic.


    “Easy,” Madison helped her up and she got a much better look. The woman had snow white hair done up in a bun. A pair of glass on a rather small button nose Despite the laughing lines she looked rather youthful. She had a set of overalls, heavy duty work gloves, and stomping boots.


    “Right, well everything has been blown up, soaked to the brim, and Shattered,” she said looking down at her tea. She let out a groan as she eyed the tea.


    “What were you working on that exploded?” David asked more interested in the sizzling that just reached his ears.


    “It’s scrap, I am missing something anyway. I have another tea set for just such an occasion.” She said, “Fallow me,” she waved them over as the followed the woman off to a kitchen. But it was in the open area, only set apart thanks to the ice box and stove. She moved to a table that was old and warn, as she gathered up a mass of papers and notes, old cups and un-cleaned plates.


    Madison could see the look of disgust on Morgan’s face but he was keeping his mouth shut. “Sorry to bother you,” She finally said as she looked out over what she could only call a massive warehouse.


    “That’s just fine normally Dust is the only one who visits me, these days but as the years go by people to poke their noses in every now and then,” Nariko said with a smile, as she put on a kettle. She tossed her work gloves off as she grabbed a grabbed a rag to clean off her face and hands. She smiled with her lips and almond eyes as she joined them at the table.


    “Dust? Who’s Dust, I am not familiar with the name,” Morgan said, “I have been living in the castle, and I have never heard the name.”


    “Sorry old nickname, His name is Dustal Alec Guinness, otherwise known as the Dragon Mage,” she said chuckling.


    “Eh, you call him Dust?” Madison asked her mouth dropping a bit.


    “Well it’s a nickname it beats some of the other nicknames he has, most having to do with death or something,” she waved off. “So normally I don’t get any company so I figure you want something?” she said with a smile.


    “Yeah, ahem, if you don’t mind I was hoping if you would so kind as to check these dirt samples I am hoping you may be able to narrow down finding a friend of ours,” David said holding out a two inch thick said of cards.


    “I have been hoping to do some work on that idea. But I will need your help and a lot of hands to do it.” She admitted as the tea started to steam. She got up and started to pour the tea, using a Yamato style tea cups.


    “More footwork,” Morgan said rolling his eyes as he suddenly got swatted on the head with a rolled up paper.


    “It’s good for you, ya brat,” she told him as she ignored the glare she was giving him. “I need dirt samples from all over the city as well as a group of people to keep everything organized. We can use my home here as a base of operations.” She announced.


    “Thanks,” was all Madison could say as she moved taking the woman’s hand with both of hers to shake it.


    “Look I needed the samples as a file system you’re really just helping me out with the grunt work,” Nariko said waving her off. “Anyway get moving I want as many people as you can hear, Madison was it, you’re going to help me move some of this stuff around, you two can go gather some hands.” She ordered David shrugged as Morgan paused looking at her. “You want to stay here and help move shit?” she asked looking at him, and he quickly headed out himself. “That’s what I thought,” She said looking at Madison, “All right sugar you can come out now, I can smell magic at twenty yards and your not fooling me by hiding in that cape.” She said as Spark floated out of the cape looking confused she glanced over to see that Madison was just as shocked.


  




  

    Chapter 41 Relevant History



    “Hmm,” Nariko said looking at Spark, ” Well then that would explain the ship, I take it Richard made a wish and got a magical ship.” She said getting a nod from both of them. “I figured as much pity, that could have done a lot of good, but nothing we can do about it now,” she admitted, as she grabbed her tea cup taking a sip.



    “I was given, told that you may be able to help me find my, family?” Spark asked hesitantly.


    “Well, yes and no kid,” she admitted squinting her left eye as she grimaced.


    “Pardon?” Spark asked,


    “Look, Madison could you be a dear and help clear out some room near the front for just pile up the papers anywhere me and the miss here we got hard talk ahead of us.” She directed Madison glanced at Spark,


    “You’ll know where I am at,” she reminded before walking away to move some of the supplies around to make room for the tables.


    “Take a seat sugar plum,” She instructed as Spark did so, Nariko passed her a cup of tea before dropping into a chair herself.


    “So?” Spark asked after a long moment.


    “Honeybun, this going to be hard and I want you to know that I could be wrong. D- The Dragon Mage has been dealing with the aftermath of the of the Second Mage war for about two hundred years now and some people are still fighting that war. So don’t give up when I tell your Race has been considered Extinct.” Nariko forced out.


    “Wha-,” Spark dropped her tea her eye just looked at the woman as the tea smashed onto the floor spilling everywhere. Nariko folded her hands together as she pressed them to her lips.


    “During the second war, I was a lot younger, But most these days can’t even say they were alive at the time. We just fought a war involving another group of mages, that nearly ended with the destruction of both sides. The side I was technically on, cause I am not a mage. Just managed to pull itself back up. The losses were extreme, But we had a few good people still alive, The Dragon Mage was one as well as, Tiff blitzton, mind you there was some bad ones, like Jeremy torn and Zane Dolton. Those were the four strongest Mages at the time. They argued over how to move forward not knowing that while they argued the battlefield they just left was giving rise to a greater army. That war could have been averted The Dragon Mage use to say but I don’t share his views on it. The war was every single magical creature with a few races that wanted to stay out. The Dragon Mage unlike the others wanted to try to find a peaceful solution, and headed out.” She paused taking a breath, and a sip of tea before passing another to Spark.


    “And?” Spark swallowed not even bothering to move for the Tea.


    “He was partially successful, The Dragon Mage even when he was a young man had a reputation of a Principled human. He talked with leaders and tribes telling them that war wasn’t going to solve anything. Willing to promise his own time and magic to fix as much damage as he could, and some people sided with him Among them was the Fairies, But Partially was not enough and a war broke out. The bitch had no issues, steamrolling over anyone who called for peace.” She slammed her fist into the table.


    Spark jumped as she saw the rage in the old eyes who were not really seeing her anymore. “We lost so many good friends The Minotaur clans were one of the first, and Tiff would not have it, she, Jeremy, and Zane were now of one mind and they retaliated. The Dragon Mage was asked to meet with the Fairies, The Centaurs, the remains of the Minotaur, Lamia, Dwarves, and even the Arachne,” She shivered at that.


    “The Arachne he got the Arachne the spider race to come to the table with other races?” Spark shouted, her jaw about dropped.


    “The Dragon Mage is one of a kind,” she sighed, “But he’s not perfect, he tried to talk them away from going to war. He admitted the Mages were responsible, and that they alone should deal with this.”


    “I take it something Happened?” Spark asked,


    “Yes, they went to war anyway, and the human got involved as well, Camelot ended up being ripped off the Britannia content. After that, it was a matter of Time During the war a lot of races were just eliminated.” She said waving her hand.


    “No,” Spark denied.


    “And in that, you would possibly be right. The Dragon Mage didn’t want any way of life to be destroyed, so He made a habit of making sure that if any race suffered too many losses they would be pulled out of the war. Tiff was very pissed at him but the Dragon mage was not going to back down even to his only friend on the matter. So to make up for those losses he was pushed to the front lines, and he gained the nickname Pestilence.”


    “So if I can find him he could tell me if my family is still alive.” Spark said,


    “Don’t forget in about a thousand years you get another wish, and alive or dead you can have your family,” she reminded with a smile, “But sooner the better.”


    “So if the mage wanted to save lives hasn’t he…” Spark paused as a realization hit her. She sat back in her chair, as she grabbed the tea,


    “Don’t give hope, find something to do, stay safe. You will have your family back so long as you keep moving forward.” Nariko reminded, Spark watched as she stood up


    “AHH!” she cried out shattering the solid roof and just kept on going higher and higher. She arched a bit before landing on the highest point on the castle and started crying. Tears streamed down her eyes as she started hiccupping and sniffing through the overflow of emotions. The tears slowly ended as she glanced around, the sun was bright and the sky was the tranquil blue sky. “That could have at least tried to find me,” she said curling up on herself on the round tip of the flag pole. She felt the wind move as she opened her eyes seeing the city for the first time. It looked so ordered and clean with the seagull flying over the city, she glanced and saw a glint at the docks as even from this height and distance she could still see the proud sales of the Golden Eagle.


    “That wouldn’t be fair to him,” she said standing up, “I made a choice which means I have at least another millennium before I get to see my family, so I got a job to see through if nothing else,” she said nodding her head and standing up. She glanced over the city hoping to see a clue as to where Richard was but sadly there was little to see.


    She floated back down a bit calmer as she noticed the hole in the roof, she rubbed her shoulders as she looked at before floating down. Nariko was picking up metal bits while Madison was doing her best to clean up space near the front of the door. Spark floated over to Madison and started gathering up parts.


    “You feeling better?” Madison asked casually as she looked over at Spark.


    “Not really,” she admitted, “I the idea of war, I mean fights break out but a war that would wipe out my family,” she said glancing at the gray floor.


    “Growing up it was a legend that a band of great and not always beautiful creatures sided to help save the human race led by a great Dragon at the Head. I guess I never really considered the rejections of the act and just thought on the pretty image in my head.”


    “But there is hope if nothing Else, I can always use my wish to bring them back.” She admitted softly.


    “I wish I could be there to see it, but even with my blood a thousand years is a bit beyond my abilities,” Madison admitted Spark glanced at her wondering what she meant by blood.


    “Yeah but I still have some business to see through to the end,” She admitted, Madison frowned before nodding in understanding.


    “I see,” Madison admitted, she set down a stack of papers off in one of the corners. “You may want to apologize to Nariko for busting her ceiling.” She reminded as Spark snapped up. She zipped over to the woman.


    “I am sooooooooooooooo, sorry about the ceiling I just panicked,” she admitted floating around the woman. Nariko paused as Spark kept apologizing, as the inventor wrote down something on a sheet of paper and handed it to her.


    “No big deal,” Spark read aloud looking at the woman.


    “No big deal,” she repeated, “Besides I can always ask Dusty to fix it up for me, he can never say now to these beauties,” she said batting her eyes playfully at the fairy.


    “Uh, right,” she said,


    “Oh yes the big Dragon, is a big old softie when it comes to me. So I can get away with all sorts of things,” she added in rather a child like a manner.


    “How old are you?” Spark asked,


    “How rude,” Nariko scolded, as she approached Spark before leaning in conspiratorially. “But to answer your question older than I look, and damn sexy to boot,” she said with a wink before walking off with an exaggerated swing to her hips.


    “Humans,” Spark said as she shook her head.


    The three cleaned up the area when a knock at the door hit. “Don’t come in I am naked!” Nariko shouted causing the other two girls to freeze and stare at her. “Well?” she looked at Spark, “you were hiding in the cape for a reason get moving.” She urged making a shooing motion with her hands. Spark moved back into Madison’s cape.


    Madison sighed shaking her head as Nariko opened the door to see Morgan standing proudly in the front. “You wanted the guard?” he asked casually.


    “Yes but you will have to do,” Nariko said The guard all winced while a few chuckled at the man’s expense.


    “The captain sends his regards,” said one of the men behind Morgan as David pushed is way through.


    “So now what’s next on the list,” David said folding his hands behind his back.


    “Everyone gathers around,” Morgan cut off. “I have been paying attention,” he grabbed the deck of cards they had collected earlier. “We need to see up to a grid system and us, I can’t believe I am going to say this have you take dirt samples all around the city. Make sure your maker each street corner you take, we are setting up a system and the pride of the city guard is on the line. The Dragon Mage is involved and we don’t want him thinking we can’t take care of our city. So this may seem silly but it’s our best chance at reclaiming our honor!” he shouted to the heavens. The resounding positive shouts he got was defining as Spark clamped both hands over her ears.


    ” I need you, you, and you,” David commented pulling three random guards in. Having little issue grabbing onto the cards as Morgan was more than happy to start ordering who need to go where and what to do.


    “Pretty quick to take charge huh?” Madison said frowning a bit,


    “He’s well liked within the Guard, he spent a lot of time helping out with the case and being a staunch defender during the murder spree the city has been plagued by. ” David informed, as Madison put her index knuckle to her chin pondering this information. “Something bothering you?” David asked as he looked at Madison.


    “What would you do if it turned out Morgan was a pirate lord?” Madison asked,


    “Well I would want proof before I acted,” David admitted, “But even if I was sure I would take it very slowly since David may tolerate a lot of people he has his fingers dug deep into this city and the crisis has only helped.”


    “That’s not good,” Madison mumbled more to herself, “And with everything more or less coming to close either by our own hand or by the Dragons, it will just serve him in the end.” She thought to herself.


    “I take it you do believe he is a pirate Lord?” David asked,


    “His actions speak for himself he is willing to attack those who would stand against the Lords.” Madison reminded as David smirked at him.


    “If anything goes wrong my home is open to you,” David informed as Madison stared forward, the shouting seemed to die down even as Madison and Morgan locked eyes, He seemed to have a smirk as they locked eyes as Madison kept a calm face.


    “This man may be on Laurella’s shit list but this man has something in store for my family, and while he thinks he holds all the cards,” Madison thought to herself. “But not everyone in this city of importance is linked to the guard,” she knew as the cheering came back before dying down.


    Madison glanced over at Nariko set up a curtain, “So would this be a bad time to say this may not be easy, due to the level of technology we currently have?” Nariko asked looking a little concerned. Madison froze as the concern went to more pressing matters.


  




  

    Chapter 42 Only Quit When Your Dead



    Richard wasn’t sure how long he been mentally active each time he opened his eyes he couldn’t see, but he could feel what he figured was a metal chain locked around his left ankle. He tried moving around but sadly he could only hunch as his head had hit what he things is the top of a wood crate. Richard wasn’t good about dimensions even in the light but if he had to guess he had about four feet squared of space. He wasn’t sure for how long but he spent a good amount of time pressing on each plank of wood testing for weaknesses. Disappointingly but not unexpected he didn’t find anything he could pry open.



    Then finally noise it seemed to be just walking Richard pressed his ear to the wood hunting for even the sound of talking but there was nothing but the sound of foot prints and if he stressed the whisper of a flame. There was a loud scrapping as something heavy was lifted off the top of the crate he was in. A bit of light glinted as the door was opened up as Richard looked up. “Company already, and I don’t even have any furnishing,” Richard said more to himself as a figure obscured by the light behind pulled out a key to unlike the chain linking him to the center of the crate. He tugged on the chain but Richard just sat there a small form of rebellion to test the waters.


    No questions were asked as the man pulled out a small club and slammed into over his head. The world went black for a second as Richard fought back slamming his fist into the man’s groin he grabbed the bat as a second man pushed himself into the crate grabbing onto Richard. As soon as he broke one grip a second would take his place as he felt himself being kicked and pushed down before pain was taking over as the two men continued to kick and bat him into submission.


    Curling up and covering his face and neck with his arms he did his best to endure the pain until the final blow finally hit as a man tugged at the chain around his ankle. Richard frowned deciding it would be best not to be pulled up by his foot and wincing with each movement pulled himself out of the crate, Richard got his footing but was kicked as he fell of crate onto the stone floor.


    “Ouch,” Richard muttered to himself as he picked himself up only for him to start hopping as some jackass pulled on the chain. The group of men he wasn’t sure but at least four were all laughing at his expense. as he tried to get a good look at his surroundings. If he didn’t know better he swore he was in some kind of dungeon. The walls looked gloomy enough and the stone floor was freezing on his bare feet. All he could really do was wonder where his weapons were. Finally letting them have their fun Richard intentionally lost his balance and feel back making sure to make it sound hard.


    Richard walked along surrounded by all four as he slides his hands into his pockets, he twitched a bit as he realized he had one item in his pocket a familiar coin. Richard had forgot about that dam coin but sadly he doubted it would do much good. Richard decided that he had nothing better to do and started to whistle a merry tune. The four seemed to glare at him as he smiled and alter his movement to let the chain jingle on the right notes. The space widened a bit as a Richard squinted seeing a long chain hanging from the ceiling. Richard didn’t bother putting up much of a fight. As the locked him into place, Richard shifted finding that as much as he tried he hands were too big to slide out. He thought back to the coin wondering if it would be worth a shot as he shifted his ankle letting the chain clang against the floor.


    “Welcome to your new home Captain Richard Robert Zane,” said a voice as the room was given a bit more light as a few torches were light and passed around.


    Richard watched as a bowl was set forward laying near his feet as Richard glanced at it then at his arms. “I can see where this is going,” Richard admitted, as an old man walked forward, and with his hands glowing a sickly green Richard suddenly felt a massive pain in his gut. He opened his mouth his head going wide as a silent scream tore onto his body.


    “Get him a block of food he could swallow his tongue,” snapped the old man, as Richard felt something shoved into his mouth as bit down on. He didn’t care anything to think or do but the fucking pain. His body jerked as his hands tried everything to get at the place of pain to pull it out or sooth or anything just to make the pain end for even one second. Tears pealed at his eyes as they mixed in with sweat that drenched his body and he swore that his stomach had been cut open or something cause his belly felt like someone has sliced him open. His body suddenly felt so weak. As his legs started to shake and then they gave up as they dropped his head felt heavy and dizzy, and metal cut into his wrists.


    Richard felt someone grab onto his chin as his eyes opened up. He couldn’t see much his vision was blurry but he spotted the bowl being carried away with his blood in it. His eyes went wide as he glanced down to see blood dripping from what looked like a hole in his belly. “You know I never really hated anyone who entered this room before, but you, you got a fucking ship with golden sails. I had work almost sixty years to get what little magical power I have and waist fair magic on fucking ship.” The old man spat to the point Richard could feel droplets of spittle on his forehead. “But It’s not all bad, I am going to bleed you dry and use you as a sacrifice to bring on even more of my magical abilities, so I hope this stings a bit and enjoy your stay.” He said with a cruel smirk.


    Richard flanked up forcing his feet to work, the shook and screamed but he stood back up. “I got two things to say to you,” he croaked, “One is I am going to escape from this place.” Richard choked out before coughing the quake stirred up almost enough pain to drop him back down but he grabbed the chains to keep himself up.


    “And the second delusion?” he asked mockingly.


    “You see this right foot?” Richard asked moving it weakly, he glanced down and then back. “I going to kick you in the head with it, and there is nothing you can do to stop it,” Richard said with a grin as he bought everything into his foot. The man moved back but Richard snapped his foot pulling the chains and everything kicking his foot into the man’s head that it knocked the man off his feet as his head practically bounced off the stone. A fist cracked down as Richard was soon being beaten but at this point, the pain wasn’t even registering anymore before they were polled off.


    “I need him alive,” he reminded, as Richard grin, as he watched the man hold a rag to his bleeding head as the man left the room. “Take him back to his crate!” the man ordered as Richard felt his hands released, his body was dragged back as he felt every crack and bump hit his head and shoulders.


    Left his body being tossed into the crate as he watched the wood being moved back into place cutting off the light and soon the sound of the weight and even the footsteps were nothing more than an old memory.


    Richard grabbed the coin out of his pocket as he flipped it. “If this worked he had a plan if this didn’t work,” he felt it jingle before landing,


    Richard moved his much thinner and more feminine leg and was happy to see he slipped out of the cuff holding his foot. He nodded as he found the coin in the dark slipping his leg back in and sliding the coin back into his pocket. Satisfied with results he lay back down and let his body throb.


    Richard wasn’t sure the time as the weight was moved as a mass of food was dropped including a mug splashing over his body before the crate was closed up. His stomach growled as he took his time eating mostly vegetables and he found an orange which was very surprising as he started to peal the orange using his fingernails eating it as his shifted testing his body making sure everything was in order.


    Richard then started to pass the time, bending his knees and placing both hands behind his head and started to count. His mind moving he needed to figure out some way to piss the old man off enough to keep him chained up overnight, which meant fighting back even more, but not the point he couldn’t handle moving afterward. He closed his eyes and just waited for sleep to over take him.


    Time moved on after about two meals he would be dragged out of the crate. Each time with a bit more force and caution, as each time Richard found new fun ways to make life difficult, The weight shifted as a man dropped in Richard Pulled the chain hard before swinging his leg around almost snapping the man’s leg as he fell into opening, the next one tried to stomp on him but gabbed and twisted the man’s leg. The man screamed out bending into the other man trying to recover as Richard grabbed both of them slamming them into the opening by their shirts. Another hand grabbed onto him but Richard dragged him down as well all three were caught. Richard Lopped the chain around all three and then repeatedly decked the man in the face punching, the man over and over in rapid succession as the other two struggled to kick or free themselves.


    The game did last long as someone prided the crate open with a crow bar and it wasn’t long before the beating started up again. Richard found this second event just as painful as he was dragged forward to the chain room before being dragged to a jail cell this time with a much bigger door.


    Two more meals and this time Richard didn’t retaliate taking the hits and blows, before being dragged again and Dragged back. Richard waited patiently each time they appeared he was slumped each time a bit closer to the door. Then about four days he pulled the chain tripping the first one Richard swung both feet slamming into the man who rush in after him. The first tried to recover as Richard wrapped the chain around the man’s neck. He pulled it thought choking the man as the remaining three rushed him. Richard was kicked and beaten but he kept his hold as tight as possible before was slammed in to the brick wall as the beatings continued, his body was bruised as he spat up some blood in one of his attackers face, before being dragged back. They stopped using the chain after that incident do to it being used as a weapon.


    Richard again waited a few dozen meals and seasons recovering and before long the door was opened he smashed threw all four of the men running his full speed down the hall. Taking every right fallowing that one wall as far as he could, checking each door slowed him down and before long he was tackled. Richard slammed a kick into man’s groin, he needed an ally someone to run or distract anything. He moved to another door opening it up and closing it and sliding a piece of wood into place to block it.


    Richard slide against the wall as he finally noticed the room was lightened with a gas light finding a well-worn bed. Richard listened as the four slammed the door he found a journal and a bed and while the bed looked so good he grabbed the book and flipped through it.


    Journal entry 70


    I found the Dragon mage and asked him to teach me the ways of magic. He denied me this man who is holding the power of magic from all people. How I wish to bring him low. Years of living and I am not worthy of learning. I will find a new way


    Journal Entry 90


    I found it, I sacrificed a lot of my property but I managed to get into Camelot. I found a journal by a man named Zane and his experiments in blood. Something about blood seems to give power to people the variations seem odd but magic the power of true magic requires a lot of blood of one man. Sadly the blood of mages is best while mage sons are acceptable the less magical, the less power it grants.


    Journal entry 120


    I did it actual magic I must have more I most show the Dragon Mage I am worthy of being taught. I have little and sadly the magic is wild but I have built an empire under the noise of the queen. I now shall deal with people and find the right ones to bring me more power.


    Journal Entry 150


    I am losing my patience while I had a few people pass under my authority. But so few have enough magic to make it worthwhile, I think it’s time for a change of pace. I think Nariko would make an excellent subject.


    Journal Entry 170


    Nothing I have tasked with every kind of person hunted for Magesons but I have had no luck, it matters little how smart or how dumb or rich or poor. Even different people from different nations. I have am going to see if more specific people such as students will make a difference.


    Journal entry 171


    We captured a student but word is a person killed a would be Pirate Lord, while interesting being around magic makes him an excellent target. I care nothing for the student, but if the captain proves good I plan on gutting the crew and hopefully gain access to the ship and see if I cannot speed this up.


    Richard slammed the book shut as the door stopped being slammed knowing they was at least one less but reinforcements were probably coming. Richard grabbed onto the bed hunting for any weapon. He didn’t have any real options time to go for the unusual. Grabbing the bed and flipping it Richard smirked seeing it had a wood frame. He grabbed on snapping of a rather long two by four. Silently shifting of the piece of wood, that blocked the door.


    Richard swung the door back as the three men jumped at the ready. Richard rushed out and as he swung the 2x4 around breaking it on the door frame the sound made all three flinched long enough for Richard to bring the much shorter 2x4 around knocking all three heads at once. Richard booked it again, doing his best to slow down as his side stitched as he almost curved into a wall. Richard could hear them running after as he realized why most heroes in stories had a horse.


    “Get him!” Richard snapped back into reality as he realized that he was gaining a fallowing.


    “Come on I need some kind of exit, this would be really convenient exit right now,” Richard said hopefully as he turned a corner only to see a set of stairs ending in a massive rock wall. Richard turned back to see a mass of people as he glanced down to see all he had was a broken 2x4. “Well, come get me,” Richard said casually and as if that was all it took he was rushed, lee turned back headed up a few stairs and jumped in swinging.


    Richard didn’t remember much after that he remembers not caring if he was hit he just flailed, kicked, and bit as his board was pulled away as Richard was very sure he had been knocked out after a while. He woke up and found himself chained he was dangling a bit, he found himself as he glanced around to see empty space.


    Richard took a deep breath as he grabbed the chain and started to pull himself up and just kept repeating until he got tired paused and then kept at it. The chain clicked away as Richard continued to work, to pass the time until the next chance to escape.


  




  

    Chapter 43 A Break Through



    “I need a coffee,” Laurella yawned as she moved with the rhythm of the horse. She glanced over to see Kareem casually riding along beside her. “That’s not fair,” she grumbled folding her arms as Kareem gave her a slight smirk.



    “Maybe someday I’ll teach you how to ride properly,” Kareem said with a smirk and a waggle of his eyebrows.


    “Oh, brother,” Laurella shaking her head as she glanced over at their other companion, Arken who was riding well but she seemed a bit more nervous than Boss who had tied her horse up to his. The group of four was moving slowly as Boss made sure to meander through the streets as if hunting for something he could only see.


    “I am going to Go get some coffee,” she informed as she got off the horse seeing as it wasn’t going very fast.


    “Could you get me one with lots of sugar?” Arken asked as Laurella waved at her, she glanced at Cliff giving the cat. She walked in and fished her coin purse out of her bra handing the money over as she got to cups of coffee. She rushed back to the group not that it was needed. She gave Arken her coffee as the woman took a sip and smiled, at her.


    “Oh man it’s been so long since I had a good cup of coffee,” Arken said with a sigh as Laurella frowned looking at her horse Arken brought her brown steed over and held out a hand as Laurella gave her the coffee and struggled back into place. Getting her cup back she took a sip needing it to help keep herself awake.


    “So what did you do before getting sent to the island?” Laurella asked before taking a sip.


    “Me?” Arken put a hand to her chest surprised at the question. “Hmm, it’s been a while but, I was. I guess a seamstress,” Arken shrugged, “I was about twelve when I was taken from my home.” Arken admitted as Laurella just blinked at her.


    “I have no response for that,” she admitted.


    “Well they needed someone to repair their sails and they spotted me and my mother who were sewing at the time. Deciding I was less of a pain the plucked me up. My mom tried to stop them but they kicked her. I remember screaming a lot that day.”


    “Sounds terrible,” Laurella commentated.


    “Yeah,” Arken admitted, but she didn’t seem all that bothered over all. “I did my job but they kept me around under the idea I wouldn’t eat much.”


    “So who was the Pirate Lord in charge of the ship?” Laurella asked,


    “No Pirate Lord just regular pirates, the Lord came in later. Edward Lowe,” she said with a sigh. “I would rather not talk about him.”


    “Ug,” Laurella didn’t mind talking about him. “I can see why I mean I hate and fear,” she admitted, “Morgan but even I wouldn’t want to be a prisoner of that,” she stopped sipping her tea. Arken nodded but it was clear she didn’t want to speak on the matter.


    “Were Morsina and Goliam with you or did you meet up on the island?” she asked,


    “Island, I found them by accident they were already together could you imagine Goliam working on his own?” she asked,


    “Fair point,” Laurella admitted,


    “So did Boss let you know what we are doing I mean we are the only ones out here, the past three nights, I mean shouldn’t we comb the city with more than one group?” she asked concerned.


    “He hasn’t told me,” Laurella admitted as Boss glanced back at them they noticed but he didn’t say anything as he went back to his work.


    “I hope he knows what he is doing for Richard’s sake,” Arken admitted, “You know I am surprised you have been very friendly.”


    “I’ll admit I am uneasy with the sharp claws and teeth and all.” Laurella admitted, “But I have seen worse done at the hands of man, with a lot less.” She admitted,


    “Fair enough I can think of stupider reasons. I wish I ran into you sooner,” Arken admitted,


    “I don’t you had a habit of killing off people who tried to get in contact,” Laurella reminded as Arken seemed to think on it.


    “Yeah, sorry about that, we were part of a problem is most people would attack on sight anything that looks like a monster on that island is normally ready to kill you even before you see it.”


    “Not to mention the cannibal and the ooze monster that went after dead bodies, that was a treat,” Laurella added in.


    “Exactly,” Arken finished. The two carried on with small talk sipping coffee and doing their best to keep things for getting to silent for the group.


    “Shhh,” Kareem hushed as the small talk died down, even chief stopped as Kareem pointed to Cliff who was growling. He took out one of his daggers. The pause didn’t take long as some nasty looking gang members started to move out into the open having figured the element of surprise was gone.


    “Well looky here, free cash walking around for anyone to collect, I know them mugs anywhere,” said a casual voice. The speaker as Laurella spotted seem pretty confident.


    “What do you want?” Boss asked not wanting to delay.


    “Straight to the point I like that,” said the talker, “You see you lot are part of the ship the Golden Eagle right?” he asked even though he seemed to already know. Nobody replied so he carried on, “Well here is the thing anyone who is or was a crew member of the ship got a nice bounty on their head. That means you four are worth some money, sadly alive but my crew and I are good for it isn’t that right boys?” he asked as he got a few good cheers of encouragement.


    Boss rolled his eyes as he glanced at Arken and Kareem and with a flick of the reigns was charging past them. “Ahh,” Boss spun around to see that Laurella had been lassoed and pulled off the horse.


    Falling to the ground Laurella pulled out a knife from her elcotrostaff’s holster cutting the rope as Arken and Kareem got off their horses. She drew her primary weapon as the staff light up sparking with uncontained menace.


    “Did I hear something about money?” came a voice chief was familiar with. He glanced over just in time for her Davina to plant both feet onto his chest knocking him off the horse as she landed gracefully.


    “Listen, lady, this our catch,” the speaker brought up, only for Laurella to electrocute him.


    “How’s this you can share the can of whoop ass I am going to open up, trust,” she said spinning the staff in her hands. “I got plenty to go around.”


    “Laurella, you okay?” Arken asked,


    “Fucker spilled my coffee!” she shouted as the man who was holding onto the rope tossed it to a companion.


    “I like her,” Davina said with a smile as Cliff pounced, one man was being dragged by his foot as everyone quickly realized this was a bad idea. Everyone scampered off. Kareem strummed his instrument and cliff released him as the man bolted with a slight limp in his right leg.


    “So still want to collect?” Boss asked, “If not I got work to do,”


    “Wait really? She liked attacked us how many times?” Arken pointed out.


    “Yeah but She’s not responsible for Richard being taken and I don’t have the time to go chasing after her. Cause Let’s be honest she’s good at escaping,” Boss said not wanting to waste his time on the would-be assassin.


    “So where have you checked?” she asked, Laurella took out her shock staff and jolted her; “Ahh,” she let out.


    “Get lost,” Laurella shooed off.


    “After a greeting like that I would rather ask for another,” she flirted, Nobody had anything to say that.


    Boss grabbed the reigns, of the spooked horse, “Please don’t do that, around the horses the last thing we need,” he said getting back in the saddle, “Is anyone getting kicked in the head. As for spots, we had the docks, and Factory areas worked over already, we are working through the fashion district but the most action we have seen is here.


    “Why the fashion district I expected to get hit in the factory or the apartment district,” Kareem admitted getting back onto his horse as well.


    “It’s where the money is, so it’s where the gangs are,” Arken reminded shrugging her shoulders.


    “Yeah,” He said as he watched Arken get onto the horse before looking down at his instrument he seemed to ponder for a second before shrugging it off and getting back on his horse.


    “So I am not one to, but mind if I tag along?” Davina asked,


    “I’ll shock you with a higher setting next time,” Laurella threatened,


    “Sounds like a good reason to keep close,” Davina coed,


    “So are you going to attack, or something damn you’re so inconsistent,” Larissa glared as she got up on her horse.


    “I am board,” she admitted with a shrug, “My sister is all for all those big parties and stuff but trying to kill Richard’s been the most fun I have had in years and trying to seduce Boss didn’t work out so I kind of want the blonde back he was more fun.”


    “You what,” Laurella asked as she looked at Boss.


    “I think this place is starting to get a little warm,” Kareem commented as Arken seemed to shutter as she tried to suppress a laugh.


    “Leave,” Boss said as he brought his horse around. “I have no time to deal with you, but if you keep at this I will hunt you down if it means saving time,” Boss growled.


    “You’re sending me away?” she asked biting her thumb as she used every ounce of her appeal.


    “Leave,” Boss repeated,


    “You’re no fun,” she teased, “Well good luck and I do mean that,” she said as the seductress walked away playfully swinging her hips back into the shadows.


    “Man that girl is dangerous,” Arken commented,


    “What are you made of stone or something?” Kareem asked looking at chief as he kept moving down the street.


    “No it feels familiar I guess, just a feeling that no good will come of it,” Boss admitted, he felt like sighing but suppressed it. Boss frowned glancing up as if that would give him the memory he needed when he spotted the castle, it wasn’t as big as the castle he and Richard infiltrated but. “I need to talk to Madison he said as he glanced at the castle.


    The rest of the night was uneventful, as they made it back to the Golden Eagle. Boss moved up the stairs to the second floor of the deck. “We are casting off!” he shouted which brought every hand on deck. The ropes were taken off. Laurella kept her distance as she watched everyone get the ship ready to sail.


    “Are we leaving?” asked Tray as he paused in his work for a second Laurella shrugged at him but the ship didn’t move. The crew all looked at Boss who frowned smacking his hands on the ship.


    “I want round the clock watch all members of the Golden Eagle are possible Targets I want everyone present, in the captain’s quarters after I get some Sleep!” he shouted his voice loud and clear over the length of the ship. “Do not leave under any circumstances without a fellow crew members.” He ordered before disappearing inside. Madison yawned a bit when Gerold approached her. He still had his foot in the cast.


    “You wanted to check up on this?” he asked nervously as she looked up at the tall ginger. She glanced over at her personal room and nodded heading to the front of the ship. “I take it things didn’t go too well?” he asked,


    “Yes another fruitless night, I wish Boss would tell us what he is doing because I am worried we are just wasting our time,” She admitted,


    “Should I start finding a new place to stay in case the ship vanishes?” he asked as Laurella opened the door to lead him she glanced at his cast.


    “I wouldn’t worry Richard’s been gone about a week, we still have time,” she said, “I wouldn’t start worrying for at least a while longer,” She said as she inspected his injury, “Still this is going to slow you down.”


    “I know I feel so conflicted on everything. I want to leave cause I am not doing much. But I feel like it would be a betrayal to leave,”


    “Nothing to worry about you have been helping in the kitchen which is more helpful than all my late night activities,” she comforted, “Anyway I need to get some sleep, so make sure you try to keep off the leg, and not worry too much, but if you need to you can sit out on the dock and keep an eye out. I have a feeling that night Boss rang the bell she was here a lot longer than we would like to know.


    “Yes Doctor,” he said more than happy to do something to help out. She kicked off her shoes as she went to lay down on her bed when someone knocked on the door,” She didn’t bother getting back up.


    “Come in,” she sighed, as Stephano walked in.


    “Sorry Boss was asleep, I needed to hand in my report, I have been looking into the more seedier parts of the world, and I didn’t have any luck. Everyone that seems to look into this ends up dead or missing.” He said with a sigh as he dropped a stack of papers. “It’s just a list of dead ends but maybe you can make something of it.” He said with a sigh.


    “Thanks,” Laurella said half-heartedly as she looked at the rather thick stake of papers.


    “You know the worst part is Richard asked me to follow him at a distance, I was keeping a close eye making sure I did my best, and the one fucking day I take off to get some sleep,” He slammed his fist into the wall he glanced back at the doctor but she just looked back at him.


    “I am heading back out I’ll see if overlooked something,” he said straitening himself out.


    “He asked you to keep an eye on him?” She asked,


    “Yeah For a good while I was up all night and asleep all day it’s why I have been absent from the ship on and off again.” He admitted, “But as you can guess now it’s not too easy on the body any way you better get some sleep.” He waved off before leaving.


    “Excuse me,” came a voice before Stefano was able to shut the door, “Laurella I need you to look at my, stump,” said a very pained sigh as James pushed passed the leaving figure.


    “Sure,” she admitted to as she felt a hard pain entered her body as he sat down and slipped off the contraption. She took the arm, “Puss is clear, no swelling or discoloration just make sure you keep it clean things are still looking good, we won’t have to worry about you losing any more of your arm,” she said looking at her old companion.


    He nodded wincing a bit as he looked where his hand should have been before putting his hook and harness back into place. “Thank you,” he said in a soft voice as he headed back for the door. She watched him head out as well, and even after he was gone she stared at the door pondering if she should lock the thing. She shook her head before musing on a thought, someone should look over those papers. She got up grabbing them in her fist as she heads back up on deck.


    “Arvil,” she said looking at him “I need you to look over these papers see if any patterns come into play try to write them down okay?” she asked as he held out his hands and looked at the papers.


    “Okay there are a lot of letters is that a pattern?” he asked as she froze less than a step away as she looked at him.


    “You don’t know how to read do you?” she asked,


    “Nope sorry,” he admitted as he handed the papers back.


    “Shit, I am going to be stuck with this,” she frowned as Tobi walked up on deck from below. “Do either of you know anyone on the ship that can read?” she asked looking between the two of them.


    “I know how to read,” Tobi admitted, “What are we doing he asked as She handed him half the stack.


    “We need to find out any regularities or odd coincidences.” She explained as she let out a yawn.


    “You sure you’re going to be up for this? He asked as She already started to nod off before shaking her head.


    “Huh, what yeah, I am fine,” she said “Oh my coffee, I’ll be right back. She said grabbing her coffee as she sat down to see Nathan had her stack of papers.


    “So you’re from the wild East?” Tobi asked, “Small world,”


    “Yeah My family stayed there for a good while as part of the guard, but the castle fell into disrepair and we all kind of scattered I took the opportunity to travel the area and Learn all about the world.” He admitted with a smile,


    “So you were not noble born?” Tobi asked Nathan shook his head,


    “Nah but because we traced our line back to the Radiant Blitz core we got a lot of education perks, we got luck taking a region close to the border so we avoided a lot of the fighting from the Princes and War Lords.”


    “My dad actually got recalled, his older brother ended up falling ill so when my old man got word he returned back to Britania, he didn’t know that I had a cousin who will be taking back over but at that point our territory was claimed, so I got to travel around myself,” He admitted, Laurella dropped down as well,


    “Your helping as well?” she asked looking at the well-trimmed man


    “Yep, I know a think about reading. I think Tray and James would know considering their field of work,” he added more to himself.


    “Not even going to ask them, James usually keep himself and Tray, I don’t know if he can to be honest,” she said pondering the issue.


    “So it looks like a lot off disappearances in the barracks themselves people would wake up and people would be missing.” Tobi pointed out as he jotted something down in ink.


    “Watch it you’re going to spill that,” Laurella scolded as Tobi not so subtly rolled his eyes.


    “Interesting, it seems that there was connections to Amaro they were only a few but since they three people in question vanished beforehand. I have noticed that not everyone who vanish dies, so with no body and well, sailors, adventures, and the odd monster attack not every disappearance seems to be put in with the investigation.”


    “Well they could be anywhere from the drink to the colony, the man deals in people,” Tobi admitted,


    Laurella looked at her paper but she didn’t see it she glanced at Nathan out of the corner of her eye, and he seemed. Tobi glanced over his eyes moving before looking over the crew, he nodded silently as he started scribbling down.


    Laurella closed her eyes as she found herself looking up at a man. “I need to save them they can be save!” she shouted at the man who frowned she glanced down to see she was covered in blood on the deck when she felt her hair getting grabbed. “Let go I can!” she screamed out grabbing at the man’s hand to fight against the pain.


    “You work for us now, I have need of a doctor,” said the voice as she looked up in fear to see the Pirate lord Morgan smiling down at her before she was dropped on the pirate ship she sat there looking at the blood, remembering the cracking and sinking of the ship she was on.


    “Laurella!” came a shout as she jumped back to the present. She blinked as she realized that the sun was setting she paused to see someone had grabbed a parasol and tilted it to protect her from the sun.


    She glanced up to see Nathan holding out his hand to help her to her feet. She didn’t push him away but she got to her feet on her own. She froze remembering the papers as she spun around trying to spot them.


    “It’s okay we got everything looked over, whoever was gathering information did a good job on it.” Nathan said, “We have a meeting together Full crew in the captains room.” He informed she nodded walking next to them as they head up the stairs, the group was pushed a bit out the door and in the crowd, as Nathan sliced between the people and Laurella fallowed, she frowned as she looked at the empty seat Boss was leaning up against the desk he was standing very stiff with his hands behind his back as he nodded at the pair.


    Tobi was standing not to far away as Nathan and Laurella were nodded to the opposite side. She spotted Tin, Gerald, Eagle Eye, Stefano, James, Tray, Morsina, Arken, Arvil, and She could see Goliam way in the back his shadow looming in the door way. She frowned as a lot of other faces were around that she wasn’t familiar with.


    “Now then we have a new priority, Stefano has managed to uncover a few paterns. However it comes with a problem they stem from the castle itself, So we need to talk to Madison on this matter, I would like to ask Laurella to head up a small group to head to David Smith’s house and see if we can fallow threw on this information. Now not being idle I will take another four man team to continue combing the city, I would appreciate it if you can ride a horse.” He informed, as he talked on the matter Laurella frowned Boss had heavy bags under his eyes and seemed worse for where she wasn’t sure but he was showing signs of mass exhaustion.


    “If I may can I request a my companions?” she asked casually. Boss nodded at her politely since she waited until he was done.


    “Arken, Nathan, and James I would love to have you on my little trip.” Laurella asked The three nodded no one spoke up.


    “Fair enough, volunteers?” Boss asked


    “Ah what the hell, I am in,” Tobi anteed in.


    “I guess that leaves me,” Eagle Eye said glancing over at Arken.


    “I can fly to keep up, I haven’t gone out to hunt for Richard,” Morsina reminded.


    “Not that we ever find anything,” James muttered as his younger brother elbowed him. The group stayed quiet with a few coughs echoing as Boss nodded at the group before him.


    “Okay You are dismissed, Tobi, Eye, Morsina, with me,” he ordered as he passed through the door everyone moving to get out his way as he was quickly followed by the aforementioned three. She watched the rest of the crew scatter as Goliam frowned looking around at everyone.


    “Is something wrong?” She asked looking up at the being.


    “Ah, I don’t well,” he frowned looking at Arken with pleading eyes.


    “You can come as well, anyway, wait, I know couldn’t you stay with Sam, I am sure he could use some company.” Laurella said with a smile, than she frowned, “Has anyone seen the cabin boy?” Laurella asked casually as she looked back at Arken, and the others.


    “Uh,” everyone seemed to think on it as Laurella frowned,


    “I guess we can take a second or two to find him, he can’t be too far,” She mused as she started down to Sam’s room.


  




  

    Chapter 44 Regrouping



    “Sam!” Laurella called out. The crew had been put on alert as the crew Boss didn’t take were all moving through the ship. She was now on the lowest Level which was stocked with all sorts of gear and sailing equipment. She frowned knowing the ship could repair itself. She called out again as she held out a lantern despite it being midday this deep into the ship no light was able to penetrate.



    “rawr,” cried out cliff as she stiffened as the cat brushed up against her dress and moved past her.


    “That’s the whole ship, did he get nabbed as well?” Arken questioned.


    “Na, I was in the water when they headed, out, Richard was in his room long after they left.” Tin replied.


    “He could have chased after them, I just hope that some, wait, Madison, she may have run into him,” Laurella recalled.


    “It’s better than nothing, we searched the ship from top to bottom, and no sign of him,” Arken admitted as Cliff trodden past the three.


    “Or he left,” Tin said with a shrug, the two woman glanced at him, “Look it’s possible, I don’t like the idea but, he may want to find his real home rather than be here.”


    “I worry that’s wishful thinking anyway I’ll ask Goliam to keep the crew looking over the ship just, do you hear something?” she asked as she heard what sounded like the flutter of wings. They all paused.


    “Yum yum eat em up,” cawed a voice, as they spotted a parrot resting on a rope, having picked into some of the provisions that were being stored.


    “Is that a parrot, how did that get on board?” Tin asked scratching his head in confusion.


    “Well the ship is pretty big,” Arken admitted, “Still let’s check in with Madison and hope we don’t have to search the city for a second missing person.


    “Hope,” Laurella agreed with a hard side as she heads back up to the deck of the ship her head hunched between her shoulders as the sun hit her face.


    She talked to Goliam who nodded casually as she led her little group off the ship into the midday traffic of the city. Laurella sighed she had been on the island to much as the hustle and bustle seemed far too loud. The trip didn’t take too long Eccleston st wasn’t too far away. She glanced around finding the right house giving it a knock.


    “Can I help you?” asked an aged voice, “We are looking for Madison, we are members of the Golden Eagle we have some information she may find important.


    “I’ll pass that along, no my dear,” he tried to shut the door but Madison stuck her foot in the door.


    “Doctor, if you don’t mind, I am not done yet, I was hoping you could tell me if Madison has been traveling by a little blonde boy a pair of blue and brown swirling eyes, a mute goes by name of Sam.” She asked looking the man dead in the eye.


    “Yes, but he is not here at the moment,” He replied glaring at her. Laurella pulled her foot back sighing in relief.


    “That’s all I needed to know, here is the paperwork.” Laurella handed the man the papers as he snatched them quickly.


    “Let’s go we are clearly not getting anywhere with this one,” She nodded as she headed down the stairs. The door opened up all the way as Sam rushed down the stairs grabbing onto Laurella’s hand. She turned as he released her hand and started to move his fingers in a few jesters.


    “Sign language, I should pick that up,” She admitted, but she gave a smile to help encourage him and Sam brightened.


    “Seems like you are who you say you are.” He admitted, “Bartholomew,” he introduced, “Sam’s been under my care for the past week, I was asked to test his education and hopefully help on Richard’s plan to help him communicate. I was rather lucky he has a basic education which is more than what most boys have.” He admitted,


    “Interesting,” Laurella admitted not really surprised but not sure what to make of this admission.


    “So is Richard his father?” he asked looking at Laurella.


    “Not unless Richard had him when he was 13, when Richard first ran into me he was only with a dog. When he showed up a second time he had the kid with him. But I never asked the details I just figured he picked him up at some point.” Laurella explained as Sam vanished out of sight for a second and returning with the book Richard had bought. “Odd, I don’t remember anyone mentioning a child on Brendan’s ship nor a mention of any children before Richard showed up on the island.” She thought as She glanced over at Arken, “she had roped off her own area so maybe she had seen Sam.”


    “Here, they are working with Nariko up in the castle with the guard, they may be able to use the extra help.” He informed being a bit more open now.


    “Thanks,” she said as he handed her back the papers and closed the door.


    Laurella felt a great weight of her shoulders having Sam back in view. “Okay let’s make this quick we need to head back to the ship before Goliam tears the ship apart looking for you.” She said glancing at Sam, “do us a favor and don’t go running off on us okay, we got enough problems,” she scolded Sam shifted his feet as Laurella patted him on the head and headed off down the street.


    Pausing for a break in traffic she contemplated if a carriage would be worth the money before she decided her thoughts were broken.


    “Looks like the guard is recruiting,” Arken said pulling a poster out. “Funny I don’t remember them every recruiting like this.”


    “True, Yeah If I had my other hand it wouldn’t be a bad job,” James admitted, they looked at him. “What, one place, free room, and decent pay I don’t plan on staying on the ship forever I intend.”


    “Well you have a free room, Decent pay, and the promise of seeing amazing new things on the Eagle,” Nathan countered as James glared at him. “Just saying, two out a three isn’t bad.”


    Laurella felt her spine prickle a bit something about the sign bugged her as she tore off and with a quick roll slide the paper into her belt. “Taxi!” she cried out as a carriage pulled up alongside them. “You know I have had really good luck with that as of late. We need to be dropped on the north side of Main street.” She directed handing counting out the fee for when they arrived.


    “So Richard never introduced us directly how are we going to get into the castle?” Nathan asked as they road along the carriage.


    “Leave the talking to me,” Laurella said as she flipped open the book, she frowned a bit mostly memorization, which she could do but was never fun. The ride didn’t take long but she spent the time flashing through the basics and practicing the alphabet. She got out tossing a small bag of coins to the man as she took a deep breath. Nathan glanced at her with concern but she marched forward with everyone having to pick up their speed a bit to keep up.


    “State your business,” replied one of the guards.


    “I have business with Doctor David Smith, and Madison Stronglance they are working on an investigation and I have few documents,” she said waving a lot more paper in the man’s face than most would expect. “I was directed by Bartholomew that they were residing here, with Nariko,” she said crossing her arms to dare any challenge to her word.


    “I’ll go check in with them,” he said seemingly not fazed in the slightest.


    “Hurry up and wait,” James grumbled as Laurella opened the book back up.


    Laurella frowned as she waited for the guard to return only to see that Madison was marching forward. The two woman locked eyes, “I was expecting the golden Eagle sooner,” Madison said as Laurella frowned,


    “I was coming with information, on city-wide disappearances,” Laurella said to put off,


    “I’ll talk to you in the station,” she said glancing to the side. The station was a place for a low key and unexpected guests to be confirmed. Madison all but pushed them all into the room, as she all slammed the door in behind them. “I need you to listen very closely,” she said, “I need you to start looking into places to hide start building a safe house,” Madison informed,


    “Pardon?” Laurella asked looking at those she was surrounded by.


    “Look, These past few days have been getting very worrying, not just with Richard missing, but the more I find out the more worried I am,” Madison asked,


    “Woah,” Arken interrupted holding up her hand. “What’s been happening?”


    Madison took a deep breath. “The guard has been growing, and do to the fact Morgan is marrying my older sister he has been given more or less charge of the city. If something Happens to Richard, we can’t be sure if the Golden Eagle is going to be.” She paused taking a breath. “We already know that he is a Pirate Lord if he keeps requiring the city guard’s loyalty will change, and if he gets control of the guard it will be very easy if we don’t have a backup plan. To be captured and Killed silencing the crew.”


    “Well,” James admitted, “We already know someone is trying to at least capture all crew members the golden Eagle, we have a bounty on our head.”


    “I wouldn’t be so sure that Morgan has anything to do with that one.” Laurella clarified,


    “She’s right,” Arken joined in, “Davina didn’t seem to know what was the reason behind the bounty; except that she wanted to cure her boredom.”


    “Still troubling now then back to the topic at hand,” Madison ushered, “I need you to start putting together and mapping out safe houses,”


    “I fair idea, but I am not exactly loaded,” Laurella informed,


    “Well, that would put a damper on things, I’ll have to talk to my father and see if there is anything I can do about it.“Madison admitted. The group moved into silence as Laurella eyed the other guards who were moving around the area.


    “So what are you doing here? Laurella asked as she shifted uncomfortably,


    “Something that we had hoped would help but, each passing hour shows that it’s more or less a dead end. The idea was to use the dirt samples to see if we can find some area in the city where they are operating out off, But Nariko seems to be under the impression as of now the technology may not be advanced enough to help. Anything on your end?”


    “Personally know, Boss seems to have an idea, but I have no idea. Boss keeps his thoughts to himself. Stephano seems up to something but He does not seem all that sure.”


    Sam glanced around the room as a level of depression seemed to settle over the group and peeled open the book as he silently watched everyone He unfolded a sheet of paper and handed it to Laurella.


    “Oh,” Laurella frowned it was an address she realized, “What is this for?” she asked looking at Sam but he frowned and looked away. Right, well it’s something,” she said, “We are going to look into this, we kept you from your work long enough.”


    Madison nodded as everyone got up from their resting place. “Well I wish you luck,” Madison said with a sigh, bit she managed a smile. She headed out first before James spoke up.


    “We really are getting desperate, He commented in a cold tone. “At this rate we may as well split.”


    “That’s quieter talk, the golden Eagle is the only ship pledged to dealing with the pirate lords. The only ship dedicated to bringing some level of peace back to the oceans. We don’t give up till the ship is gone.” Arken shot back firm. Sam despite being ignored nodded his head in agreement.


    “Also the only one fool enough to,” He paused as he realized everyone in the room was glaring at him. “What ever,” James said shaking his head.


    Sam grabbed the paper from Laurella as he smiled heading out the door. Laurella took off after him as he headed out of the castle and back into the city proper. “Sam!” Laurella shouted as he turned a corner and headed down a side road. She paused when he pulled a key out from under his tunic and opened up a door to a rather old looking apartment building.


  




  

    Chapter 45 Always The Last Place



    “This is insane, that’s the whole city,” Boss said glaring at the map. “This is great we may have to spread the web even further outside of the city,” Boss said as he sat down at the table holding all the maps and route’s they had done.



    “I don’t get it what are you looking for, we just walked the streets,” Tobi said confused as to what gave Boss the idea that the city had been searched.


    “I have to admit I am at a lose, is there something you’re not telling us?” Tray admitted,


    “The size of the group we are dealing with would need a sizable base I am moving through the streets hunting for the smell noticed in the sewer,” Boss paused as he realized there was a place on the map that he hadn’t checked. “I need to talk to Madison and David,” he informed as he stood up.


    “How he smelt anything besides shit is beyond me,” Tobi muttered as he watched the first mate walk off.


    “I don’t see why not, I was over there yesterday,” Laurella informed


    “Good, any luck with other avenues?” Cheif asked only for nobody to speak up. “Is anyone even trying,” Boss thought to himself as he frowned under his facial hair. “Well if there is nothing else,” Boss started waiting for someone to interrupt but when nobody did. “Laurella it’s just me and you for know everyone else,” he paused before shrugging and nodding his head at the Doctor.


    He frowned as he made his way to where they were renting the horses and at this point, they didn’t even need to talk as Boss slide the required coin across the table. “So what is that you think we missed?” Laurella asked as the two waited for a horse to be led out for them.


    “The only place in the city that was never fully looked was the castle,” Boss informed glancing over at her.


    “The castle is home to the noble family are you implying they are involved somehow?” Laurella asked concern bleeding into her voice and face. She glanced around as she moved in conspiratorially. “Even bringing that up as a hint of a theory could get us all killed,” she said in a hushed tone.


    “Four people in one castle, I am not saying they are involved.” He said, “It’s pretty possible,” he thought to himself. “But there must be parts of the castle nobody goes to or places they could go in and out of using magic that would prevent anyone from knowing.” He argued slowly back.


    “I, I don’t know, it’s possible,” she admitted, “But you may want to watch how you bring this up.” She advised.


    “Are you kidding me?” he asked glancing back at. “Richard’s life is at stake and perhaps even the Golden Eagle is at stake.” He said the two stared at each other for a long moment as a brown horse was led up to them. “Fine,” Boss said taking the reigns as he jumped onto the horse’s back. He held out his hand helping Laurella onto the back of the horse.


    She slid onto the back the horse riding side saddle style as she grabbed onto chief. “I need to get some riding clothes or something.” She complained as the horse went full speed, “Ah!” she cried out holding onto chief for dear life.


    “Do you want me to slow down?” he asked over his shoulder.


    “No, I am fine,” she rather blatantly lied, Boss moved to open his mouth only for a massive explosion to erupt. Boss spun around as the horse reared from the noise as the city itself.


    “Crap!” Laurella cried out as Boss had to wrestle the reigns a bit,


    “Easy,” He soothed before the horse finally calmed down. “Looks like the castle is a bit more active today than normal,” Boss observed, “Hold on tight,” He urged as he put the horse through its paces.


    “Madison!” David shouted as he glanced around Nariko’s workshop. She spotted the capped Damn rushing into the castle. “Madison that’s dangerous the castle just shook. Madison rushed into the castle using her cap to protect against the dust the explosion had kicked up when the sound of steel clashing against steel hit her ear. She followed it down a set of stairs. A second much smaller explosion hit her ears,


    “That’s Tooth or Claw!” Spark recognized as she shot out of the cape coughing a bit as they headed lower into the castle.


    “The Dungeon?” Madison paused looking at the mass amount of stone littering the stairs. The Dungeon had been locked off long before she had been born but the sounds were much louder. She drew her blade and slipped her shield into place as a second shot went off. She rushed down to see a long stream of blonde hair.


    “Is that Richard’s female form?” Spark asked a bit confused as to why Richard was fighting as a woman.


    “I don’t know and I don’t care!” Madison roared. “All those who stand before the might of the Britania Empire shall fall!” she screamed, as Richard spun around in a panic but Madison just avoided the swing diving into combat.


    Spark light up her first giving as much light as she could, “Madison!” Richard shouted as she sliced another attacker down. He pulled out the coin Loki had left behind flipping the coin in the air.


    “What?” she shouted back.


    “Let the guard handle this they are not going anywhere I need,” Richard said as he caught the coin. “I got the, um the,” he seemed to have paused as his male form returned only for his knees to buckle. “I thought I was in,” but he couldn’t finish.


    “Richard!” Spark shouted catching him before he hit the stone.


    “What the hell is going on?” Madison asked but she could hear the sound of footsteps. Hitting the stone the cavalry had arrived. She glanced back at Spark who was just able to support Richard’s weight but she looked like she reminded Madison of a wild animal ready to bolt. She sheathed her sword as she scoped Richard up and tossed him over her shoulder. Spark shrunk vanishing from sight as more forms seemed to stumble out of the darkness that was once the Dungeon. The guard rushed past her each ready to blitz into the pits of hell if duty called. Madison towered over most of them and with Richard over her shoulder, her form was not even touched a rock in torrent unmoved.


    “What happened, you were doing fine a minute ago,” She mused as she turned and headed up the stairs and into the light. She rushed out into the opening heading to the guard post at the main entrance. “I need a – Laurella?” Madison asked as she spotted Boss and Laurella at the gate.


    “Laurella?” repeated the guard as Laurella herself looked very confused.


    “Get in here,” Laurella ordered the guard kept his back and Forth as Boss pushed him to the side as the pair headed into the door as Spark cleared a table, as Madison dropped the limp body on it.


    Laurella quickly went to work checking him over quickly, “Well he seems to be in okay shape a little underfed, and his body has been bruised all over but nothing was broken. But damn how did you find him?”


    “He was standing,” Madison started “and fighting in his female form he seemed fine at the time.” Madison finished, as she glanced down at Richard, as she tried to remember the moments in question they were a bit of a blur, to be honest, unable to get all the details in her mad dash.


    “I shouldn’t be able to stand, he shouldn’t have any stamina. How the fuck is, I mean even without his body looking like a bruise, Standing the last thing he should be capable of. We need to get him back on a diet. I would say something small and easy to digest like, pudding.” She said, “Oh,” She realized he had something stored in his pants, before pausing. “He has something in his pants,” she said pausing as she stood up.


    “most men do,” Boss replied as Laurella frowned at him. “Shouldn’t we, uh Spark would you?” Boss asked rubbing the back of his head.


    “Why me you’re the doctor you do it?” Spark said looking at Laurella,


    “Well,” Laurella said giving herself time. “Cause you hang out in his coat, not to mention I was not given permission, by next of kin,” She admitted as Laurella glanced back at Spark,


    “Oh, you got to be kidding me,” Madison interrupted as she grabbed a and pulled out a mirror. “Honestly,” she glanced at it only to see that it was a broken mirror the pieces were all there. “I bet,” She glanced the mirror over but didn’t see anything that would make worth jamming into your pants.


    Boss reached out as Madison gave him the mirror, he sniffed it and then gave the frame a slight bite. Everyone just looked at him in confusion. “Yep it’s magic all right,” he said, “And a marble frame, good quality,” he admitted, he noticed everyone was looking at him. “Don’t ask me how I know this,” he said but they all kept looking at him in confusion.


    “A worry for another day, we got enough to deal with, Madison I think I can handle this, You may want to head out and see if you can bring in some order,” Laurella advise as the Dame


    “I am going with you,” Boss volunteered, Madison was almost at the door before she grabbed a surcoat with her families crest on it tossing it to him. Snatching he got the idea as he pulled it over it clashed with typical armor but it would keep him from being stabbed at least.


    Laurella watched as the two closed the door behind them as Laurella glanced through the room to find some kind of food. She found a stash of apples and started to cut them up as she found some smelling salt as well. She quickly wafted it under his nose as Richard started.


    “Hey Doc, doc?” he questions he seemed to be trying to focus his eyes on her. He tried to rub his eyes but his hand was shaking.


    “You tried to do too much on too little food here eat,” she ordered all but shoving the slice of fruit into his mouth.


    “Thank you, did you see the explosion?” he asked as he found another fruit in his mouth.


    “Is this going to be a habit?” she accused as Richard grinned,


    “I hope so I could get used to this treatment,” Richard grinned back as Laurella rolled her eyes.


    “Spark you feed him,” she passed the fruit and the task off to her as she headed over to lock the door and close the blinds. She quickly pulled the blinds down after glancing out the window as she swallowed and slide down.


    “Is something wrong Spark asked?” as she turned away as Richard glanced around the room.


    “Nothing,” She quickly said her eyes wide and wild.


    “Okay?” Spark said concern etched on her face but she didn’t want to push the woman on the matter.


    Richard glanced over as he slowly pushed himself into a sitting position. Taking a deep breath as he eyed a chair, his body felt sluggish and stiff. He managed to move into the chair as Spark finished slicing up the apple. “Thank you,” he said absently as he all but inhaled the fruit.


    Richard pulled out his sword and started to look it over taking a rag and cleaning the blood of it was kept his eyes peeled and on the door and window. He frowned taking out claw as the door started being banged on. “Hold Still Laurella,” he ordered taking the gun and blowing a hole in the wood door.


    “Are you fucking Crazy!” She screamed as even Spark looked at him like he was nuts.


    “Of course not, never stick it in crazy.” He replied as he reloaded the gun.


    “Honestly how all of you are so casual about all this death-dealing I’ll never understand,” She shouted back holding her hands over her ears.


    “You would be surprised what you can get used to,” Spark and Richard said at the same time before they glanced back at each other in surprise. Richard set tooth to the side as he reloaded the weapon, he seemed almost in a trance his eyes half open as Laurella as the sounds of battle and panic slowly died down before going deathly silent.


    “Well that’s the end of that,” Richard said with a sigh, as he tested he shifted, “My legs are still a bit off might not be a bad idea to wait here a while,” he admitted,


    “Yeah not a bad idea,” Laurella admitted,


    “So what have you guys been up to while I was gone?” Richard asked with a smile as he slides his gear back into place.


    “Looking for you, do us a favor and check your drinks next time,” Laurella warned,


    “The point of me being bait is I need to be at risk, but what I want to know is what the fuck happened to my backup, and why are they sealed up under Gaslight Castle?” Richard asked clearly ticked at the situation he found himself in.


    “Magic they an artifact that let them teleport. We believe it may have been a mirror,” Spark explained as Richard glanced at the busted mirror.


    “Hmm I could have just let them starve then, pity outside of the explosives that place was sealed, I spent a lot of my time trying to get out, but the only entrance I found was well rocked over. So I spent my time knocking people out, and well they had a decent supply of gunpowder.” Richard said with a shrug, he let out a yawn.


    Laurella caught herself when the door suddenly pumped into her again, she remembered her staff this time. “You come in here I will set you with so many volts your children will feel it!” she threatened.


    “Laurella let me in,” Boss said poking his face a bit through the hole that Richard had blown open.


    “Are bodies gone?” she asked,


    “Uh,” Boss paused as he glanced away, “Ah, no,” he admitted,


    “Then the door stays shut,” she responded


    Spark glanced at the door before she moved over and slide the window open. Boss frowned at the window before looking at Spark. “Well,” Spark frowned taking a step back and looking at the window. “It was worth a shot,” she said giving a rather nervous smile and a shrug.


    There was a low rumbled that echoed in the room, as everyone looked at Richard. “Still hungry,” he admitted, as he got up and slipped out the window. “Come on Spark I have had shit to eat for the past, how long was I gone?” he asked as Spark shrunk down and flew into his coat.


    “About two weeks,” she informed as Richard nodded,


    “Anyway Dinners on what’s his face,” He said patting his pocket. He let out a low whistle, the area had a quiet a few corpses littering the area. “You know we should see if we can find Amaro among the dead.” He said with a sigh.


    “Glad I am not the only one thinking of long term,” David admitted, as he approached Richard, the captain glared at him but David seemed disinterested.


    Richard frowned as his stomach growled again, “Look I need something to eat,”


    “I don’t recommend him moving around much, he still needs to recover,” Laurella called out as David glanced from the door to Richard.


    “Doctors orders you got some place I can sit out of the way at?” Richard asked as he glanced back at the guard post.


    “You can stay in my lab, I guess, I should have something to pep you up, and maybe some salves to ease the pain, you must be in,” Nariko said as she approached them. “Also I think the Lord may want to be informed of this,”


    “Captain Richard,” Richard introduced as the two shook hands.


    “Pleasure Nariko, now if you don’t mind I may need to tell my friend he may not need to make the trip. Pity,” she said with a sigh, as Richard gave them a confused look.


    “I’ll tell you later Richard, just don’t give her a hard time okay,” Madison warned,


    Richard shrugged as he followed the older woman as they both avoided a few corpses as the guard started to arrange and move them to the outer wall, Richard figured they were not sure what to do with the bodies.


    “So Captain Richard,” Nariko finally said as Richard stopped looking at the building Nariko was staying at. “You caused them a lot of trouble, they really tried everything to try and find you, who knew right under our very feet, well come on in, Also I am going to lock the door so Spark is welcome to come out.


    “Why even bother trying to keep a low profile,” Richard muttered,


    “Golden Sails,” Spark reminded as Richard glared at his coat as he walked in, Nariko closed and Locked the door behind them as Richard waited for her. Spark flew back out of the jacket staying in her much smaller size as Richard watched the inventor head deeper into the mess that made up her home.


    “Richard, feel free to sit down,” She said as Richard nodded, he noticed her lips kept moving even though he couldn’t hear her. She shrugged as she headed over to the icebox and took out some cold cooked chicken and a glass of a brown liquid, Richard hoped was alcoholic.


    He sat down as She handed him, the food. “Nariko, that name is familiar,” he admitted as he slowly started to eat.


    “She’s a friend of the Dragon Mage and an inventor that behind a lot of the recent advances in gas light.” Spark explained as Richard nodded his head in agreement.


    “Right I remember hearing about that,” he admitted as he went back to eating since he had nothing more to say on the matter.


    “I am hoping to stay here for a while in hopes of talking to the Mage himself,” Spark informed as Richard nodded his head as he kept eating.


    “Not very talkative huh?” Nariko as she set down a two-inch cylinder. “Now then please take off your coat this may sting a bit.


    Richard stripped his coat off, as he paused to take a drink of apple cider, his eyes went wide at the taste of the drink but set it back down after a healthy few gulps.


    “Sooo, you don’t seem surprised,” Spark said as Richard glanced over at her with a slight shrug.


    “To be fair I am surprised you are still around most would want to leave for more familiar pastures,” he admitted, “Ah he winced as the inventor played at being a doctor.


    The room went quiet as Nariko finally finished putting on the salves, Richard frowned as he pushed the food away.


    “So now we wait to see what happens,” Richard admitted, “I hope you find your family,” Richard said looking at Spark who smiled at the comment.


    “It seems the Mage will still be coming but since Richard is no longer in danger he’s going to be moving at a slower pace,” Nariko informed as Richard noticed she had been messing with a mirror that looked a bit like the one he had found.


    “I found something like that,” Richard said as he pointed at the mirror. Nariko paused as she glanced back at the mirror.


    “It’s enchanted to keep in contact with the Mage, only I can use it sadly so don’t get any ideas.” She said waggling her finger at him.


    Richard gave a slight smirk, “Maybe if I was five years younger,” he said, He glanced over at Spark, “Do you think you could send a message back to the crew let them know I am all right,” He asked as Spark nodded and headed for one of the windows.


    “I’ll be right back,” she informed before heading off, once she was off Richard rested his hands behind his back both fingers tracing the butt of tooth and Claw. He eyed Nariko cautiously as the woman went around cleaning up the papers and to his surprise bags of dirt.


    “I honestly thought we could track down where you were using a mineral theory,” She admitted with a slight shrug, “Anyway you can stop fingering your pistols, I am not going to do anything to you.” She said pleasantly. “Although I can understand you being so high-strung.”


    “I am fine thank you,” he said, “How do you know what I have behind my back?” he asked,


    “I am an inventor, Doyle was working on them back in the day I recognized the sound when you fired them off earlier. He headed to the island to try and create something as a test to out do me, it’s good to know he’s all right, he was adamant about cutting ties with me.”


    “That’s never fun to lose contact with old friends, I know I lost a lot over the years,” Richard admitted as he felt his body relax a bit. She set the mirror down in front of him.


    “Dust it’s me, I just wanted to say hi, a friend of mines a bit worried about the mirror since he seemed to have picked up one just like it.


    “Oh really,” said a rather deep voice as the surface of the mirror seemed to ripple with the voice before going flat again.


    “Woah,” Richard said jerking a bit.


    “I,” the voice of the mage started before cutting off. “I didn’t get you name.”


    “Richard Robert Zane,” Richard introduced, a second passed by as Richard glanced over at Nariko before looking back at the mirror the silence was a bit unnerving almost as much as the mirror talking in the first place.


    “Well it’s a pleasure to meet you, Captain Richard, I am sorry about not showing up but I am afraid I am caught up in a rather sensitive dispute here in the far east, I would have come sooner but sadly a lot of lives are caught up in this mess,” He apologized.


    “it’s nothing I am used to getting myself out of trouble,” Richard admitted,


    “A useful habit, but all the same I am sorry. Anyway good luck with cleaning up the Amaro cult, I need to get back to negotiating the territory lines boring work.” He seemed to say the last bit to himself before the mirror went silent.


    “Hmm,” Nariko hummed as Richard glanced over at her.


    “What?” Richard asked unable to help himself in asking the woman.


    “I never told him the name of the cult’s head we were dealing with.” She admitted as Richard raised an eyebrow.


  




  

    Chapter 46 How Long To Recover?



    Richard frowned as he sniffed the air, the cleanup of the cult was less than ideal. The building they used he was convinced had an open door to the swear, which was great for getting around but the whiff of human waste would always wrinkle his nose.



    “Richard?” came a voice as he turned to see Boss moving in his direction.


    “Over here,” he called out, “Letting them know we found what looks like a holding area?” he asked as he inspected the area, he walked up to a flat crate. He looked at it see a lock. He hit the crate when the slightest whisper of a sound hit his ears.


    Boss glanced at him as they both glanced back at the create, “Did you hear something?” he asked as Richard slapped the crate again. Richard paused but didn’t hear anything, he grabbed the lock,


    “Check the other crates see if there if they keep these things locked for their own amusement,” Richard instructed as chief nodded walking farther down the dark basement hall. Richard took a step back the crate was just up to his shoulder not big enough to let a grown man stand up but enough to keep him contained. He spotted a crowbar off to the side. He grabbed the bar dug it into the wood door. Richard gave pulled at it letting the wood crack and break snapping to the side as Richard brushed the wood shards of his jacket. A pale foot suddenly pulled out of sight and into the shadows of the create.


    The smell was noticeably worse “Boss I found someone watches my back.” Richard announced as he glanced at the crowbar before tossing it to the ground. His eyes quickly spotted a figure a pair of extremely panicked chocolate eyes. He stepped in as his foot tapped food bowl, he picked it up confused finding what reminded of gruel. he next spotted a chain bolted to the bottom of the create and next was a bucket that was in the opposite corner of the lone figure.


    Boss moved behind him his feet breaking the door even more, as the figure curled up, even more, rattling the chain. “Hey Boss, no sudden movements and grab me that crowbar, slowly,” Richard instructed. “I am Captain Richard Robert Zane, of the Golden Eagle, I am under the employ of Britannia as a pirate hunter.” He explained locking eyes with chocolate. He held his hand out behind him, “You have very nice eyes, not like mine, they don’t even match,” he said giving what he hoped was a soft reassuring smile.


    Boss moved in handing him back the crowbar as Richard slowly moved it around and shoved it under, the square and with a quick pop broke the chain.


    “Ze government?” she asked with a Frankish accent.


    “Aye, I was part of a group trying to put a stop to the mass killing her in gaslight, the guard is currently dragging the living members of this cult to jail, for the time being. Can you walk?” he asked,


    She pushed up against the wall trying to move but collapsed back down. “I am,” she broke out into sobbing as Richard slowly moved closer to her. “I want to help you stand up can I hold your hand?” he asked not breaking eye contact.


    “I don’t want to be seen,” she admitted, “Richard took off his coat exposing his chest before holding it out for her. She snatched it up but lee spotted her hands they had been rubbed raw from some kind metal cuffs. She pulled the coat over her shoulders. Richard kept his hand out waiting, “Thank you misure Richard,” She slowly grabbed his hand as Richard slowly moved her out of the shadows. He suppressed a wince has her face came into view. She no hair on her head with the exception of thin light brown eyebrows, she had read marks and what looked like faded bruises. Richard put and arm over her shoulder and then moved his other hand to her elbow, helping her keep her balance, she was extremely thin, and her free hand went straight to keep the coat closed as she looked away from lee.


    “Okay My friend he is my first mate, he’s going to walk behind you and pick up the chain so you won’t trip over it, okay so we can wait and you can watch him if you want to.” He informed, she nodded her head as she glanced back Richard could see her ribs under her skin she needed a meal, and while he used to some smells it was clear a bath was not something she had in a long while. Richard walked up the stairs, she stumbled up the stairs for a while as Sam rushed into sight,


    “Get some clothing for the lady hear anything would work, for now, Get some shoes for her and something to eat,” Richard said in a quiet tone, Same glanced at the woman for a second before looking at Richard, but he waved his hand and he took off.


    “Oh iz zhat your boy?” she asked,


    “No, I am not the old, he’s my cabin boy kinda surprised her is here running around, to be honest,” Richard admitted when he finally found a chair for her, setting her down, Richard took off his own boots before setting them down next to her.


    “I couldn’t,” she said looking at him but she shrugged,


    “Boss see if you can find a key or something,” Richard asked chief glanced at the woman before gently setting down the chain.


    “Captain Richard,” came a voice as Richard glanced over to see David walking he paused his face twitching into a brief second of concern before pushing past his shock at the woman. Madison was walking with him who gave a nod of acknowledgment just before David started talking.


    “We checked over all the bodies and did a look in the area, Amoranth is still at Large,” He informed,


    “So why should we care?” Richard asked as he looked at Madison and David. Madison shook her head, and David turned away his face twisting in frustration. “Look, we killed off what has to be at least a majority. I am free not to mention they know the Dragon mage is coming, I am not spending years of my life trying to hunt this guy down he could be anywhere in the world.” Richard said,


    “The guy has it out for you, do you really want to leave this hanging?” David asked trying to reason with the Captain.


    “I wanted a low profile, you did not want me to have one, so now ever Pirate lord knows I exist so what’s one more nut case gunning for me?” Richard replied as he eyed David.


    “That is a good point,” David admitted, “But, this wouldn’t be a good trend to set messing up your first government appointed task.” He reminded as he shifted a bit to the side as he grinned back.


    “Fuck, you,” Richard responded with a groan echoing in his throat. “Fine, we’ll look into it hopefully I grabbed the right magical item and he’s still trapped inside the city. In the mean time I am going to be sleeping in my bed on my ship, if you are still hell bent on keeping all three of us together, you’re more than welcome to the guest rooms.” He said with a smile.


    “Sounds good I wouldn’t mind being able to roam around again, too many windows, at your estate Mister David, although you don’t seem all that surprised about my existence,”


    “Fine,” David gave in, as Richard felt a sigh of relief cut through his lips. “As for not being surprised, oh I am, it’s just I figured the Golden Eagle had a magical explanation, your existence answers a lot of questions surrounding Richard,” He explained Spark gave a curt nod before zipping into Richard’s coat as he headed out the door, and back onto the castle greens, the area seemed to still have scars from the sudden battle that had broken out.


    The grass was still broken and trampled with bits of blood and the smaller remains of combat that often litter the aftermath of such struggles. “Ah thank the shaper I am not cleaning this mess up,” Richard admitted to himself as he spotted Laurella and Boss near the front gate as he gave them a wave.


    “Well your back on your feet,” Boss commented as Richard noticed the Richard glanced over at Laurella,


    “So-,” Richard started but the doctor quickly cut him off.


    “Don’t ask,” she interrupted as Richard shrugged knowing better than to question it.


    “I have to admit you cause a lot of problems I can’t wait to finally have a full nights sleep tonight,” Boss admitted,


    “Yeah and you can take care of all the paperwork and the sailors who were looking for a job,” Laurella added, “I’ll have you know next time I have to patch your ass up it’s going to hurt, cause I had everyone and their brother coming to me to keep the Golden Eagle running.” Laurella vented as Richard smiled nervously. “You know what I think you need to make sure your muscles are back in working order,” she said with a devilish grin as she pulled her shocking staff from its holster over her back. She lights the device up as Richard felt a nervous smile. “Clear?” she asked frowning at him,


    “Crystal,” he confirmed with a sly smirk on his face. “Anyway, I think I am ready for a walk down to the docks.” He admitted as he headed down.


    “Walk?” Boss and Laurella questioned at the same time.


    “It’s been a while since I had free roamed so pardon me I don’t feel like going in a carriage,” He said waving them off.


    “You do of course realize you’re volunteering us for exercise as well?” David asked as Richard turned to see Madison and David had appeared behind him.


    “I could go for the exercise myself,” Madison volunteered as Richard smiled at the sentiment.


    “Waste of time,” David muttered under his breath but nobody bothered t give him any flack for it.


    Richard mused over everything, despite everything being more or less back in line the way he wanted it, he found himself in an all too familiar situation mind he had a lot more bruises. “You know I expected you to be much angrier,” Spark said from his coat.


    “Oh trust me if there wasn’t a law for it David would be trying to peel my fingers off his neck,” Richard said in a rather chipper voice,


    Everyone gave Richard a bit more distance than before. “Three weeks of being beaten would do that to a person. I am sorry I tried to find you but they had just enough of a lead,” She apologized.


    “I appreciate it, you have done more me than anyone could ever expect from anyone,” Richard complimented. “Magic or no,” he added, “And from the looks of Boss you could use some sleep.” Richard acknowledged.


    “Hm,” Boss grunted in acknowledgment as Richard just looked over at David who seemed to be a bit more nervous than before.


    “I am sorry the magic was unexpected, to say the least,” David said as Richard just shrugged releasing a heavy breath from his nose. “I don’t think the same trick will work but with their main base disrupted I am hoping that more traditional means of tracking can be used.”


    Richard yawned zoning out as the man kept the silence at bay. “Honestly I think he’s just ordering his thoughts to himself than anything else,” Richard thought to himself as he stuffed his hands in his pockets and tried to keep his nerves under control. He didn’t say it to anyone but he was jumping at about any shadow and while a cool alcoholic drink was just what he needed, the thought of it seemed to make his stomach turn. He frowned realizing he didn’t have even his pipe and matches with him.


    He could feel his frustration rising back up at that realization but he crushed the burning feeling in his gut, getting angry never did him any good. He itched at his back as he felt he spotted the Golden Eagle off in the distance.


    Richard placed both hands behind his back as Boss and Laurella rode off to return the horse they had borrowed. Richard let the silence hang as he was more than comfortable in it.


    “You okay Richard?” asked Madison breaking the silence as they were heading into the area around the docks.


    “I am fine,” Richard said in a neutral tone,


    “You keep releasing deep sighs,” Madison pointed out as Richard gave her a raised eyebrow. “You don’t notice then?” she inquired.


    “I need a smoke,” Richard said as he could feel himself bristling under her concern. Richard was silently happy when Madison didn’t bother him any further on the matter.


    It was late before Richard finally made it back to the ship taking the final steps up. There was a small light and a table on deck as a few crew members were, in fact, playing cards. “Is Boss and Laurella back?” Richard asked as he approached the table,


    “Richard,” Captain,” were the sudden responses as the card game was momentarily forgotten.


    “I was worried, this was going to be the shortest Job I ever took on,” Tobi joked as Arvil, Tin, and Tray all stood up to shake hands.


    “You want to join us?” Tin asked,


    “Thanks but no thanks,” Richard said, “David and Madison will be joining us onboard so speared the word around. There was a slight jingle as Richard glanced over as Jill rushed him, the dog almost took him out as she weaved in-between his legs barking and wagging her tail.


    “I take it we will need to find our own rooms?” David asked glancing around the ship. Richard stopped running his fingers through Jill’s fur.


    “Come on, I have a few quests room not too far from mine,” Richard instructed, “We never really worked out an eating arrangement so feel free to raid the mess hall,” Richard said, he caught David muttering about discipline.


    Richard Lead up the stairs leaning on the railway a bit as he glanced into his quarters to see Sam sitting on his desk, Sam noticed him and jumped off the desk and out into the hall.


    “Keeping things in order?” Richard asked as Sam nodded an affirmation. “Good job,” and with that Madison Turned down the other side to her old room she had used. Richard opened up a Spare room, as he heard the faint snoring of Boss who had already made his way to his bed.


    “Rather Spartan,” David commented as he entered the room.


    “Personal quarters are for personal decoration, you may want to contact your butler if you plan on making any improvements,” Richard informed in a cold neutral tone.


    “Well then this will do for now, but I don-” David started but Richard slammed the door cutting the doctor off. He glanced at Sam.


    “Don’t ever do that to a guest,” he told the kid as he walked back down to his hall. Sam hesitated to look at the door, before rushing off after Richard. He pushed both the doors open letting them swing freely as he pushed past his desk. He tore off his coat not even caring that Spark was hiding in it as he all but fell into bed.


    “Watch it,” Spark his zipping out his coat which was hanging off the chair behind his desk. Richard remanded still staring up at the ceiling. Spark frowned at the lack of a response as Richard just glared up at the ceiling his pistols were digging into his back but he couldn’t be bothered to move them. Richard pulled out the mirror as he looked at the cracked angry reflection.


    “Sorry,” Richard apologized looking at Spark. “I just can’t sleep tonight,” he spotted the book he had bought earlier. He sat down in his high back chair kicked his feet up as he started to read.


    “I guess going through three weeks of torture isn’t going to make sleeping easy,” Spark commented,


    “I have always had a hard time sleeping but knowing that person,” Richard had paused glancing over at Sam who was surprisingly reading another book. “I should have considered asking what he already knows,” He frowned having not considered that writing and reading may be necessary. Sadly Richard was not much of a teacher.


    “Honestly some days if feels like you’re talking to yourself than anyone else,” Spark huffed as Richard turned his attention back to her.


    “It’s a bad habit, anyway, Spark as interesting as this conversation is you could take a room for yourself,”


    “No, I am keeping an eye on you,” Spark said crossing her arms as the two locked eyes. Time seemed to tick by. Richard frowned as he took up a lantern and light it giving the room a bit of light as he stepped onto his desk to hang it. He glanced over to see that Sam had fallen asleep on the chair and Jill and curled up under his desk.


    Sighing in annoyance he picked up the cabin boy and headed back to the boy’s room. “I hope this is as close as I ever get to having kids,” he muttered under his breath. As he frowned the hall should have been dark but he realized Spark seemed to give off enough light to see by.


    “What no pirates life for little kids?” she asked,


    “Are you kidding me I would be a terrible father, I don’t have the patience for it, Not to mention I am rather selfish,” He admitted as he opened the door up. His mind working making sure his sight and head were not impaired this time. He could his own nerves working overtime as Richard put Sam to bed.


    “Well you have your moments,” Spark complemented,


    “Moments make good memories, not good parents,” Richard responded ignoring the compliment as he glanced over his shoulder, “So was there any disturbances outside of my kidnapping?”


    “Davina, I think made a few appearances she kept interacting with Boss. Outside of that, the ship was quiet, we kept the guard up and we spent the rest of our time existing leads,” Spark informed.


    “Hmm,” mused Richard as he reentered his quarters. He scanned over his papers. “I need to look into what Laurella was dealing with I need to make sure she wasn’t tricked into overpaying the docking fees. Not to mention I still need to file my crew documents. I may need to fake a thing or two for chief,” he mused as he seemed to have stopped talking to Spark.


    “Your doing it again,” Spark pointed out as Richard paused


    “I am thinking of moving the ship out of port during the night, putting some distance between the Eagle and any more late night guests.” He said his eyes looking into hers.


    “That wouldn’t be a bad idea, I think chief tried but the ship wouldn’t move while you were gone,” Spark pointed out.


    “I wonder,” Richard pondered, “Anyway no time like the present, I better ask to see if anyone is not on board before heading for deeper waters.


    “Tray!” Richard called out as he headed back to the main deck to see they still playing cards by lantern light. They all looked at him, “Is anyone ashore, tonight?” he inquired.


    “I think Stephano to be honest, but he hasn’t been on the ship for a while,” York informed as Tray nodded in agreement.


    “Okay I am taking the Eagle out to deeper waters, then, we have had too many late night guests,” Richard informed as he headed to the wheel.


    “We should alert the crew,” York said as the sails drew to their full size as the ship moved the slow creak echoed as York and Arvil headed to the outer rail of the Golden Eagle to watch it slowly turn in a way no ship should have been able and gently sail out into deeper waters.


    “Impressive,” Arvil admitted as he glanced up, “All without the wind this ship is a marvel to behold.”


    Richard inhaled the ocean’s smell as the wind whipped at his hair. It hadn’t taken long but he was addicted to the feel of Golden Eagle under his fingertips. “Ah,” he yawned as he blinked his eyes. “I could do this all night,” he said with a fond smile.


    “Can I take the helm? Spark asked giving Richard a pair of puppy dog eyes


    “Have you ever steered a ship?” he asked raising an eyebrow.


    “Please?” she added as Richard sighed rolling his eyes playfully.


    “Okay, she moves a lot faster than most,” He warned as he released one hand and gestured for her to move forward she stepped in as Richard closed his hand back on the wheel. She mirrored his hands as he released taking a side step to the left.


    “Normally you have a second person here to help yell out orders and to be your second set of eyes. On most ships, it’s always best to have a solid chain of command, but thanks to you just one person could easily sail this ship even if an extra set of eyes near the front would help.”


    “We are not at risk of hitting anyone are we?” Spark said as her voice peaked in panic.


    “Not to worry,” Richard soothed, “I already had my eyes out, with it being night almost everyone is either docked or anchored just keep her steady and we will be far enough out.” Richard let a slight chuckle, as he pulled out a spyglass.


    He scanned the area making sure everything was in decent shape normally traveling around in the dark this close to the dock was risky but the Eagle came with some benefits that negated that risk. He scanned over the docks, most were in shadow not giving much light only specs seemed to cover the lampposts and the occasional candle in the window.


    “Hmm,” Richard mused, “That’s odd,” he admitted as he lowered the spyglass. “Perhaps we headed out too soon.”


    “What do you mean?” Spark asked glancing over at him.


    “Someone seems to be sending out some barrels with something tied to them.” Richard said, “Turn to the port side, see if I can get a better look. I think I spot a few barrels, I think someone must have had an accident,”


    “Some get a net, we got some missing supplies or something, drifting around in the docks!” called out as he jumped down to the four from before.


    “I was just about to win,” Tray complained


    “No you weren’t,” York said with a cocky grin as the four met Richard off to the port side of the ship.


    Spark moved the ship as Richard pointed out the barrel. “I’ll get a net,” Tin said as he headed below deck.


    “Does anyone actually know where anything on this ship?” York asked as Tray shrugged, Arvil just laughed, as Tin popped back up with his hands filled with a net.


    “Huh,” Tray said as Tin rushed over,


    “I don’t really have a good aim when it comes this,” Tin admitted as he glanced over, York snorted as he held up his hand for the net. Tin handed it over and with a mighty throw, he missed.


    “Looks like you’re not the only one,” Richard chuckled as York glared at him as he pulled the now soaked net, he pulled it back up as the ship moved closer and closer. Richard had to stop himself from taking control over the golden Eagle to make things easier.


    Richard tempered himself as they tried a few more times before finally netting the barrel and Richard had a feeling he knew what was tied to it, even before they dragged it up and into the light.


    “Well, a body,” York spoke what everyone was thinking. Spark flew over to them as the Anchor hit the water letting out a massive splash.


    “Give me a second,” Arvil, threw his hands forward and sent a gust of wind over the body drying it off and he rolled his wrist keeping the wind going. “For the smell,” he explained as Richard nodded. He bent down and frowned he didn’t have a knife on him.


    “Here,” York handed him a bowie knife, he cut the body loose as he waved at James who nodded and rolled the barrel of to the side.


    He quickly started going over the man’s gear when he felt something and that wasn’t bone or skin. “A glass bottle,” Richard discovered as he plucked out a bottle with a message in it. He stood up breaking the bottle over the rail as he flicked the note open.


    “So is there anything in the barrel?” Arvil asked glancing at the barrel as Richard scanned over the letter mouthing the words a bit but otherwise ignoring the others.


    Tray dug his fingers and pried the lid open but was disappointed to find it empty. “Okay so that was a waste of time,” Tray lamented,


    “This fucking bites,” Richard growled slamming the sheet of paper into Tin’s chest as he grabbed onto it.


    “So what do we do with the body?” Tin shouted as Richard marched back to the bow of the ship.


    “Throw it overboard I do not have time to waste on proper corpse disposal,” Richard called back as the four glanced at each other as Tray glanced down at the open Barrel he had on hand.


    “You thinking what I am thinking?” Tray asked with a slight grin.


    “Yeah but where are we going to find a dress and enough makeup to make it look like a high-end hooker,” Tobi said as everyone looked at him in concerned.


  




  

    Chapter 47 Look At Em Scramble



    Richard knocked on the door, before releasing a breath. “Madison, oh fuck it. PHOEBE!” he shouted there was a rather cartoonish crash as the door was pulled open as a sword was all but swung as he soaked in the view.



    “Hi Madison,” Spark said, “We got an emergency or else we wouldn’t wake you up,” Spark apologized,


    “What she said, but you may want to grab some pants,” Richard pointed as she was sporting only a really big shirt for her sleepwear. “I am going to go get David we have a fight on our hands,” Richard said,


    “Give me a second,” Madison said pulling on some pants as she buckled her belt on, she was out the door with his sword in place, “So what is up that pulled me out of bed?” she asked,


    “I really don’t like repeating myself,” he told her with a sigh and a sidelong glance.


    “I can see that,” she observed but kept looking at him.


    “We got a trap set up for us and the messenger was a lot of bodies tied to barrels thrown in the dock,” Richard explained.


    “Gruesome,” Madison commented,


    “Yeah I want to try and clean this up before day break, but I am not sure I want to make a move unless the right channels are taken.” Richard admitted, “The last thing I need is them pinning this on me.” He muttered to himself.


    “My name may not be worth as much as my mom’s but I’ll cover you on this, get this cleaned up, I’ll talk to David and see if we can work something out.” Madison directed,


    Richard shrugged, “That’s all I need is the go ahead meet me back on deck, I’ll explain everything as soon as you and David are ready.” Richard turned heading out onto the main deck as the two separated.


    “Ask someone to put on a pot of Coffee,” Madison called as the doors started to swing closed.


    “Fine, can’t believe you drink that crap!” Richard called back.


    Madison rolled her eyes, as she headed over to knock on the door she was about to push the door open when the door caught. “Paranoid fellow,” she commented as she pushed the door a bit harder when a force slammed against the other side of the door.


    “Who is it?” David ragged as Madison backpedaled in surprise at the aggression in the doctor’s voice.


    “We need you on deck, the nights got a nasty surprise and Richard is already trying to clean it up but you’re going to need to see this, so hurry up,”


    “Fine, just don’t burst into my door like,” David warned, as Madison crossed her arms and rolled her eyes.


    “Not like you have something I haven’t seen before,” Madison muttered,


    “What’s that suppose to mean?” David called back, with an accusing tone that made Madison frown a bit harder as she glared at the door.


    “Pirates take baths to, I don’t like your implications,” Madison returned very ticked at what was coming from the other side of the door. She frowned getting no response from David even after he had been dressed and was in the hall again.


    “Well?” he questioned, “Richard needed to see us,” he urged as Madison just started at him letting the doctor understand she did not much care for the implication he had sent his way before turning on her heel and heading back to the deck.


    David followed on her heels, as they headed onto the main deck. Richard had already brought up the second barrel as Tobi and Tin worked to free the bonds on what looked like a corpse Tray and Arvil had moved the first body and stuffed it in the barrel and off to the side.


    “Oh that’s not good at all,” David acknowledged as Richard pulled out another script reading it in the light of Spark’s presence who was hovering just over his shoulder.


    “It’s the same, I got a feeling every barrel and body will have an exact duplicate of this letter, and who knows if it’s just the dock. We may have to comb the whole city,” Richard mused out loud,


    “Again?!” was echoing around Richard as he glanced at him in surprise at the shared desire.


    “Can’t we just pawn this on the guard,” Tobi said, “Or at least send someone expendable to tell chief.”


    Richard opened his mouth but paused closed, and with one extra second realization dawned on him. “So I see, David Madison We can handle this, you go scramble the tin heads.”


    “Your are getting to use to bossing us around,” David grumbled, as Madison nodded agreeing with Richard’s direction as he handed David the paper.


    “Dear city of gaslight,” David started reading as Madison glanced back to see him struggling to keep pace as he read the note. “Do to the recent loss of my latest victim as well as a very valued tool, I have found my plans stopped with the recent knowledge the Dragon Mage is coming you may find me at this location.” David trailed off as he frowned.


    “This sounds like a trap,” Madison said calmly.


    “Of course it’s a trap. The question is what kind, is the I am going out in a blaze of glory, or is he hoping to fake his death?” David frowned,


    “We should stake this place out and have guards watching the swear as well. If worse comes to worse we need to make sure the nose stays firmly around his neck.” Madison said as she glanced around finding no carriages they could hail.


    “Aye,” David agreed, “


    Madison kept heading towards the castle, moving to the guard Barracks located within the castle walls. The two kept their eyes peeled looking for any more notes or worse bodies littering but the pair didn’t find anything out of the ordinary.


    “Madison?” came a voice as the knight paused in her stride.


    “Um,” she had to think for a second as David paused as well confused at the sudden stop. “Stephano?” she asked as she darted around.


    “Hey sis,” said what she thought was a bum


    “Is that you?” Madison asked,


    “I have to admit the Pirate is a bit odd but how do you know, this vagabond?” David question.


    “Oh come now everything is not as it seems, besides,” he said standing up. “You would not believe the money I make in handouts.” He grinned as he pulled out a rag to clean up his very dirty face. He was sporting a similar sleeveless coat but unlike his normal one it was brown patched and had what looked like burn holes scattered along the bottom of it.


    He pulled the coat showing an athletic form as he pulled out his normal more clean coat as he rapped the raggedy one up and tossed in a bag. “I have heard word that Richard managed to make an escape today, may I walk with you?” he asked as Madison nodded. “I also heard rumblings of ever more disappearances. Despite the hit they seem to be even more active, the vacancy of the streets can attest to that.” He explained filling them in with information as he jogged along.


    “We found bodies being dropped within the harbor, Richard is cleaning them up, we also have a location as well. We are going to scatter the guards and check the city for more issues.” Madison said catching the man up.


    “I can start now, I can move much faster and hit all the main traffic areas in the city, and meet you back at the Eagle in time to finish this group off.” Stehano declared clenching his fist before throwing it the side.


    “Why so fired up?” Madison asked raising an eyebrow.


    “They evaded me once, they will not do so again,” He said darkly before he suddenly leaped away from them heading up a parked cart onto a street sign and then onto the rooftops and out of sight.


    “How the fuck did he do that?” David asked in awe as he looked at Madison than back to where Stehano had vanished from sight.


    “Not sure I thought It might be magic or any number of things but all I have are possible theories and nothing more. Keep time David we can’t slow down we need the city checked before Daybreak and we need just as much to try and contain this issue before it goes anymore out of hand.


    “You are a very laid back group, that’s dangerous to leave things to the unknown,” David advised,


    “I am a Dame I doubt my father or family would be all that keen on me being active on the Golden Eagle so you’re telling the wrong person.” She returned as once again she was heading past the main gates of the castle.


    “You didn’t say you would be opposed,” David said as they were waved in by the guard who didn’t even bother stopping them.


    “Well do you see the Navy able to do much? Most of the nations are busy glaring at each other while a single Pirate has created an empire, of super powered captains we all but lost the archipelago ocean.”


    “With Britania and Frankia both staring down at each other the moment one of them makes a move to deal with the Pirates they fear the other nation will attack.” David reminded.


    “I don’t need a history lesson, I know the state of current politics, Hispin, and Denlands all have carved our Empires across the plant, I know all this,” Madison glared back shaking her head. “But nobody wants to be the one who moves for fear of a war to break out on Ervon, they don’t want to be caught with their pants down. I get it but this is getting outrageous, and something needs to be done.” Madison ranted,


    “I didn’t mean to insult just letting you know the stakes are much higher than you think.” David reminded playing the voice of reason.


    “Yeah you never know when the stakes may be much higher than you realize,” Morgan interrupted, as the two froze to see the man “Oh don’t mind me, I heard captain Richard is back up on his feet, that’s good to hear, I don’t think you would be getting much work, David, if such a high profile failure besmirched your good name.”


    “I can assure you with the recent events, I am more than confident. Why are you here?” David asked crossing his arms and frowning at the man.


    “I could ask the same, after all, we were told to work together,” He reminded


    “Oh boy, okay here we go, we just got settled in when suddenly … So we have a final location but we want to keep panic to a minimal and we are expecting a fight. However, Richard lacks the manpower.” Madison quickly summed up.


    “Why not come find me first?” Lord Morgan asked,


    “I have no idea where you are staying in the castle,” Madison admitted, “Well let’s be honest you being here has just been a mass of surprises. Speaking of which why are you hanging around out in front of the guard’s barracks?” She asked raising an eyebrow.


    “I had word that you were in the area, and figured you were heading here,” he admitted with a shrug, Madison glanced up at the ramparts and spotted a shadowy figure who waved at her, Madison hesitantly waved back before looking back at Morgan.


    “If you watched me like you watched this city we wouldn’t be running around like chickens with our heads cut off,” Madison commented looking back.


    “I’ll scramble the guard,” Morgan said ignoring the comment. “now then what’s the address?” he asked, looking at David.


    “Here,” David said handing it over,


    “At least one of you is able to cooperate, anyway after this is all handled I would like to request a one to one meeting with Richard at least when he’s recovered enough after his three months,” Morgan said,


    “I’ll pass that along but I have no idea what you expect will come of it, Richard’s pretty stubborn,” Madison informed with a shrug, but before you go to this address, do a quick run of the city see if you can find any bodies, the city is in enough of a panic as it is,” Madison advised,


    “Noted, you know I am a very lucky man,” Morgan said with a grin, “If you were the older sibling I don’t think I could have lodged myself so firmly in this city or your family,” he said with a wicked grin.


    Madison just looked at him with a cold dead expression. The seconds seemed to tick by as David eyed Madison, eyeing her sword and her body language as if expecting some kind of movement. “Davina hasn’t really been trying has she?” Madison suddenly asked.


    Morgan’s neck pulled back in surprise for the briefest of seconds, before answering. “What gives you that idea?”


    “I can’t hear her anymore,” Madison admitted,


    “Honestly I want him dead but Davina and Darcy are not part of my crew and there for have some wiggle room when it comes to fallowing orders. I suspect Davina is bidding her time in hopes of bringing in the Golden Eagle, I personally think it’s impossible but I expect that Blackbeard while requiring an honest attempt. With him killing of Brendan that leaves an opening,”


    “Fair enough, but I think you’re wasting your time as well,” Madison said with a sardonic smile. Morgan frowned at the smile as his brow wrinkled in confusion. “Anyway good luck with the guard, give the captain my regards.” With that, Madison headed back.


    “What was that all about?” David asked,


    “What part?” Madison replied glancing over at David,


    “I don’t much care being left in the dark, I feel like I am missing some critical information from both of you.”


    “Well try to piece together I am not saying anything out loud with that crazy twin running around,” Madison waited after the comment expecting a comedic response but nothing was forthcoming.


    “So I see, so what now exactly?” David asked,


    “We get to work preparing, we clean up the harbor and maybe even the city hopefully we can use the lack of a times table to get some prep work up and working, I am not sure exactly what anyone has in mind but I will be damned if I don’t at least try to stop it. It may even be best for us to get as much sleep as possible.”


    “I can see that as a good option I would like to head home and get some of my tea then, I have a hard time sleeping with this many questions running around in my head and I wouldn’t mind having it since it helps me sleep,” David admitted.


    “Not a bad idea, but I would rather inform someone before running off,” Madison said letting David know that she didn’t not fully trust him either, he didn’t seem to react all that much to the implication.


    “Fair enough,” David said “Hey Kid!” he called out as he drew attention to a street urchin. “You want a simple well paying job?” he asked as the dirty kid glanced up and nodded. “Take this note to this address, and Deliver it to the man who answers the door. He will pay you for your time, and will be more than enough for a week’s worth of food you in?”


    Madison sighed as the kid all but snatched the note David had written up. “Now is not the time,” she muttered to herself as David nodded, “Well that’s one way of dealing with it,”


    “It’s fast and reliable,” David said as he put away his writing utensils. “Now then we really should find a faster means of travel, running back and forth from the castle may be good but we are on a bit of a time crunch.” David reminded,


    “Not yet,” Madison interrupted, “Come on the castle only has one entrance he should know about and we are not leaving until the guard is moving.”


    “You are not very trusting,”


    “Yeah even if you have held your tongue, on sensitive matters trusting the wrong people got me stuck on that ship.” Madison reminded


    “Look I can understand that but the fact is Spark isn’t ousted and I am keeping Morgan’s true nature under my hat why the sudden change.


    “Do you see Richard here?” Madison asked “The Golden Eagle is the only place where I know were the people stand and while I do appreciate your discretion on the matter, I wish we had time to go over everything but sadly like you said time,”


    “Well we got time know, I take it the fairy is the reason Richard has the Golden Eagle?”


    “The long and short of it, yes. Brendan was killed off and Richard has made sure no more Lords will be popping up any time soon. So where do you stand on all that,”


    “Were any good Britannia citizen would they need to be put down. But my arena is in the more obscure so when this is all over I will wish Richard luck and send him on his way.” David said with a chuckle, “I do think I hear the guard rumbling come on we got work to do,” David advised as Madison nodded notably a bit more relaxed.


  




  

    Chapter 48 Stake Out



    “So how much supplies do you think they can stash in this old factory?” Richard asked as he sat on the roof of a nearby building.



    “Not sure, but looking at the size, I would say at least three months,” Eagle Eye admitted, as he glanced.


    Richard frowned, Eagle eye had joined him on a bit of scouting, checking the location in question not too long after Madison and David had left. “I don’t see any movement you?”


    “Not even any light, If I was passerby I wouldn’t suspect this place to be any different than any other. No signs of forced entry not even the flicker of a shadow. If I were a betting man I would say this place is empty and booby-trapped,”


    “It’s what I would do, so think you can fire off a few arrows into a window and see if we set anything off?” Richard asked,


    “Hmm wouldn’t be a bad idea, but I thought the idea of fishing those bodies out of the water was to keep people from panicking?” Eagle eye reminded


    “Well it’s either we test our limits or we risk a life, I would let the city panic if it means me and you get back to the ship in one piece,” Richard said.


    “If that the case I say we move back a building or so, that way we won’t have as much a risk in case they have booby-trapped the windows,”


    “I hate this dealing with someone who knows magic means you can never be too careful,” Richard grumbled, as he stood up he felt his body protest for a second but crushed it.


    “Still not fully recovered?” Eagle Eye asked glancing over at him.


    “Enough to scout,” Richard insisted as he took the lead making his way back.


    “You don’t have to be out here I don’t need a guiding hand,” Eagle Eye replied neutrally.


    “I know, it’s not for your sake but my own, that I am out here,” Richard said. “Second-hand information sucks,” Richard said with a sigh, as He headed down the fire exit attached to the outside. Eagle Eye paused waiting for Richard as he made his way down the stairs.


    Richard dropped down to the ground as he waited for Eagle Eye to lead the way. “So when are you going to give me your real name?” Richard asked


    “What difference does it make?” Eagle Eye asked glancing back at him as he seemed to take in distances scanning the other buildings in the area.


  


  

    “Well for one if I say Eagle, I can already hear Tobi asking if I am talking about you are the ship,” Richard admitted with a mild chuckle.


    “How is that my problem?” he asked, Richard glanced up as if thinking for a second.


    “It’s really not but I doubt your name is actually Eagle Eye,” Richard admitted with a shrug,


    “And how would you know what is and is not a proper name?” Eagle Eye asked,


    “I know as much as any outsider could know, which is more than you would expect, but less than I should,” Richard said


    “If you are trying to instigate me it will not work I have dealt with far worse,” Eagle Eye said stopping as he looked at Richard. Richard glanced back with a board expression of mild interest.


    “I don’t doubt it,” Richard said letting the silence close back over them, Richard grabbed onto the latter and followed Eagle Eye up another flight of stairs to a roof a bit farther back. Eagle notched and drew out the bow as Richard slide his hands into his pocket and watched quietly eyeing the building in question.


    The wind seemed to pick up as the pair waited in silence. Richard didn’t move as he waited to let the man make his shot in peace, before finally after a long while the arrow was sent flying and went crashing into the window shattering it. The two stood waiting and listening but getting nothing more than normal city background noise.


    “Well that’s enough for tonight with everyone rested up tomorrow nights when the really stake out starts,” Richard said as he turned away.


    “We came all this way just to shot an arrow?” Eagle Eye asked raising an eyebrow at Richard.


    “You are more than welcome to check it out if you feel up for it, however, I am not at my best tonight, it’s enough for me to know the location, the arrow was just to test the defenses,” Richard admitted,


    “We did make the trip I would think we would take full advantage of it,” Eagle Eye advised, Richard, frowned he bounced on the balls of his feet testing himself.


    “I am not sure, this could be a bit more risk than I am willing to take,” Richard admitted, not denying the desire but his body was still not responding as well as he would like especially if risking a chase.


    “Just stay in the shadows of the building, and hide, there isn’t a white man in this city that can outrun me,” Eagle Eye said as if simply stating a fact.


    “Fine,” Richard lamented, “But I am lucky they want me alive you don’t have the same luxury,” he reminded, Eagle didn’t respond to the comment as they headed back down to streets. Richard keeping back as Eagle Eye doubled back on their trek.


    Richard and Eagle Eye slowly moved around the factory in question, both frowning as they kept a solid distance just in case. “I ah,” Richard pointed to an empty wall. Eagle Eye had to squint but he could see the outline of rust the wall had its metal escape stairs removed.


    “This may take a bit more time, but not impossible,” Eagle Eye admitted as he glanced over at the metal pool, as he planned his means of getting to the roof. Richard watched the man plot as he kicked off his shoes and adjusted his bow and Quiver making sure everything was in place.


    He clung to the metal street lamp and managed to climb up to the top he leaped up his fingers digging into the window pane. Richard watched as he slowly stood up and glanced in. “It’s just dark, I beginning to think this may have been a goose chase.” He admitted.


    “Don’t mess with that window, if you can head up to the one you broke and clear out the glass,” Richard advised, Eagle Eye nodded leaping a bit and clinging onto the next window pane above him. Replicating it to the second window he was now about three stories above ground and with one last leap, he was on the roof. He stood up as he glanced down at Richard.


    “I really should have some rope,” Richard mused to himself as he glanced around for some kind of substitute but found nothing. “I need to make a note of that,” he was cut out of his musings as the sound of glass cracking and shattering. Richard sighed as he lost sight of Eagle.


    “Empty,” echoed out of the building as Richard frowned turning his back to the building. “I am going to,” he cut off, Richard spun back around eyeing the window from the street, Richard pulled out tooth and claw and started to take in every inch of the area around him as his ears zoned in on even the slightest of movements.


    Richard frowned as he heard something maybe movement inside the building. He glanced up fuck all the windows were too high to use. “Damn ass backward business owners, how can people escape if they can’t reach the windows. He rushed with the only option being the front door.


    He turned a corner and spotted the door he felt his hand’s hesitate for that brief second before he made his way for the door. When the sound of glass shattered behind him; “Music to my ears,” Richard skidded before doubling back.


    Richard spotted Eagle standing over another figure delivering some hard body blows, as Richard moved in as fast as his legs could carry him. Eagle nodded and the two headed out with a few more figures jumped out behind them from the broken window.


    “What happened in there?” Richard wheezed out as he tried to keep pace.


    “I got jumped I think they have some kind of basement since the inside seemed pretty empty. I am at a loss as to what they are up to but they had a few people waiting fro me, they didn’t seem to expect me from the window I broke into.


    “Did you at least get your arrow back?” Richard asked as Richard glanced back. Firing off tooth dropping one of the men chasing him.


    “Can you keep going?” Eagle asked as Richard clutched his side slowing down giving the man his answer as he spun into a slide drawing his bow and setting out an arrow. The Arrow hit it’s mark, as Richard drew his sword, only for the man to go after Eagle Eye, Richard frowned as he looked at both of his weapons as the two grappled.


    A massive roar hit the ears as l cliff dropped out of nowhere dropping onto the now screaming attacker. “Someone shut him up,” Richard complained, “This damn pistol already kills my ears as it is.”


    “Bam head shot,” Kareem said hitting the man in the skull knocking him out cold.


    “What the heck are you doing here?” Eagle Eye asked as he looked at Kareem.


    “Laurella woke up and asked, so we told her what when down and she jumped back in her room. Said we needed to get your ass cause you’re not recovered yet so she sent me to go find you,” Kareem quickly explained.


    “So I take it you used the address?” Richard asked,


    “Heck no, I used her,” Kareem pointed out as the two glanced up to see the yellow stripped bat dangling from a lamp post.


    “I forgot about Flutters,” Richard admitted rubbing his chin.


    “I would have guessed the big cat,” Eagle Eye admitted, as Richard smacked his forehead


    “That does seem a bit more plausible,” Richard admitted,


    “Anyway I take it we have a confirmed place?” Kareem asked as Cliff moved around the man’s legs.


    “Yes, But I am still not sure what is going on, something is bugging me and I can’t place my finger on it,” Richard said stroking his facial hair.


    “Well we finished what we set out to do,” Eagle Eye pointed out, “We may want to take care of the bodies as well,” He added as he pulled out his arrow.


    “Wouldn’t be a bad idea, come one give me a hand,” Richard said as he put his weapons away and grabbing a pair of legs.


    “You got an idea where we are putting this at?” Kareem asked grabbing the body by the shoulders.


    “Yep there is an old river not far from here perfect place to dump a body,” Richard directed.


    “Interesting idea,” Eagle Eye admitted,


    “Not really people tossed all kinds of things into that river all the time, heck I swore I saw some people tossing a body in back in the day.” Richard waved off as Kareem and Eagle Eye looked at each other in concern.


    “Really?” Kareem asked,


    “Old story I never saw it, but the ghost stories were more than enough of a reason to spread the story around.” Richard said, “Besides the funeral home is going to be closed and I am not paying for this guy to get a box, maybe if he hadn’t tried to kill me,” He admitted,


    “I hope if I die I don’t get the same treatment,” Kareem laughed morbidly.


    “We do our job right, they throw a parade and create a holiday for the day you die,” Richard said with a smirk.


    “You know that’s a cool idea,” Kareem admitted, Richard grinned as they glanced at Eagle Eye who just frowned and shrugged his shoulders.


    “This not the time,” Eagle Eye interrupted


    “Yeah shouldn’t we be dealing with some more, I mean three guys, something is up,” Richard admitted.


    “I take it you want to head back then?” Eagle Eye sighed while showing as stern as ever Richard picked up he was getting annoyed.


    “This situation is bugging me, I just wish we had an explosives expert or someone with a passing knowledge of magic.” Richard admitted, “We need to find some rope or something, I need to get up there,”


    “I am supposed to bring you back,” Kareem reminded with a frown.


    “You will just not as soon as the doctor would like,” Richard said with a chuckle. “Still it looks like my options are not all that sure,” Richard frowned he wasn’t too happy while garbage was piled up around there wasn’t anything sizeable he could use to stake or climb on.


    Eagle Eye tired of standing around climbed back up to the busted window. Richard frowned not bothering to pay too much mind to the man as he tried to hunt for his own way in. “Here,” Eagle Eye announced as he lowered down a rope. Richard frowned taking a deep breath. Grabbing Hand over Hand Richard pulled himself up the side of the wall, he felt his brow start to sweat. He grabbed onto the edge of the roof as he pulled himself. Kareem waited until Richard was stationed before pausing he took the rope and tied it into a harness for Cliff then quickly scaled the rope much faster than Richard did.


    Then to finish the job pulling the big cat up as well. Richard was surprised he expected Cliff to be like most cats when moved destructive piles of claws and fur. With everyone, steady Eagle lead the way into the building. The place was Dark bits of dust and old equipment littered the area as the group found themselves on a guard rail. “Hmm Textiles,” Richard said recognizing some of the equipment.


    “Textiles?” Eagle eye asked,


    “Cloth and fabric stuff, mostly a job woman do, my mom was in the field for a while,” Richard admitted as he found the rope. He untied it and quickly wound it up, and with a slight tie to keep track of the ends threw it over his head letting it across his chest.


    “Now the main entrance,” Eagle Eye said as he headed down the path to find some stairs guided by the moonlight shining through the windows.


    “This city seems to have a lot of empty factories not being used,” Kareem pointed out, why is that?”


    “They outsourced the labor, to the colonies still have slavery so a lot of factories got set up there to make use of that detail, so labor is so cheap they ran a lot of factories out of business,” Richard admitted,


    “That’s not good on a lot of fronts,” Kareem admitted, as they finally found the stairs, heading down they noticed a pile up on the wall not too far from them, as well as a slight light peaking through some cracks


    “If not there someplace else would have, sadly owning people seems to be all over the place nothing worse than not having control of your own destiny,” Richard said,


    Eagle Eye moved around the objects to get a look at the light “Barrels you don’t think?” Kareem pointed out as he opened one up, “Cannon powder,” he confirmed,


    “And a Candle,” Eagle Eye confirmed, “The front door is booby trapped this place is set to explode,”


    “I knew something didn’t seem right, about this place,” Richard said his suspicions confirmed.


    “Okay then let’s disarm it,” Kareem advised as he moved forward moving over a few barrels to his way to the door he licked his fingers and put the candle out. Drawing one of his Daggers on the belt over his chest he started to cut up the rope sabotaging the mechanism. “There,” he sighed in relief as he glanced at his handy work.


    “Now to head home, we should fill everyone in on what is up, I have to admit, this has been and interesting night,” Richard chuckled as he felt his muscles relax a bit. “I could go for a good night’s sleep.


    “Do you think we should do something with the barrels?” Kareem asked concerned.


    “Not tonight, besides we got the threat taken care of, and we will know what to watch out for next time. I don’t doubt when they find out we were here, they would jest set it back up so be careful okay?”


    “Right,” Kareem nodded in confirmation as Eagle Eye nodded as well but didn’t put it into words.


    “So why go through all this trouble?” Kareem wondered out loud.


    “Not sure, he seemed to gain power through the blood of some kind but he seemed to need a lot of it, his journals didn’t give much on how all this works this could be him being petty.


    “Such a waste,” Eagle Eye commented.


    “Who knows, but another thought for another day, but this shows he is not going to go quietly into the night,” Richard concluded as the three and the cat headed back onto the streets. Eagle Eye glanced up and caught a shadow on a roof not too far away.


    “We are being watched,” he informed as he pointed at the roof the other two glanced as well as Richard just shook his head.


    “Looks like you were right, we better keep an eye on the windows next time we come to this place,” Kareem advised,


    “I hate being right,” Richard grumbled as they head back to the Golden Eagle


  




  

    Chapter 49 More Senseless Violence



    Richard frowned as he took out his spyglass even in the warmth of a new day. Richard had set up a well sized parameter around the building. While he was sure this was the only one they had access to he had a good third of the crew slowly going over the buildings in the area, starting with the one he was standing on.



    Tray and James had kindly worked on some wood fences to blockade the area and Goliam had peeled off all the manholes making up the area, outside of flight or teleportation, which the later he was now pretty sure was no longer an option, would mean nobody could make it in. Richard had set up a small base camp.


    They had set up some water and food on a small table under a tent. With Sam running between major groups alongside Jill to keep everyone hydrated and attentive. Richard held in a Yawn as Boss stood next to him.


    Both of them looked pretty tired, but Boss looked like he was ready to head back to sleep at any second. “I have to admit I am surprised,” David admitted with a hint of pleasantness. “Your actions always seemed to be that of a playboy but you can be professional.”


    “I am doing everything I can to minimize risks,” Richard admitted with a shrug, “Hopefully Morgan will be showing up soon. Shouldn’t we meet the Captain of the guard as well, this seems like something he should be involved in.” Richard replied looking at David.


    “So long as I am not covered in mud this time,” Madison muttered under her breath, but before anyone could speak on the comment a bark interrupted. Richard glanced over as Sam rushed forward with Jill pausing to wait for him to catch up. He shakily and slowly moved through a few hand signs.


    Richard returned the greeting before he took a note Sam had handed to him. “Speak of the Devil, Nathan we have some guests to greet seems as though Tin is giving our Lordship a hard time,” Richard said with a chuckle.


    “Sounds good to me,” Nathan said, “Don’t you think Madison and David should come with us?” he advised,


    “Not a bad idea,” Madison said, “Not that you were leaving without me anyway,”


    “Agreed, besides everything is well in hand your doctor and your first mate is more than qualified,” David complemented as he glanced over to see Laurella sitting off to the side reading a novel.


    “Flattery,” Laurella waved off as she turned a page in her book.


    Well,” Richard started as he moved for the fire exit when Richard felt a tug on his sleeve. He glanced down to see Sam as he pointed over at the tent, as Richard nodded. Sam and Jill took off to the shade both enjoying the water on supply.


    Richard frowned the sun was near its apex and the day was on the hotter end of the spectrum. So he kept his pace not wanting to move too quickly. Nathan moved down his coat thrown over his shoulder


    It didn’t take long for them to drop down to the streets as he walked over to the checkpoint Tin was at. It wasn’t hard there was already some shouting as Richard glanced down to See Tin standing in the middle of the roadblock as Morgan barked at him.


    “Tin having trouble with another group of workers?” Richard shouted as Tin turned to look at him.


    “I told him to wait, but for you but he doesn’t seem to get that we got everything under control,” Tin called back as Richard shook his head.


    “No doubt Morgan’s looking for an easy way to up his reputation,” Madison muttered,


    “What is the meaning of this dog?” Morgan shouted.


    “That’s Sir Zane, Lord Morgan show some respect,” Madison informed as the four approached.


    “You are in the way of official guard business,” Morgan declared loudly


    “Yeah, I am working on orders of Lord Stronglance himself, to hunt down the man behind the recent string of murders,” Richard listed off in a board tone.


    “We are working together,” Morgan said, “So let me pass.”


    “Look we got it all take care off you can follow the space around to reinforce the blockade and you can join us at the home base we are just getting ready to infiltrate the main building, just as soon as the other factories are checked for traps,” Richard explained trying to be reasonable despite the fact he was sure as soon as the dust settled he would be Dealing with Morgan next.


    “Not going to happen you’re taking too much time I am dealing with this now!” Morgan said getting in Richard’s face.


    “We have reason to believe the building is booby trapped,” Richard insisted not letting the man so much as getting an annoyed expression.


    “How so?” Morgan tried to pry,


    “We dealt with one for the main door last night,” Richard admitted when he suddenly realized he may have given too much information.


    “And I take it you dealt with this?” Morgan asked with a grin,


    “Of cou-,” Madison started only for Morgan to take out his own long sword and slash it down splitting the wood fence in half.


    “Then you are holding up the law. Move forward!” Morgan ordered as he elbow checked Richard pushing to the side as the armored guard forced their way past Richard. The group all but scattered making way for the guard as Richard frowned his anger growing not a Madison but more on himself.


    “Glory hound!” Tin shouted at the backs of the guard.


    “I counted about half the normal size of the guard just marched about 100, total,” Madison mused. As Richard glanced,


    “So where is the rest at?” David asked, I mean he did hire in all the extra man power why not make sure this is dealt with?”


    “I am missing a vital piece of information,” David and Richard said at the same time. David looked at Richard in surprise but Richard didn’t return it.


    “For now we are on standby everyone spread the word expect anything,” Richard said as everyone nodded heading off in different directions. Tin sighed as he looked at the broken barracked. He frowned at as Richard shook his head. “I need a vacation, first chance I get, where to go?” he frowned as he tried to think of some place he could go to relax.


    BADA-BOOM


    Richard covered his ears as the sudden explosion, as a massive cloud of smoke erupted into the sky all but blocking out the sun. A massive gust of wind hit half way through the eruption. His hair kicked back as he glanced at Tin. Not even needing to speak the two knew full well what to do.


    Richard felt his speed lagging but Tin was no sprinter himself, the pair quickly rushed forward as they bother covered up their mouths as dust seemed to hold in the air just enough to agitate the mouth.


    Tin pulled out a red cloth and folding it in half tied it over his mouth a noise. Jill started barking as people seemed to start moving but Richard couldn’t tell who was who, not to mention the explosion had his ears ringing so hard he could be screamed at and not know who was addressing him.


    Tin nodded keeping close to Richard as moth of them went back to back. Richard coughed as he drew his cutlass. Tin glanced his shoulder at Richard as he glanced around picking up a three foot partially destroyed two by four.


    “We really do need to work on getting everyone some gear and equipment,” Richard thought to himself as a figure staggered forward. The figure waved as Richard used his elbow to get Tin’s attention.


    Something dropped from his head as lee spotted a helmet of the guard and Richard rushed forward. He swooped in putting the man’s arm over his shoulder. He was ready to move as Tin took the other side, the man’s face was covered in dirt and he couldn’t really getting anything other than he looked about Richard’s age maybe a bit younger. The two struggled a bit trying to find a direction as Richard guided the pair up to the base they had set up. Richard finally got his hearing back, as He and Tin got to the spot as Laurella scurried about in a panic.


    “We got injured,” Richard called as the doctor finally stopped panicking enough to take the injured guardsmen.


    “This is bad communications down,” Madison said laying the man down on the ground.


    “You didn’t send Richard out in this did you?” Richard jumped to a conclusion as Madison shot him a glare then nodded to the tent to see Jill was hiding under the bed with Sam trying to coax her out.


    “I need to have some kind of ear protection or I am going to go deaf,” Richard grumbled, “Well Tin Let’s go we need to get this place back under control,”


    “You got it, boss,” Tin said with a smirk, “Sam you keep this place safe we are counting on you,” he encouraged as Sam turned and snapped off a quick salute.


    Richard bolted almost jumping down steps as Richard followed. “I think something inside of that building we missed maybe something on the floor we didn’t set off,” Richard surmised, “We should head there first but be careful we have no idea what to expect,” Richard explained.


    “You can count on me,” He said they both hit street level and booked it for the center. They dashed through the dust finally starting to settle giving Richard and Tin a bit more vision as Richard heard some flapping.


    “Captain,” Morsina greeted as she dropped down, “We have a small group set up with Arken and Goliam he was easy to group too, most people left their post but we still have some semblance of a perimeter, Spark is still keeping an eye out for the old one,” She explained, Richard glanced up seeings light glint that wasn’t the sun.


    “Good to hear, we need to start closing in I want all Survivors brought to base camp and Tell Goliam to head there post haste I need him to beef up security for the doctor and the wounded,” Richard ordered and with a nod, she was back in the air.


    “Man she creeps me out,” Tin admitted as he looked at Richard.


    “We all have preferences, but now is not the time,” Richard said as a sudden low rumble seemed to rise up. Suddenly a group of shouting screaming men with nothing on suddenly jumped them.


    “What the fuck?” Tin cried out as Richard drew his sword. The men all armed with what could have been fishing spears. Tin threw the chunk of wood knocking into the spears as Richard charged in. his blade ran true, as he dropped the full group. He quickly cleaned the blade as he looked down at the bodies in confusion.


    “That was two easy, Between Morgan and Amaro I know I am being played but fuck if I don’t know the end goal. Especially for Amaro,” He cursed, Tin ground a long metal pipe and took that for his new weapon.


    Richard kept moving as he soon heard the sounds of fighting. “It’s never a dull day with you around,” Tin cracked as Richard just smirked and shook his head.


    “Richard!” Boss cried out as Richard spotted him as he finished putting down another body James and Tray watched his back.


    Richard heard the air whirling as he spun around to See Tin slam the metal pipe into a man’s ribcage, The sound of cracked bones echoed a bit as the body spun to the ground before curling up into a ball.


    “This guy is supposed to be rich right?” Tin asked as he looked over at Richard, “You think he would at least give them a helmet or breastplate.”


    “Blood magic something is up, the trap isn’t over yet, Fall Back!” Richard shouted at the top of his lungs when suddenly a series of explosions went off as the buildings started to crumble and fall, cutting off exits and creating, even more, dust in the air.


    “I don’t think that’s really going to work,” Boss said looking at the rubble will it would slow them down it wasn’t impossible to escape.


    Richard frowned as he looked over the area, realizing the space around them was in a rather decent circle. “Oder stands to fall back!” Richard shouted as everyone started to move away from the center, when suddenly He noticed something red, flow past him. He glanced as his eyes went wide blood seemed to be flowing around him to the center.


    “That’s disgusting,” Tin said looking at the blood.


    “Oh god he sent his minions he had left caused the explosion to get as much blood as possible, this fucker is up to something big,” Richard cursed as he followed the blood.


    “I thought we were retreating?” Tin called,


    “I would love to but the more people that end up dying is just going to make this worse, Charge in!” Richard shouted as Boss shrugged his shoulders and followed suit. Richard moved kicking up rubble and rock as he kept his eyes peeled. He made it over a hill before dropping back down as a bolt of magical energy shot where his head once was.


    “by the gods,” Tin said as he ducked his head despite it being no wear to the bolt.


    “Dandy,” Richard cursed as turned around to a hill of rubble and half-broken wall.


    Boss followed the hill around as Tray and James trailed behind him. Richard waved his hand as Nathan, Kareem, Eagle Eye, Arvil, and Tobi gathered around.


    “He’s firing of some nasty spells,” Arvil commented as a chunk of a wall soon was shattered into smaller chunks that rained down on him.


    “You got anything that could nail him at this distance?” Richard asked hopefully.


    “Nothing substantial at this range,” Arvil said with a shrug.


    “I don’t know I think you could really mess up his hair,” Tobi said sarcastically. The sound of foot on rubble broke them out of their planning.


    “We got company,” Nathan said as he brandished his Katana.


    “About seven people rushed down as everyone was charged. Tobi Swung with his Claymore lopping off a man’s leg as Richard soon found himself with someone trying to shank him.


    Quickly giving ground he watched as Boss carved up his attacker as more blood was starting to follow the rest to a central point. Richard’s attacker seemed just as hell bent as Richard grabbed the rope over his shoulder. He charged back tossing the rope at the attacker. He moved to stop it. Richard faked the man out looking to charge but with a well-placed foot he was braced behind the man and yanking onto the ropes he started the slow and painful process of strangling the man. Richard checked his rope pulling at some points the man tried in vain to cut his bonds.


    Richard glanced over his shoulder to see more people flanking in from the side as Richard realized he didn’t have the time. He pulled out Claw and put a bullet in the main. Richard holstered it and reclaimed his rope as the body fell and more blood was released.


    “I don’t think we have much of a choice but to play along,” Tobi said as he stuck his Claymore in the ground and drew two Sia as a less physically taxing weapon. Tin glanced at the sword “Help yourself,” He said as Tin took the sword up and swung that blade down cleaving a man in half.


    “Brutal,” Richard commented,


    “Nothing worse than knowing what the enemy is doing but not being able to do a damn thing to stop it,” Tobi commented, as a body jumped leaping at them both only for the sai to cut into his body as Tobi tossed the body farther away.


    “Down,” Eagle Eye ordered as they both ducked as an arrow went over their heads. Richard gave him the thumbs up but he didn’t respond.


    “How many bastards do they have?” Tray complained as his hook dug into to flesh as his short sword finished the job.


    “A lot of people to desperate to realize he’s using them but not one of these guys seems to know the first thing about fighting,” Boss commented. Richard took the chance to reload tooth as he quickly went over the steps,”


    “Can I try that out?” Tobi asked as he tossed one of the sai into another attackers chest.


    “Sure,” Richard shrugged tossing him a tooth. “But Don’t shoot near anyone they don’t always fire straight.” He warned. Richard let Talon back out as the golden blade tasted more blood. He hesitated when a guard was suddenly falling at him as he blinked. The body fell onto Richard as tow more figures rushed down having used the body as cover, Boss moved in using his shielded shoulder to crash into both of them. Boss skidded to a stop as both fell to the ground. Tin spun around using the Claymore and just cutting both heads off leaving a Line on the ground that momentarily filled with blood.


    “Hey!” Tray shouted, “I wouldn’t mind giving that a go,”


    Nathan Pulled the Guard of Richard as He got a good look at the man the right side of his face looked like it a had been burned off as his left eye moved sluggishly. “We, promised reinforcement’s where is Morgan were is Cap?” He wheezed out searching but not really seeing Richard.


    “Does anything to clean this guy up with?” Richard asked as he knelt down next to the guy.


    “I just got the big fucking sword, fine,” Tray grumbled as he pulled off his back he had strapped over his shoulder. “Laurella made us work on patching people up just in case something put her down.” He explained.


    “I kind of figured, thanks for the life story,” Boss commented, “Now stop talking, or I take the big sword.”


    “Not cool,” Tray frowned looking away from his work.


    Richard felt his right eyelid start twitching, “I am surrounded by children,” He thought to himself. He frowned as James cut down the latest attacker as they realized the area was going silent.


    “I don’t like it when it gets quiet,” Boss admitted a hint of nervousness in his voice.


    Richard took out a rag and cleaned off his blade as he held it up to spy over the shattered remains they were using as cover. “I don’t see him,” Richard admitted as he sheathed his sword and climbed up he glanced around not spotting anything that caught his eye.


    “Well?” James asked,


    “Well I have my head still on my shoulders,” Richard said glancing down as he stood up and glanced around. Taking out his pipe he slowly prepped and snapped a match. He paused before puffing the pipe putting it his mouth.


    Boss joined him next standing up as well. “See anything?” he asked,


    “No, that’s the problem a man that age shouldn’t be able to book It so easily, I think this may have been a distraction but for what I have no idea,”


    Richard dropped down and headed to the last known location. “I got the guy wrapped up, not sure if he is going to live he lost a lot of blood,” Tray said as he stood up.


    Nobody said anything as Richard paused. “Dandy, another one, does anyone have a torch?” He asked.


    “I got one,” Tray said pulling one out. He tossed it to Richard, as he caught it, Richard frowned as he lights it up. Richard paused looking down the stone stairs as he glanced back.


    “I’ll go first,” Boss said walking forward and taking the torch Richard didn’t protest much as Boss led the way down. “Oh I think I am going to gag,” He paused it hit Richard as well, using the light,


    “What kind of sick bastard,” Richard mouthed as he and Boss glanced around to see that the space at the bottom of the stairs was painted in blood.


  




  

    Chapter 50 So Much For A Truce



    “I get killing people we got to protect ourselves, and in some sick sadistic way I can understand wanting to be a pirate lord, but arts and crafts should not use body parts,” Richard frowned, as he looked at what was a half decomposed skull dangling from an arched ceiling.



    “If he like the pirate lords gets his power from blood, I am guessing this him draining every drop he can get,” Boss said as he spotted hands arms, and even organs, he frowned at the realization he recognized what the organs looked like.


    “I can see that having some weight to it, I can also see this dissuading others from entering. I got a feeling there is a reason this isn’t the main base of operations.” Richard theorized, “Okay boys cost is clear,” Richard called out as he and Boss made their way in, “Brace yourself it’s a little, corpse-y.” He added,


    There is a slight decline, and a groove, this seems to be set up to bring all the blood,” Boss said realizing the angle, Richard bent his knees getting as close as possible,


    “I am worried that whatever this groove is it may be part of something much worse,” Richard admitted as he ignored the mixed reactions of the rest of the crew behind him. “I have to admit when I first saw the paintings in blood I figured some nutjob was trying to recreate what we saw on the island, but knowing he has some magical knowledge, this just a lot more dangerous,” Richard admitted,


    “Magic, I am not sure I am dealing with magic, I get the idea of power pulling something from nothing but are there any rules that are common knowledge?”


    “Common rules most of it is legends it’s been a long time since magic has been in the hands of anyone outside of the Dragon Mage.” Richard admitted, “Well magic is weird the more you put into it the longer it lasts, the idea being magic is temporary with one exception, ruins magical engravings. Buildings, objects, heck even weapons, and in one case I city itself,” Richard said doing his best to recall the old legends revolving around the age of Mages until it ends with only the Dragon Mage seeing the end of the second mage war.


    “Sounds crazy,” Boss admitted, “So he’s shown only to use energy so far needing blood for some end game we don’t know, so I can wager he’s not a very powerful magic user,”


    “Yeah this, this level of preparation means he has at least one big move in him,” Richard pointed out as Boss nodded in agreement.


    “So how does play into all this, I heard musing it was a sacrifice to some voodoo god or something,” Boss pointed out,


    “I am thinking there may be more to it than that,” Richard said with a sigh, “If we get a chance I wouldn’t mind looking into that religion and see if that has weight to it. But for now, Richard picked up a rock and taking his rope and quickly tied the rock up.


    “What are you doing?” Boss asked as Richard smirked at him. Taking the rock as he hefted it over his shoulder before tossing it down the hall, It went a fair distance for the size of the rock as Richard pulled it back. Boss gave him a confused look when a click went off and a massive fire went off burning the area above the rock Boss’s eyes went wide as he glanced at Richard.


    “Booby traps,” Richard said with a frown. “We are going to have to take this slow and keep that in mind. He watched as the fire kept on flowing as the rest caught up to him. The smell of burning flesh started to stink up the place as bones started to break and fall to the ground.


    “This is going to be fun,” Boss said as he crossed his arms. “The bastard is milking every second we are not breathing down his neck.”


    “It’s a smart move, we pulled something similar did we not?” Richard asked with a grin as the fire finally cut out. “I wish we could bull rush this but we need to keep track of everything.


    “I’ll get more stones,” Arvil said, “Let’s hope fire is the worst of it,”


    “Well now you did it, you just had to say it,” Tobi complained as he threw his hands the air, “You fucking jinxed us,”


    “He Richard I have an idea I am going to send a massive gust of wind to see If I can trip anything,” Arvil volunteered. Richard took a step to the side letting the man step past him. Everyone paused to watch never actually seeing.


    He raised his hand as nothing seemed to happen, Richard felt everyone looking at him in confusion, when suddenly the sound of a howl hit their ears, and before one could question it a mass torrent of wind blasted past everyone taking a few by surprise as they started sliding, as the wind blitzed through the group. Richard grabbed onto the edge of walls feeling his fingers slide as the wind pressure seemed to increase, Boss dug his weapons into the side of the wall as he dug in his own heels.


    “Is the wind getting stronger?” James asked who was using his hook as he leaned as close to the wall as Possible.


    “He’s got the right idea, chief stop blocking the wind flow!” Tin called down as Boss glanced back. Everyone started to pick a side suck in their gut and tried to keep from catching the wind. The window blasted away the hanging organs and drove any blood that had not stained the ground they were standing on.


    Arvil stood still unmoving as he kept his pose until finally, the wind started to die down. The man dropped to a knee breathing heavily. “You okay?” Tobi asked moving to the man first.


    “Yeah, it just takes a lot out of me for those heavy gusts, I don’t know if it did much but it’s never a bad idea to use easier options before we go tossing a rock down a hall.” He apologized before standing back up a little shaky but still sturdy.


    “Well, a shame it didn’t work it would have shaved off a lot of time,” Richard admit lamenting the fact that it didn’t as he dragged the rock. Back in it hit the old switch but no flames came out.


    The Rock back in place the group moved up as far as they dared as Boss picked up the rock and tossed it, going a far farther distance than Richard’s initial throw. Richard mirroring his actions slowly pulled it back in as everyone waited on pins and needles. James tapped his foot fighting of impatience as Tin started to pace a bit given the small amount room he could.


    Richard took a step back as Tobi took over looking for traps, as he inspected the wall. He frowned shaking her arms to a wave of the lactic acid that had built up. He didn’t like delegating but if he wanted to see everything to the end he needed to keep his energy.


    “You know I think this is the first, actual job I have had to do, as a member of the crew,” Tobi joked as he hit another trap as the flames erupted again.


    “I think we may have created a luxury cruise rather than a military vessel,” Boss pointed out looking at Richard, who was part laughing part choking as he tried to catch his breath.


    “Maybe a self-cleaning ship was not the best idea,” Richard admitted,


    “How you can all stay so flippant I will never understand,” James muttered, the area went quiet as everyone moved back into the reality of the citation.


    Richard glanced back at the way they had come in, squinting at the opening. Richard tapped Eagle Eye on the shoulder and pointed it out. “Does that look like its closing?”


    “Yes,” Eagle Eye said his eyes going wide as everyone stopped and glanced back in panic. Richard looked back and then forward.


    “Okay, time to think, do I risk moving farther in? Or do I retreat and try again? Possible outcomes: Force my way forward likely hood of death High, traps more than likely, Retreats odds of survival high, odds of this getting dragged out Higher, odds of unseen plan success higher, odds of getting paid for fucking this up. Low,” Richard frowned as he weighted his options.


    “Fall back or charge!” Richard declared, “I am moving forward.” Richard chopped off the end of the rope leaving the rock as he moved ward, He kept low not bothering to check who was moving with him as he rushed as fast as he could. He tried to recall the traps and their placement checking for a pattern but his mind was flooded with adrenaline and was taking in information but drawing no conclusions. He felt a plate give way under his foot as he kept going dogging a sudden torrent of flames.


    “Copy me!” Boss shouted as Richard glanced back to see him weave around the trap as Tobi followed the motion to avoid it. Risking a blind charge no longer he faced forward as he could now hear the sound of stone grinding against stone.


    “This is a really bad idea,” James warned from the back as Richard pushed past heading forward. Everyone followed suit as Richard slowly moved to a stop. Boss almost crashed into Richard at the sudden stop, as he almost fell trying to move around Richard, Tobi sadly wasn’t as fast on the Draw as he crashed into Richard sending them both to the ground.


    “Why the heck did you stop?” Tobi asked as Richard Pushed him off and stood up. His eyes kept to the ground finding it so much more interesting than the brief flash he had seen of the room. “Oh god, I have seen some dark shit but what the fuck,” Tobi said as someone reached puking.


    “Tray oh god,” James commented as Richard glanced back to see the older brother rub the younger’s back as Tray gagged as harsh hacks came from his lungs, before letting out more of his stomach’s contents.


    “Nothing the Fox ever came up with this bad,” Boss finally said, “this is an indignity,” He commented as Richard felt numb, He glanced over at Boss who looked horrified, “It’s like he just rounded them up treated them like a commodity.”


    “Yeah,” Richard agreed his voice faint as he lowered the torch to the ground cutting them off from the view as best he could. His feet splashed as he walked forward as his coat felt cold and sticky he was well aware of what was likely covering his coat hands and face.


    “Just what is it that he is planning, I mean to go through all this work as a means of what?” Tobi asked,


    “Something big, I am hoping to stop it before this madman can finish it,” Richard said moving as quickly as he could, he could still see a line of hands as he passed by just faintly each one reaching out grasping as air as Richard turned to look back at the ground.


    “I no longer regret my decision,” James resolved,


    “It’s not but this seems worse than the pirate lords, if not a bit more merciful,” James commented,


    “Well we stuck around it’s time to put people like this down,” Tin reminded as Richard finally found another door. Richard struggled to find the handle as it opened up on a spiral staircase.


    Richard glanced down for a second, it felt like no matter what the world seemed to be like the stairs a never ending spiral into more human depravity. He was starting to wonder if the Dragon Mage’s age old enemy may have had a point to her desire to exterminate the human race. He stepped forward, as he came to a sad realization that the smell of dead bodies the decay of all the little things that came with death and even the evacuation of the body no longer seems to bother him, he could still smell what was likely smeared under his noise but the sad fact of it was it had stopped bothering him a long time ago. His mind left his body as he tried to recall exactly when this had happened.


    Richard sighed as he looked forward, a throne room, row of flags on both sides let into the darkness and while he couldn’t see it he expected some kind of throne. The banners were all a purple with some kind of design that reminded Richard of an eye but the culture behind it eluded him. Richard moved cautiously out into the opening expecting something. He glanced back to watch as the rest of the group slowly funneled out of the stairs.


    Richard about jumped when the sides of the walls suddenly light up as small fires ignited in between the banners as the room was allowed to light up. Richard tossed his torch off to the side.


    Amaro sat smugly in a stone thrown that seemed to be covered in purple cloth and pillows to make the stone seat more comfortable, then Richard looked up, seeing a giant blood red crystal spinning an inch above the throne, as thin lines of what he figured were blood feed into it growing it at a slow rate.


    “Oh I may have been a bit off in my original theories,” Richard admitted,


    “A bloodstone?” Nathan asked looking at the man, everyone looked at Nathan.


    “It’s an old story that during the final years of the first Mage war, the invading forces tried to create, the thing is blood of those who have magic can be a powerful substitute for actual magical power, but normal humans have so little it’s not considered worth it,”


    “Unless you deal in slaves, to the point that working in the number I am who cares, I could kill thousands and it wouldn’t hurt my bottom line,” Amaro waved off. “You see it took, years a cult and a very large financial empire, but now, I shall someone the most powerful Demon, and bind him to me.”


    “A Demon?” Richard, felt his words leave him like a whisper. “Your insane Demons can’t be controlled the last time someone tried that they lost everything. Don’t remember the old Stories of the Dragon Mage?”


    “Oh,” Amaro smiled, “I am more aware of the Mage than you ever could you brat, I know his life better than my own.” He glared his smile turning into a sick frown. “The most powerful man to ever walk the planet, able to do things with a flick of his wrist, some might even call him a god. But he hoards his power, but now I will take my own place as a man more powerful than even him. He turned me down the chance to teach me, and now I will make him and this whole cursed world pay for it!” He screamed spitting at the group before him.


    “Well now, thanks for doing all the hard work but I think I will take it from here,” Morgan cut in as Richard spun around, Davina and Darcy were with him as well, flanking him as Richard turned his body his eyes switching between the two threats in the room.


    “Now I can kill him,” Boss said tapping the blades together.


    “Boss that stone is still growing, Killing them will only speed it up. So Truce?” Richard asked looking at Morgan.


    “I have my orders, lucky for you I have already carried them out, so let’s clean this mess up,” He said as they split the room in half. With Morgan moving to the left as Richard and his crew took the right.


    “Ah to be young and foolish, I know you power Morgan, I am afraid that it will take some time before you can use it this far underground,” Amaro commented.


    “I didn’t get to be a Pirate Lord by being weak, and foolish old man. Oh, and Boss was it?” Morgan asked as Boss glanced him. A sudden gust of wind slashed past his a face as a lock of his hair dropped to the ground.


    “Fuck this,” Davina cured as she sent out a needle, Boss already had his blade out deflecting the needless. Time seemed to slow down for everyone, a mass of blades fell from the sky, everyone scattered. Morgan grabbed onto two daggers as he leaped over Boss, aiming right for Richard. The two blades hit the cross guards as Richard locked.


    Richard heard the sound of magic, as He knocked Morgan back just into time for his to avoid a magical blast. “Nathan closes the distance, Tin, Tray run interference, James keeps everyone breathing.


    Richard caught the blades as he back petted. “So why are we trying to kill each other when we have a deranged magic man throwing light bolts at out head?”


    “Well, you see I like to take care of things of a head of schedule Blackbeard does not know you yet, he will want you dead,” Morgan admitted as Richard kept moving shoving.


    “Nathan I am not made of metal!” Richard shouted,


    Nathan moved in aiming for the man’s blasting hand only to have to cut off his charge as the man changed priorities.


    Richard rolled to the side as another mass of blades fell from the sky as Morgan rained down daggers, Richard batted the blade away as he pushed forward charging and Morgan, He rushed forcing the man backward and into Darcy giving Boss the time to recover a bit from the dual onslaught of both twins.


    “Get out of the way!” Darcy growled as She went for Richard, as he pulled up a claw, he didn’t have the manpower nor the skill to deal with so many combatants. Richard frowned as he narrowly managed to deflect a set of throwing stars. He set of firing claw but felt a growl of frustrations when it missed.


    “What a weapon!” Darcy moved in with a thin short blade only for Claw to catch it as Morgan brought down a blade Talon.


    “Well as much fun as this has been I am afraid you have a prior engagement,” Richard said with a smirk. Morgan frowned as Richard shoved the man lifting him off the ground Richard spun as Darcy tried to carve another part of him out expecting him to move after Morgan as he slid across the ground to the stairs.


    “Oh,” Morgan said as he glanced up to see Madison in full armor, her helmet resting under her arm as she looked down at the man.


    She didn’t waste any time as soon as he spotted her the blade was already moving for his neck. He rolled narrowly missing as he skidded to his feet drawing out his blade he glanced at her frowning.


    He raised his hand as a mass of sharp blades fell from the sky as Madison raised her shield deflecting the weapons.


    Boss and Richard both went back to back as they handled the twins, Richard spared a glanced over as Morgan now found himself in the position Richard was in, contently giving ground. Even if he had a chest plate he did not have the gear necessary to handle a fully armored knight and was now doing everything from dropping and throwing blades to wear the woman down.


    “Keep on her, I am not sure who will last longer but with all that armor on if she keeps moving like that she’s going to leave herself wide open,” Richard said planning on keeping an eye open as well.


    “Cautious are we not?” Darcy commented,


    “Captain, Everyone under my,” he paused deflecting a needle very similar to the ones Stephano handled. “Command is my responsibility,” He explained


    “Duck,” Boss said as both of them dropped a few feet as a magical blast soared almost hit Darcy as She leaped out of the way. The smaller twin was not sporting her normal style of dress going for more of a very tight pair of pants and a brown corset. But her hair was still done up in a bone.


    “I need to ask how the hell some of these people keep jumping out in the air like this,” Boss said as Davina tried to drop kick him. Grabbing onto her ankle and tossing her at her sister, “Though they are a lot lighter,” Boss observed.


    “I think you may be hitting on something let’s move,”


    “Oh, so something you don’t know about?” Boss bantered as Richard snorted and rolled his eyes.


    “I know it’s a new concept for you but surprisingly people in authority shockingly don’t know everything,” Richard replied, “Arvil New plan keep a strong just on those two!” He ordered as Arvil cut of his actions blasting a powerful torrent of wind kicking both of the twins of their feet and pinning them to the wall.


    Richard picked up his speed going right for the magic user, gaining his full attention Richard using as little energy as he could be avoided the magical blasts. “Fry!” the mage cried as Richard set of Tooth blasting the man’s dominate hand as he started screaming.


    “Damn thing finally fired straight,” Richard sighed, as he holstered the weapon. Tin and James grabbed onto the man’s shoulders as Amaro cradled his stump. Boss paused as they both glanced back to see that everything else seemed in order.


    “Nathan you would you be so kind as to help tie up the twins, make sure you use every knot,”


    “Yeah can never be too careful with the assassin type,” Nathan said as Richard tossed him his rope he had taken to keep on hand.


    “So what about Morgan we just going to let Madison take care of him?”


    “Yeah,” He admitted as lead the charge against the Mage her and ended up getting stabbed by a sword the man had, summoned?” He asked as Boss nodded in agreement, as Richard glanced back and everyone seemed to know as well.


    “Real shame, he was such a brave man,” Tray said whipping away a fake tear.


    “Yep, didn’t know him long but I am happy he is in a better place,” James commented as everyone settled on the story.


    “I will make sure that the man engaged is informed of your condolences,” Richard said with a nod.


    Richard glanced from the fight at the Stone, “We may want to get him as far as we can from that thing, let’s start moving,”


    Tin and Tray both grabbed a shoulder and started to drag him out as Richard watched frowning as the blood from the magic user was slowly drawn into the stone.


    “Haha,” Amaro laughed, when a low popping and cracking noise, Richard turned drawing out his blade as he watched the crystal as bits of it started to flick off. “Nothing Like almost eighty years of work coming to fruition,” He laughed, as Richard glanced at the man, then back at the other three,


    “What are you doing, is this a bomb?” Richard asked looking at the man,


    “Something Like that,” the old man said with a smirk, the stone seemed to crack down the middle as Richard started to wave at people,


    “Start making tracks I want this area cleared, as He looked over at Nathan who had just finished tying up the twins.


    “Madison wrap, Morgan up and Let’s get out of here!” Richard shouted when suddenly some kind of dark red magic started to appear in-between the cracks as Richard noticed nobody was moving, He tried to as well only for his legs to only react slowly as if his body was ten steps behind his brain.


    A swirl of energy seemed to be pooling as what looked like massive fingertips seemed to form “A demon,” Nathan hissed his eyes going wide in fear. He took a step back almost stumbling a bit as even Richard felt his body in fear. “That’s impossible, nobody has ever tried to summon a demon or any primordial creature centuries.”


    “Until now,” Armora laughed, “Now my friend, rid me of these fools!” he shouted as the stone shattered as the creature.


    Richard blinked as he found himself on the ground he felt a lot of pain he didn’t remember falling to the floor. He blinked in confusion as he heard a low rumbling as rock seemed to hit rock. Then the pain hit his body, he tried to find the source but he wasn’t able to so much as move his neck. When a pair of Grey bare feet walked into his vision, Some form of diamond embedded in the skin were the shins were as the being seemed to move closer, Richard glanced up his eyes not sure what to focus on. The light gray skin seemed to have some kind of orange colorations veins that seemed symmetrical and yet flowing through the skin, rather than hair it seemed like some kind of sharp stone that spiked up around the top of the skull crowning a pair of large orange eyes. He blinked as he noticed a few places of color bits of orange colorations around the shoulders and arms. “Female,” Richard coughed out as he struggled to keep alert.


    The female knelt down slowly reaching out with blue tinted fingernails and just before touching Richard.


    “Demon I order you to Destroy kill everyone and everything!” Amor shouted as the being suddenly was back on her feet looking in the man’s directions.


    Richard blinked as he felt something pelt his back he found he could move finally moving back to his feet as he whirled around in confusion not sure what was going on. He glanced up to see the sun was shining through a massive hole in the ceiling.


    He glanced around everyone seemed to be on the ground as an another mass of rocks crumbled down smashing the area. “I don’t have time for this, Boss!” Richard called out, listing of his crew as he spotted Boss covered on the ground covered in dust and rock.


    “Richard?” Boss questioned as Richard dragged the first mate back to his feet. “Just goes to show there is shit out there we are not qualified to handle,”


    “Not yet,” Richard said, as He stepped back as Boss regained his footing. Richard soon found the rest of his crew intact as thankfully everyone was moving under their own power.


    “Did anyone get the name of the ship that hit us? Is that a thunderstorm?” Tray asked wincing a bit as he cradled his arm.


    “Was that really a demon?” Nathan mused loud enough for everyone to hear. “It seems right all powerful to the point where normal humans being in the presence of one is enough to drop a man. But the appearance seems off, maybe, I need to do some research when all of this is said in done,”


    “Leave it for another day were is Amaro, and Morgan,” Madison all but demanded as she stood up her armor more dented and scratched than ever before.


    “Well the twins are still here,” Arvil pointed out as Richard frowned as he quickly added everything up. Somehow the two people that needed to be killed managed to get away.


    “No time to lose we need to at least get out of here,” Richard shouted as another stone fell down to help drive the point home.


    “So what did you we learn?” Nathan asked as He gave everyone a gibe smirk.


    Richard ignored them as he stopped looking at the assassins, the ceiling was going down even more as Richard hesitated, he glanced at the way they came in to see the last man was in fact him. “Okay I made a deal, I don’t like it but I promised an alliance, you don’t stab me in the back while I am carrying you. We all make it out alive,” Richard said and not bothering on a response picked up both of the rather light women bother over one shoulder as he headed out. No sooner was he went up the stairs did the ceiling start to really cave in.


    Richard got up and back into the opening with the rest of his crew as he dropped the two assassins. Richard staggered back as he took a deep breath. “Fuck that Mage, when a massive explosion erupted reminding Richard of the titanic battle in the sky.


    “Agreed, we have reason to think his Target is the mad inventor,” Davina said as Richard glanced at her.


    “Really?” Richard questioned not sure if he believed it.


    “Yes, I may not be a strong as a normal human anymore but I can tolerate a lot more pain,”


    “Kinky,” Darcy commented only for her sister to give her a hard glare


    “But he kept talking to the Demoness, explaining that he just needed her to destroy and attract the Dragon Mages attention. He plans on killing her, as a last ditch means of revenge.” Darcy explained,


    “He seems that pretty anyway better safe than sorry, Richard reached into his jacket and pulled out a knife as everyone seemed to wait, and the twins went wide-eyed in panic. “Right or wrong I have some standards,” he tossed the knife as it glanced off the rock near Darcy’s feet. “Okay let’s get a carriage and get moving,”


    Richard took off as he followed the rest of his crew, Boss pulled back as he glanced at him. “Are you sure that was wise?” he inquired, Richard frowned as he shook his head.


    “Stupid, incredibly stupid,” Richard admitted as he glanced back.


  




  

    Chapter 51 Good Old Cart Chase



    Richard had to hold his temper in check, “One side government business, do head into the area is been blocked off for a reason!” Boss shouted as the group tried to shove their way past. “Tray, you see any nearby carriages?”



    “Take your pick,” James called back as they finally managed to get past their own boundary lines, “Anyone see Amoranth, the bastard could get lost in this crowd.


    “Doesn’t matter if his destination is unchanged we can return the favor of the tunnels,” Richard said as everyone got a wicked grin on their face at the idea.


    “You,” Boss pointed at one of the drivers, “We got business at the castle, don’t stop or slow down for anything.” The man frowned as Richard pulled out a bag of coins and tossed it at the man the weight surprising him.


    “Yes, Sir,” The man said a little more open to the idea with the wheels greased so to speak.


    Boss opened the door as he glanced in then looking at everyone. Madison moved around sitting next to the driver as Richard and Nathan hoped on top of the carriage, it’s self.


    Nathan grinned as he looked at Richard, “Always wanted to do this,” he chuckled as the driver glanced back at them.


    “Mind your head.” He warned as Richard nodded and the carriage bolted as fast as it could go with so many in it.


    Richard frowned as he noticed a good portion of the city heading in the Direction of the Dragon Mage and his fight. Madison was roaring at the people in front as it seemed everyone was hell bent on getting run over, “Richard I see another carriage racing in the direction of the castle!” Madison shouted, “I think the traffic may have slowed them down, I think it may be our man!” she shouted.


    “Can we catch it on foot?” Nathan asked as Richard glanced forward,


    “Worth a shot,” Richard said as he and Nathan booked off letting the horse go a little faster as the two cut across the crowds and street vendors, Everything was a mess as Richard jumped over fresh fruits and vegetables, even making a detour around some salted fish that had been knocked over.


    “This may not have been such a hot idea,” Nathan admitted as he spotted the carriage in question.


    “That’s why I didn’t drag everyone out, Move it!” Richard shouted as he shoulder checked a random man who was in his way. Not even bothering it Richard juked around and when he couldn’t made room. The two finally caught up to the carriage, They both grabbed on as The driver shouted at them. Richard grabbed far swung out of the way of a blade as a man in a top hat tried to steal a few fingers.


    Nathan leaped up onto the roof as the two crossed blades Richard’s eyes went wide, as he dropped down dodging a bolt of magical energy that almost singed his hair. He grimaced, he glanced back to see Madison sitting next to the driver as who now seemed to regret his decision to say yes.


    Richard grabbed the rails swinging out of the was as a magical bolt shattered a hole in the back of the carriage and creating a small crater in the stone road. The carriage tailing them veered off dogging another bolt as Richard almost jumped of when a sword embedded itself in the wood roof not far from his head.


    “Wait if you’re fighting the,” The thought stopped as the carriage rammed into something scrubbing the paint as Richard scrambled behind Nathan and hoped the man wasn’t going to trip on him.


    Richard suddenly felt a massive pain on his back as he realized Nathan had just dropped on top of him. “Ah,” he wheezed out as he grabbed his stomach. The light vanished for a second as they went under something before going light.


    Richard turned his head as a blast of lightning hit the roof missing both of them. “Luck be a lady tonight,” Nathan commented as he rolled off Richard, “Sorry,” he admitted as Richard all but fell off getting out of the way as another blast hit the roof. He glanced in the window as the old man noticed him.


    “Pesky, youth!” he shouted as Richard let go dropping under another blast, Nathan snapped down grabbing his arm and with a fifty yank both were on a very unstable roof. “I have had enough!” he shouted as Richard saw sparks fly, they both leaped as the roof exploded into splinters and bits, Richard rolled to a knee as he drew both Tooth and Claw and fired at the man. Richard cursed not sure if he hit as they spotted Madison and her carriage, The two stepped to the side and jumped on grabbing as the carriage raced down the road.


    “No luck?” Madison asked glancing at Richard,


    “We caught up but we couldn’t do much except being target practice,” Nathan informed as Madison nodded at him. Richard frown as they headed farther and farther into the shadow of the castle. He glanced behind them as what sounded like thunder seemed to erupt over and over again in the middle of a bright summer afternoon.


    “Just another reminder,” Richard muttered as they spotted two guardsmen dead on the ground as the man yanked on the reigns putting the chase to a stop. Madison was already moving as Richard lingered reloading his weapons, as Nathan and Boss backed her up.


    Richard could hear the bolts coming again as everyone scattered, Richard stuck his head out as he realized the sound was a bit more distant as blast arched around the castle before smashing into the wall.


    “Man this place just can’t catch a break,” Tray commented out loud. Madison took point again charging, Richard frowned as both he and everyone else rushed after her, Her shield took a stray blast as she was knocked to the ground and her shield went flying as Richard turned the corner. The Guard despite dealing with a magical user was actually putting up a damn good fight. A few were limping but they had the magic user surrounded and the man’s driver was already dead and bleeding out.


    “I will not be denied!” Amoranth screamed as Richard took out both pistols and fired, one missed but the second one splattered blood and bone as he dropped to one knee seeing as the other had been taken out at the kneecap.


    “Now, we got him,” Tray said moving but Boss held out and arm to stop him, as a blast of magical energy, soared past them as Richard moved around the castle wall quickly getting his weapons reloaded as fast as he could.


    “He’s still got fire power everyone spread out, and keep your distance, how long before you can take your next shot?” Boss asked,


    “Ready, I am going to open fire you get some distance around him I think he still as,” Richard was cut off by a massive scream as his heart sank he and his crew were the last lines of defense now.


    “This is risky,” James reminded as Richard gave him a sad look.


    “Well, I was hired to do a job,” Richard said as he cocked both pistols, “I plan to fight till the end,” Richard released a breath.


    “Brother,” Tray said as the two looked before the older brother nodded, “Got it you get him to flinch and we start to surround him.


    “Here,” He gave Tobi, Claw as he held onto Tooth, I can reload about three shots in one minute, that may take longer Richard popped out of the cover as his next shot missed and ducked back as the second bolt of lights shattered the corner he was using for cover. Richard quickly reloaded, “You get one shot, he’s bleeding and not moving much but shaper knows if that’s the end of this I wouldn’t trust it, so everyone stay safe stay back, and if you see an opening take it, but at your own risk got it?” Richard said looking at each and every one of them. Richard let off another shot as the man flinched giving everyone enough time to start spreading out around them Madison had rejoined them and thankfully picked up on the plan.


    “Death, death to all of you!” Amoranth cussed as he seemed to be hardening the blood around his leg which made it look like he had a red stone for a prostatic. He held out both hands aiming for Richard as Madison moved in taking the hit with her shield,


    “His spells are getting slower, He’s reaching his limit,” Boss informed as another blast was aimed at him, He dived avoiding it as he rolled back to his feet.


    “Boy does this feel familiar,” Nathan admitted with a wry smirk.


    “I am going to end you slowly,” He growled as Richard sighed, he was rather tired, as Richard set out other shot placing it in the shoulder as he started bleeding badly. Richard frowned, as everyone seemed to relax a bit as Richard quickly reloaded and fired shattering the skull,


    “That was anti-climatic,” Nathan admitted as he put his katana away.


    Richard frowned as he moved to the body, before tapping it with his foot. “We should burn it to ash just to be sure,” Richard admitted, “Tray, James could you get some firewood, Madison let Nariko know that she is safe.”


    Nathan frowned at the body, as he and Boss exchanged glances. “So Richard suspects something Is magic still a danger if the user is dead?”


    “No idea,” Nathan admitted, “But we got taken off guard before, he leaned down and rolled the body to its back, as he clenched his teeth in disgust as the corpse went limp. “What a man, to be so old and so full of hate.”


    While the remaining men watched over the body, Madison opened up the door, Nariko answered it. “Oh my, seems you made a bit of a mess, something, wait I hear thunder but it’s broad daylight out?” She question,


    “The Dragon mage is dealing with a demon over dead,” Madison informed,


    “Demon?” She questioned as she pinched her chin thinking on the matter, “I-,” she paused as Madison gave her a confused look.


    “Nariko?” she asked as blood started to spill from her lips as her eyes went wide, she suddenly collapsed.


    “Well, I remembered his warning a little too late, he’s going to be so sad,” Nariko said in distant voice, as she dropped into Madison’s arms,


    “Experience and treachery always beat out youth and vigor any day,” Amoranth said as he adjusted his sleeves as he flung a dagger to the ground.


    Everyone just stared at the old man as the body they had shot shifted into some random man, no longer hold Amoranth’s face. The old man didn’t seem all that bothered as he motioned and a chair slid out as he sat in the doorway as Madison could just hold the body of the old woman as she tried to stop the bleeding but there wasn’t anything anyone could do.


    Richard held out his hand as Tobi handed him his gun but closed in to whisper. “Shouldn’t we kill him?”


    “He’s not leaving, our job was to put an end to the murders it’s clear this guy isn’t planning to kill or run, he wants the Mage to know what he did,” Richard whispered back, “So why make our lives harder?”


    “Seems cowardly,” Tobi accused as Richard simply shrugged at the accusation.


    Richard took out his pipe as Tobi walked away he leaned against the wall as he crossed his arms watching the old man. Richard sat down on the grass puffing his pipe but did the same watching the old man.


    “I am going to kill you,” Madison said as she stood up,


    “And so am I!” Shouted Spark as Richard turned his head, and then the old man’s interest came back to life as he spotted her.


    “Now this is an interesting development,” Aamora admitted as his hands started to glow as he got up, Madison had her sword up as Spark grew to full size with her own blade drawn as his left hand started to glow brightly. “I had hoped to find one of your kind in my early years, to think one would come to me, I may just get out of this after all,” he said as his eyes gleamed with a dangerous glint.


    “Richard?” David shouted out as he rushed into the area as everyone redrew their weapons,


    “Looks like we are getting your fight after all,” Richard grunted.


    “Oh yes, cause while she may not have her wish if your ship is anything to go on, for those who can wait her wish is going to make her invaluable,” He said with a grin as He set out a blast of energy. Spark retaliated neutralizing the first blast with her own. Madison charged in as his second hand shot catching her shield she was sent flying from the impact rolling to the ground, Richard shot both pistols aiming for the head only for the bullets to suddenly vanish. Richard paused as he realized that long range weapons were not going to do any good.


    “You know this is suicide,” a little voice in Richard’s head told him, Richard holstered the pistols and drew Talon. He charged in screaming to draw attention as the Amoranth smirked lazily as he held up his hand Richard frown as a fast blast was sent at his center. “Told you,” the voice seemed to mock as time seemed to slow to a crawl.


    “Well I got a bit more out of life than I expected, and I get to die on my terms,” Richard brought up Talon as he decided his final action. The blade connected with the beam of magic and Richard was surprised his swing kept going. The magical attack was sent arching into the sky.


    “Riiiich!” Spark was in the middle of shouting when she stopped as everyone seemed surprised at this development. “What?” she questioned,


    “One fucking miracle after the next!” Amoranth screamed, “You get a fairy, a golden ship, escape me, and now a magical fucking sword!” he ranted as his magic seemed to be showing like an aura as he ranted and raved. “I am going to blast you into a million pieces!” He threatened as he completely forgot about Spark and blitzed Richard. A translucent blade seemed to appear as Richard defended blocking the blow as he saw a sword that was purple in color but he seemed to be able to see through it like stained glass only clearer.


    Richard felt his knees shake as the old man was slowly lowering his weapon closer to his neck. “How are you this strong?” Richard wheezed out as his muscles screamed at him.


    “Magic is a wonderful thing,” Amoranth taunted when suddenly he was blasted away, Richard smirked as Spark frowned at the man.


    “Such blatant missus of power,” she growled through her teeth as Richard watched Madison arch around and behind the old man as he got up. He managed to block the sneak attack as Richard rushed in as well.


    The old man grabbed Madison by the armor and tossed her over his shoulder, Richard’s eyes went wide in panic as the massive armored form grazed him, cutting his jacket and cutting into his left shoulder as the both crashed into the grass.


    “Now!” Tobi ordered a long chain suddenly was pulled as the old man found both of his hands pinned across his chest.


    “When how?” The old man roared as he twisted only for the links to pinch into his skin.


    “You kind of forgot about the rest of us,” Tray reminded as he and his brother James held on end of the chain, while Tobi and Nathan Held the other,


    “Fingers,” the old man smirked sending two magical blasts at the four as Boss slammed his shoulder into the old man’s back as everyone scrambled Madison charged in first with her now dented shield. Slamming it down with the full weight of her armored body she felt a slight level of satisfaction as bones cracked under the weight as the old wizard screamed out from under her.


    “Oh of me you foul blue-blooded bitch,” he cried out as a wave of energy hit everyone knocking them back.


    “What your mouth!” Spark shouted as she summoned up a massive orb of magic and sent if flying at the man.


    The blast hit home, Spark hung her arms panting it had been a long time since she had used so much magical energy. A low cracking noise started to grow as the explosion of sound from the impact faded away. Spark looked like she was going to gag as the sound of bones and flesh snapping back into place sounded very disturbing.


    “Not bad, fairy girl, but one problem, magical creatures have a set limit, were we human’s can keep growing far into old age.” Amoranth cackled, “I have to admit, if it were not for my victory here, you have actually been able to take down the less powerful Pirate Lords in this world. Pity, your all going die here,” He threatened, with a cruel soulless look in his eye as he sent a massive beam of magical energy that knocked Spark out of the air. Richard reached out and grabbed the falling woman as rolled holding her close.


    “Spark?” Richard panicked after getting no response as he slipped her into his coat. He eyed the man before him as he brandished his weapon. Everyone slowly got back to their feet as Richard waited wasn’t sure how to handle this, Spark was down, possibly, he glanced over at Madison. The Dame was scratched up her shield looked like a hammer had been taken to it and her eyes seemed filled with rage.


    Boss looked calmer but just as tenderized, for only a few hits this man was capable of a lot of damage, despite being out manned and out gunned. “To think this guy is a low their magic user, still,” He wondered how strong the Dragon Mage was that not even this man was willing to cross the Legend, Richard felt a shiver down his spine.


    “Give me the girl, Captain Richard.” Amoranth said holding out his hand, “I can teach you magic, add to the power of the ship. Revenge, money, or anything you desire, just hand me the fairy.” He offered as he stared Richard in the eye.


    Madison looked horrified and turned to look at Richard only for Richard to burst out laughing. “You think that’s going to work?” Richard mocked as his chest rumbled in mirth. “What do you take me for?” Richard inquired.


    “It doesn’t matter,” He replied as he sent a blast of energy as Richard deflected it into the air. The man tighter his fist as fury set in.


    “You seem to think I am here to win,” Richard implied as he glanced over at Boss, then back to the old man. “You are wrong I am simply trying not to lose,” Richard corrected.


    “Well let’s see how well that works out for you!” the man cried out as a dozen beams of energy suddenly arched at Richard.


    Richard planted his feet and readied his sword to deflect a dozen blows at once, but suddenly just as quickly as they appeared they the magical energy suddenly faded before vanishing, entirely. Richard breathed a sigh of relief as Madison removed her blade from the man’s skull letting him drop to the ground.


    Richard reached into his coat bringing Spark back out as he turned his concerns to more pressing matters. Richard set her down on the grass gently already worried he had done more harm than good as nearly everyone was now crowding Spark.


    “You think she will be okay?” Nathan asked as Richard shrugged unsure himself,


    “I don’t know do they have the same physical traits as human, I don’t think Laurella brought up magical beings,”


    “We should wrap this up, all the same,” Richard urged, “I’ll take her back to the Eagle, we should pack our gear up and Madison, I am sorry but could you and David talk to Lord Stronglance and inform him that I am taking care of one of my crew and my regrets at not being available to inform him of the end of his fears.” Richard Stood up holding Spark as he tried to see if she had a pulse.


    “No problem at all,” Madison agreed, “Come on David I am sure my father will like to hear all of this,”


    “Well, I like the record we are setting,” Boss laughed, as everyone else joined in even if it felt a little hollow to anyone really listening.


  




  

    Chapter 52 The Dragon Mage



    “So that’s everything,” Madison explained, as she nervously glanced behind her, she had been asked to give the Dragon Mage his distance, but she could see the large figure’s back bent next to the body of Naruko.



    “Well done,” Her father said patting her on the back.


    “Um I was hoping to speak with the Dragon mage, if possible,” Madison requested, glancing over at the figure,


    “I wouldn’t advise it, let the Dragon morn in peace,” He advised but he paused “But this may be the last time you get the chance,” He nodded, “Just be careful,” her father warned as She watched him walk away with David waiting patiently. She glanced over at the mage, as she took a deep breath and approached him.


    She stood in the doorway as she finally got a good look at the figure who was sporting a thick black cap that seemed to be cut into three sections, as well as a long brimmed hat that shadowed the face of the figure. She stood there her feet shaking a bit, the report that came back was that he had dealt with the Demon who’s presence had swiftly knocked everyone out. Years of dealing with people higher in rank she had never felt so intimidated by a person who wasn’t even aware she was in the room.


    “Hello Madison,” a very gravelly voice greeted, she felt a shiver go down her spine.


    “You know my name?” She all but swallowed her words as her eyes went wide.


    “Of course,” rasped the voice, as the figure stood up, revealing a massive eight feet in height towering over even her. “I am sorry I have no shed my Dragon form, I had forgotten since my fight with Her.” The Dragon Mage hissed out as a pair of white scaled appeared, she inspected the skin, revealing what seemed like a rainbow like glisten, the hands vanished back under the cape.


    “I, well, um,” Madison stammered out as years of dealing with nobles and people of importance went out the window.


    “Deep breath,” the deep voice chuckled, “I take it you’re talking about the Fairy I had spotted during your spat with the bitter one,”


    “Yes,” she admitted, “Bitter one?” she questioned,


    “Yes, Amoranth was a, hopeful back in the day. He wanted to be taught in the ways of the magic by me, but I had a lot of things and guiding a young mind. Not one as rage filled as his. He set off to prove himself worthy, and well the end result is for all to see. On to more pressing matters Spark,” He sighed,


    “How much does The Mage know?” Madison wondered to herself,


    “I am afraid the news Spark may not want to hear. The Fairies no longer exist on our plane of existence, she will need to wait until the next thousand years before she can fallow after them, as for her injuries, she just needs time to recover.” The Mage explained.


    “I think she would like to talk to you directly,” Madison startled herself at her comment to the figure.


    “Hmm, true,” The mage replied “I am not sure how long she will be out,” The being admitted, “By chance your companion, Captain Richard, has he come across a mirror that was in Amoranth’s position?”


    “Yeah he busted it though,” Madison admitted.


    “Ah, well then as soon as she is ready to speak the word Dust, and It will put you in contact with me,” The Dragon Mage instructed, “I am not sure if I can do much, as I find myself dealing with other issues on a regular bases but if you need to you can contact me. The rumors of the Pirate Lords have been reaching my ears as of late. I would appreciate if you took care of this issue directly, mind you I will not send you unarmed,”


    “Well, Richard already intended to, and I find it a good idea,” She admitted as she glanced away from the Mage.


    “Your shield,” The creature demanded, as she glanced at her bumped and damaged shield, “Okay,” she hesitated as she took the shield off and handed it to the figure.


    The clawed hand moved over the shield ,“This brings back old memories I haven’t done something like this in years,” The Mage reminisced, the metal suddenly glided back into place losing a lot but not all of the damage it sustains. “Most of The Radiant Blitz Core, wanted to keep their weapons with the scars of battle, I figure removing to much damage would robe you of the same pride.”


    “The Blitz core,” she hissed as her breath left her


    “Your Shield, no magic shall ever dent it again, it shall hold against any pressure even the most powerful of foe’s shall not be able to shatter this shield, it will scratch but only against those who give you a memorable fight,” the being admitted, “But this shield will only work for you unless you bestow it to your successor, a lot of the armor of the blitz core got fought over, and many veterans were swindled out of it, so to prevent that, this shield will be immovable to anyone who does not have your permission to move it.”


    “And If I die before that happens?” Madison asked as her shield was returned, which didn’t feel much different.


    “That’s up to you I still can mold the spell a bit more,”


  


  

    “Only a hero,” She requested,


    “By your grace,” with a bow, the request was accepted the clawed hand touched the top of the shield as a series of ruins suddenly erupted crossing the inside and seemingly aligning around the edge in a language she had never seen before.


    “So can you still pick this up?” she asked, “If nobody but me can move it,”


    “It still weighs the same, But I am sure you could use it to keep a door pinned or something like that, “As for me moving it,” The Dragon mage nodded as she set it down, The Mage gripped the shield with one hand and picked it up. “Yes, but only cause I gave it the ruins, I can do no more than that, from now on no even another mage as powerful as myself can’t move it unless they fill your requirements.” The mage handed it back to her.


    “Good to know,” She admitted,


    “Now then I am needed else were and I am going to have to check up on Nariko’s family, I need to confirm something, then it’s back to work,” The Mage explained before glancing back at said woman. With a flick of the hand the woman’s body suddenly light a blaze with a white flame suddenly engulfing the body before dying out leaving no remains.


    “Shouldn’t you have taken her home?”


    “Well yes, she outlived even her own great Grand children, and has moved on in life, but there are other things I need to look into,” The Dragon Mage admitted, “Now then I have duties to attend to, would you care to escort me to the top of the castle?”


    “Of course,” Madison admitted, “You wouldn’t mind me asking about the Blitz core would you?”


    “I would have no issues,” The Mage said with a smile, “Were to begin? Ah the original core was made in the likeness of the knights of the round table, my peers were very picky about this but I was going out and finding men and woman, who were mere commoners. While they told me that I was wasting my time, well, I took the time to train and mold them with the direct plan of having the armor. What was born…” The Mage carried on as they walked up the stairs.


    The Stories went on for some time, as they finally made it to the top of the tallest tower in the castle. “… I miss them,” The Mage admitted, “They were all great people,” sighing a pair of massive white wings erupted glistening in the sun.


    “So one more question what happened to the Demon?” Madison inquired,


    “She’s is f- Demon?” The Mage turned, “Who said she was a demon?”


    “Amoranth,” Madison admitted feeling rather self conches.


    “Even in ignorance,” The mage shook. “Hardly the fool brought something just as dangerous but it will,” The Mage paused the wings closing back in as if a thought came to mind. “Hmm this is difficult I have some level of clairvoyance brought on by my time and I am not sure if this knowledge would impact you,”


    “Clairvoyance, so you can see the future?” Madison asked as her mind wondered just how much the Mage actually knew.


    “Yes, and no,” The Mage sighed claws tapping against scales. “Answers will come in time, and I have wasted to much here as it is, the Demon, as you called her has been dealt with and we all have our own duties,” The Mage pointed at Her shield. “Good Luck,” and with that the mage leaped off the tower and flew into the sky as the Mage seemed to grow, the color was the same as a long creature which she guessed was a Dragon but not one she had ever seen grew to an immense length before flying off into the distance the light reflecting of the scales in the distance.


    “That makes no sense,” She sighed as she looked at her shield, She spared a glance at the Mage before heading down stairs,


    “Hello future sister in Law,” Morgan teased as she found him at the base of the stairs. She frowned at him, when she moved to Draw she noticed he was flanked by four guards. “I have to admit, we did an amazing job at cleaning up the town, it is a pity it came at such a cost to the guard, I hear the Captain may even be getting replaced because of it,” He cracked with a grin on his face,


    “Gee I wonder Why?” Madison asked as she wondered about her odds.


    “No idea,” He feigned with a charming smile,


    “Right, well, I do have things to do, I got a mission from the mage, I am going on a Lord hunt if you will. But I don’t think I will be leaving for a little while, we have a few things to iron out,” Madison implied as she eyed the man before her.


    “Oh I wouldn’t count on that,” He laughed, “Come on, my faïence would be remised if I wasn’t by her side,” He said with a grin that promised things. The Dame had to hold back a gag reflex at the implication.


    “What did he mean by that?” She asked herself before looking up to see the Bastard was gone. “Well I better go check in on Richard, and ask if he would mind me sticking around the Golden Eagle,” She mused.


    Heading back outside she glanced around, she felt a chill in the air, as if despite everything the city hadn’t quiet gotten over the reign of terror it had been subjected to. She walked past the guard at the gate, and frowned when she realized that she had been out of touch with the guard, despite Knights having other duties such as representing the local lords, and other nobles during the tournaments she had always disliked the gap between the two and knew at least the regulars who were guarding her family.


    “I will have to rectify that,” she admitted to herself. She headed down making use of the castles horse when she started to notice People staring at her. Suddenly the sound of clapping hit as everyone started to cheer for her. She felt her chest swell with a bit of pride,


    “The Blitz lives on!” came out a cry as such a comparison caught her off guard. Then it became a chant the road she was on suddenly swelled with people chanting and cheering. She blinked in surprise the news of her actions must have spread fast, before she smiled, and lifted up the shield as the crowd roared in approval.


    She moved through the streets greeting some people and smiling as brightly as she could. Her mind however noticed something, a small group of guards seemed to be as stock as ever, she felt her worry spike, the Guard while discipline wasn’t so strict and while she didn’t expect this treatment the fact that three people seemed openly hostile worried her, “I think me and Richard may have our work cut out for us,” she admitted already going over possibilities. The obvious finally hit her as she suddenly raced down the streets. She raced onto the golden Eagle startling everyone around the ship.


    Nathan started by her arrival slipped into the duel doors heading to Richard’s quarters and not a moment later her was out on deck himself as the crew seemed uneasily alert at her sudden appearance.


    “What seems to be the problem?” Richard asked as Madison jumped off her horse and onto the deck, she handed the reigns to Tobi who lead the horse away from them.


    “I think I figured out what Morgan was up to a little to late,” Madison admitted,


    “I was thinking about that myself, you think he used the events to purge the guard?” Richard asked concerned,


    “Yeah which means he is up to something, he knows we have it out for him, it’s only a matter of time,” Madison warned.


    “I agree, but I have some contingency plans in place so we should be okay for now, I think we should wait and keep our eyes peeled on the matter, and let him make the next move,” Richard admitted, “I plan on looking into building up my supplies and crew,” Richard admitted,


    “I don’t know I would rather not wait, I plan on talking with the Captain of the guards as soon as I can I bet he things something is up and I want to see get this worked back in our favor as soon as possible. We also need a way to silence him with Spark he still holds leverage” Madison reminded.


    “Hmm I don’t want to do anything reckless on this one, he may have larger forces than we realize and he may even have his crew as part of the guard. But you have your preferences and you and I can’t boss each other around on this. So you do what you think is best, I agree on the captain part but I recommend having some extra muscle if nothing else,”


    “I like that idea,” She admitted, “You wouldn’t mind if I barrowed?”


    “I don’t have any issues, ask away but only if they want I am not forcing anyone,” Richard required, Madison nodded,


    “Still the day is young I am thinking of going out and getting a supply gear taken care off, I find myself lacking some tools that I need on the job. In the mean time I think one night out on the town would do the crew good,”


    “Another pub crawl?” she asked frowning at him,


    “I won’t be going, the crew especially those who went above and beyond need to unwind, and I have had my fill of drink,” Richard admitted as Jill rubbed up against his leg as he gave her a playful scratch behind her ears.


    “Bad experience?”


    “Yep, that was not fun, I’ll take the ship out into higher waters and Keep Spark safe with the distance I’ll have to work out a means of communications with Boss so I know to head back in.” Richard admitted,


    “Oh,” Madison remembered, “Speaking of which you still have that mirror?” she asked,


    “Yeah, I wasn’t sure but I figured it would make a good memento,” He admitted,


    “Well,” Madison passed on the information on the mirror,


    “Good to know,” Richard said keeping a cool outward appearance, “Holy shit, the Dragon Mage with hold on it’s for Spark but holy shit! It’s the Dragon Mage,” He mental went over as when Jill patted over to him,


    “Anyway,” she paused expecting Richard to react, but seemingly getting nothing. “I am hoping Tobi and Arvil will take me up since they have had the most time outside the island.


    “I can see that, but I wouldn’t mind if you asked one, and had someone more long term that you can trust,” Richard advised,


    “Why anything untrustworthy about them?” She smiled as she glanced over to see the pair chatting amiably.


    “Hardly, but peace of mind is worth something?” Richard asked as he reached down and scratched the dog behind the ears.


    “Tray I suppose, he seems well mannered,” Madison admitted, “So Tobi and Tray,” she decided as Richard stood up.


    “Sounds good,” Richard said, “Well hopefully your plans work out,” he encouraged, Richard moved heading back to his quarters, as Madison watched him walk away.


    “Tobi, you up for some work?” She interrupted crossing her arms,


    “Well,” He stretch the word out, “I was planning on doing nothing but you convinced me, kinda, what’s the job first?” he inquired his face shifting into a more business like seriousness


    “I am in need of muscle if you will,” Madison admitted,


    “I take it Morgan, this is a fallow up to the events with Morgan?” He asked, as Madison nodded, “Count me in I wouldn’t mind a shot at the bastard,” He stood up,


    “Hello Madison!” Tray greeted as they glanced over to see he had popped up from below deck, his hands full with a mass of thin planks off wood, Madison marveled as she expected to have to hunt for him as he sat down on the deck, spilling the wood next to him, as he pulled out a knife and started to slice bits of the wood.


    “Tray, just the man I needed to see, I would appreciate it if you would hear a bit of a job for you,” Madison approached,


    “What do you need?” he asked,


    “I need an extra man to watch my back for an extended period of time and I requested you,” Madison admitted,


    “Me?” He blinked as he glanced down to see the wood shaving on his belly as he swiftly got to his feet dusting himself off, as his hand went through his short brown hair. “I have no issues at all Ma’am,” he snapped off.


    “I appreciate it, I’ll be staying at the castle so we will have to provide you with some more suitable clothing and gear, think of it as a perk,” Madison explained when she noticed the man seemed to be frozen, “Tray?” She asked glancing over at Tobi who glanced between the pair before poking the man.


    “Are you sure? I don’t want to be a bother, I mean you don’t have to get me anything,” He hesitated as he rubbed his shoulder shifting under her gaze.


    “I insist,” She glanced over at Tobi,


    “I’ll get a shirt,” he grumbled glancing away,


    “Well then times a wasting,” She declared heading down to grabbed the reigns of her horse. She glanced back up at the Golden Sails of the Eagle, walking away from the ship with a bit more certainty one villain down, one more to go.


  




  

    Chapter 53 Hints Of Things To Come



    Book Two Epilogue


    The Dragon mage frowned forcing a speedy landing onto the old grounds of a castle when his Mirror started to vibrate. “Yes?” The mage inquired as the mirror seemed to glow showing Lord Stronglance in all his aged glory.


    “I didn’t get a chance to ask with my Daughter around but did you deal with the Demon that fool summed,”


    “Yes, but not actually a demon, although in her current state she isn’t far from one,”


    “Current state?” the Old Lord asked as The Mage reached into a pocket a small orb was held between white claws, showing a shrunk down raging figure pounding on the glass. “Oh my get her some cloths,” He said rather ruffled as the Mage lowered the ball.


    “Yes, actually She is a Fire Giant and one I have been rather friendly with in my past,” Mage said rather amused. “She’s seems to be having a hard time getting over the magically induced rage that brought her hear, but the blood stone, may have had an impact, I don’t dabble in it, so I am not sure,”


    “I have no idea, what you are talking about, so long as she won’t be troubling in Gaslight, I already have my suspicions on my Daughter’s future husband,” The old lord complained.


    “Trouble, I won’t make any promises but I have been expecting this event for some time.” The Mage admitted, “And not to worry,” The mage added sensing Stronglances concern, “Prepared for it,” The mage gave a smirk, which seemed to reassure the man.


    “Getting a straight answer out of you is like pulling teeth,” he growled, before smiling fondly at the mage. “Still I hope you will be coming back again, this time without you needing to fix all the damage your arrival causes, thanks for that you put the factories back into perfect shape,” Stronglance praised.


    “No trouble at all, I will try to make some time, but with her appearance I am afraid I am going to have to back out of politics. The Fire Giant while not capable of using all of her abilities is still a physical threat the world wouldn’t be able to handle, so I need to see if I can bring her back,” The mage explained.


    “Pitty, how important?” he pressed as the mage scratched under the back of the cap.


    “Important enough that as of know your youngest is now your best protector. I..” the Dragon mage cut of as the ball suddenly started to crack drawing the Dragon Mage’s attention away. “Must attended to my duties for know, and I am sorry it’s coming at the cost of our friendship,” Apologizing as the crack resealed.


    “That would explain the shield, I understand Dragon Mage you always played for higher stakes,” He admitted. “Well it was good to see you even if shortly I have some work to get taken care of, good bye and good luck,” StrongLance bid fare well as the mirror went blank.


    The Mage walked into the large open area of the castle small buildings scattered the area as he walked down the cobblestone bath that had weeds growing in-between the rock. Heading into the main castle that towered over all like it in the world, the building while amazing had a notable tilt to it, then just as suddenly the Mage took a right, opening a door to a small building that looked like any other, the building looked maybe twelve foot square but the inside impossibly larger. The mage enetered into the room as a chair slide nosily. Taking a seat the mage dropped the mirror to the side of the chair as the figure slumped in. The mirror dropped to the ground as the mage eyed it, before a table moved forward. Setting the ball onto the table.


    “Thank the shaper you have only your strength or I fear I would be dead at this point,” The mage admitted, “Now to start on getting you back your sanity, I just hope I can help before your friends start looking, I may have to clean the place up a bit if that happens,” With a tired smile the magic user set to work on fixing the woman, before stopping, a snap of the claw the figure now was dressed in a Long Leather coat and pants to help keep things cover up, then set to work.


  




  

    Interlude 02 Day in the life of Richard



    Richard blinked as he got up in the morning, shaking his head he glanced behind him to see that the stars were still up. He tossed the blankets to the side as he quickly moved over to the wash up and take care of the morning duties. Slipping on his pants he went through his paces.


    The door opened up as Sam walked in the middle of Richard’s exercises as he finished his pushups. “Okay, the point of a sword fight is twofold,” Richard explained as he glanced at the book struggling to get his fingers to work right. “To kill your enemy, and to not let him kill you,” He bent his gingers as Sam just glanced over at the book. “You real funny, boy,” Richard said frowning at him. “Work with me I am trying to keep you alive here.” Richard pointed out as Sam stepped back.


    Richard took out to make wood swords and handed one to Sam, as he had Sam run at him. Richard parried the attacks as Sam tried to hit him, as Richard paused the combat to correct stances and adjust his grip on the hilt.


    “Okay, let’s see here,” Richard said outload, Same watched as he sat in his chair going over a stack of papers, ” I need this,” He repeated this a lot as he went over his supplies and gear. “Well we got some time but I don’t feel like waiting on this, come one,” Richard said as he stood up, putting on his leather coat and the rest of his normal gear.


    Richard and Sam passed by the manager of the docks as Richard paid his regular fee passing the money off to the man. Sam struggled to keep in step, as Richard strode forward, “Okay first thing’s first, I need a knife, maybe get you one as well,” He admitted as Sam moved his fingers, Richard frowned, “Slower please,” he asked, and Sam repeated the motion, but Richard had to pull out his book and Sam sighed in annoyance as he did the motions even slower a third time.


    “Oh, well its more for safety, food consumption, and stuff like that. You’re not nearly old enough to put in combat,” Richard said patting Sam on the head before ruffling the kid’s hair up a bit. Sam pouted at the treatment as Richard stood up and put the book away.


    Richard frowned in concentration, he was glancing over the massive collection of different knives. He had to admit the set of knuckle knives were very interesting. He took a deep breath, he remembered always loving the idea of having such weapons and gear but finally having the money to acquire, was a concept he was still getting use to.


    Sam glanced over them as well as he seemed to focus on blades that were more dagger by definition. The man behind the counter was tapping his fingers on the counter. “I’d like to handle that one,” Richard said as the man handed him a rather plan knife brown leather wrappings on the hilt. Richard tested the weapon, out, he really just need a tool and as intimidating as the more creative knives were he wasn’t going to bother.


    Sam started to sign as Richard set the blade down, “I’ll take that one, yes Sam?” Richard cut off half way into signing as the man frowned in suspicion as he eyed the pair.


    “Ah, okay, I would like to see the knuckle knife,” Richard requested as the man responded in kind. Richard took the blade handing it to Sam, while the blade was on the large size for Sam, Le figured he would grow into it.


    The blade wasn’t to amazing maybe about three inches with four circles for fingers giving one a handy set of brass knuckles if needed. “You sure?” Richard asked out load as Sam nodded in approval. Richard paid for the blades with little issue, as they headed out the door.


    Richard Placed the knife into his left boot for safe keeping, as he mentally went over his list, torches were going to be a must, a tent, and blanket wouldn’t be a bad idea either. Richard mused as they hit the general store Richard going over everything the bag at the end of it all was a heavy set bag with more than enough gear in case of an emergency.


    “Yes I am aware of the time we will get something to eat in a moment,” Richard sighed, he mused if he was ever that impatient with his elders as the pair headed off. With the perches of a hunk of cheese and some apples the pair sat down.


    Richard sliced up the food with his new knife handing pieces to Sam. Letting out a sleepy yawn Richard kept his eyes peeled around him. “Well It’s only about midday, I’ll grab a paper and head back to the ship.” Richard struggled to sign as Sam nodded,


    Doing exactly that Richard bought a paper and rolled it up under his arm as they headed back, with Richard holding a bag of gear over his shoulder with the other hand.


    “Hey Captain, the crew is feeling a bit board you think we can head out and maybe sail around a bit?” James inquired as Richard walked onto the ship. Richard pulled out a new pocket watched and glanced at the time.


    “How about something else, I am feeling pretty board myself,” Richard admitted, “Sam,” he yelled then started to sign. “Bring the sticks,”


    Richard gathered up the full crew as Sam dragged a good sized barrel with a mass of sticks. “Oh boy I get to hit something,” Boss said in mild amusement, only for one of the mock swords to suddenly hit off his shoulder.


    “Something like that,” Richard admitted as he grabbed one himself. “I need some practice and sitting around here on my ass all day isn’t doing me any good.”


    “So what your saying is you want your ass beat?” Boss taunted, “You remember what happened last time on the island right?” Boss asked,


    “True, but this time you’re not going to catch me of guard running at me like a screaming maniac.” Richard said with a shrug.


    “Ahhh!” Boss ran screaming at him with the mock sword over his head as Richard about jumped at the surprise.


    “Damn it chief!” Richard said as he stepped to the side and stuck the sword out tripping him. “I was expecting that,” Richard admitted, in a clam tone as Boss fell onto the deck. “Do try to take this seriously,” Richard siged as Richard felt something knock against his forehead.


    “Let your guard down,” Boss reminded as Richard rubbed his forehead, which was now sporting a red mark, as the crew that had formed a circle on deck started to laugh.


    “Leave it to you to mess with my plans,” Richard muttered with an amused smirk on his face, Richard picked up the sword and tossed it back to chief.


    The two sparring weapons clicked off against each other as Richard deflected another blow. “I have to admit Richard, you’re not a bad swordsmen but not good enough to overcome my larger size,” Boss admitted,


    Richard kept silent as he focused on deflecting another blow. Richard kept giving ground moving in small circles as he avoided a blow to the head. “So how’s that arm of yours?” Boss asked as Richard felt a hard blow hit his arm. Richard backed off wincing as he rubbed his arm.


    “I would say that would count as a death blow,” Richard admitted as Jill growled at Boss her hair raising. “Easy Girl,” Richard said as the dog licked her chops and suddenly when docile as if nothing had happened.


    “Okay, Here is the deal, I’ll count blows as death or sustainable, if you can knock Boss, or if Boss losses, the current man who won. You get some spending cash,” Richard said as he tossed a bag into the circle, now everyone’s interest had been perked.


    “Hey what about me?” Boss asked,


    “Hurting the Captain counts as a penalty no money for you this round,” Richard laughed as Boss gave him a soft glare before rolling his eyes.


    Richard sat down as he watched, the crew was made up of all sorts Richard spotted the brave, the bold, and the foolish. Nathan moved in brandishing a sturdy sword as he and Boss squared off. “Watch this fight.” Richard instructed as Sam glanced at him.


    Nathan drew first landing a solid blow that almost knocked Boss into the air, Boss made a fast move but was surprised to see Nathan blocked it solidly. Boss winced, as he waved at Richard and after giving himself a rub on what was likely going to be a bruise Nathan remained stone faced.


    Boss moved first this time as Nathan dogged each blow not even raising his sword. “I don’t recall him being this good on this island,” James admitted as he sat down next to Richard.


    “He was probably hungry,” Richard mused, “Not to mention this is Boss’s fifth fight, he’s bound to be worn down.” Richard admitted, as he glanced over to See that Sam had glanced but kept watching the fight.


    Nathan danced around the blade before snapping his blade hitting Boss’s fingers as he dropped the weapon, only for Nathan to raise the wood sword under his chin.


    “All right,” Richard got up tossing Nathan his prize as he picked up Boss’s weapon as the man walked away to take break, Richard pulled out a second bag and tossed it into the center as he and Richard faced off, The pair took off at the same time. Richard intercepted a blow for his stomach, retaliating by striking at Nathan’s shoulder. The attack met stick as the two went to town blocking and deflecting with little issue, before parting and circling each other.


    “I have to admit I am surprised your holding your own who taught you?” Nathan asked,


    “Everyone, yet no one,” Richard replied as he finally managed to tag Nathan in the leg.


    “Ah that’s no fun,” Nathan laughed as he shook his leg.


    “Says the man that waited for Boss to exhaust himself,” Richard pointed out as Nathan shrugged,


    “Which would have been sooner if you actually put some effort, into your turn against Boss,” Nathan pointed out as Richard shrugged,


    “Hey I am not made of cash why make it easy?” Richard asked as Nathan took a swing at his head as Richard. The two closed in again as Richard struck hard and fast knocking Nathan back from the impact of the blows. Small hits started to add up as Nathan finally managed to retaliate, hitting Richard in the stomach as Richard felt the air leave him. Nathan moved to land a blow on Richard’s back. Richard dropped suddenly expecting a fallow up letting himself recover as he brought his sword around to block the blow.


    Richard winced a bit as Nathan proceeded to knock him back, as Richard bided his time letting his body recover from the shock of the blow. Richard broke far enough away as Nathan took the distance to gain some breathing room.


    “You know if this was a real fight we would both be dead, death by a thousand cuts,” Nathan pointed out.


    “True but the point is to improve, not kill each other,” Richard reminded,


    “Why didn’t you say so I could always use a sparring partner,” Nathan chuckled in amusement when Richard moved in snapping a swift strike knocking Nathan’s blade out of his hand. “Really?” Nathan asked,


    “Words are weapons as well,” Richard chuckled as he released a breath. “That was fun for now, start grouping up and let’s get some practice in, I’ll glanced around see if we can’t fix some from and maybe get some practice in.


    Richard walked away as everyone started to move along the deck getting some distance as Richard sat down next to Sam. “Okay let’s go over stances and guards, now then fools guard is first, now this is a resting position, as you can see if a fight lasts long that weapons going to get heavy…”


    Richard spent as much time on the deck in the shade of the sails, showing and practicing contently showing, the advantages, and ideas, what to expect and using people primarily Boss and Nathan who knew what they were doing.


    “Richard?” Called out a voice as he jolted back into the rest of the world,


    “Oh Laurella,” Richard smiled as he paused, he glanced around to notice a few people were in fact looking at him.


    “Don’t overload him,” She warned, “He will only retain so much,” She pointed, “I was going to yell at you for adding to my work, but I see you are instructing,” She admitted,


    “Yeah, I was watching everyone I am thinking of changing out the weapons adding some people in for the spear since some people don’t know how to use a sword. Yeah! You’re not going to do any damage holding your sword in that stance stay out of it!” He corrected causing the target to jump. “How are these people still alive honestly stop thinking your not going to live long if you stop to think that’s the point practice until it’s second nature, and cut with the blade!” Richard spent a good portion of the day moving through people correcting stances. “What are you doing?” He asked, “you’re going to hurt your tendon holding the damn thing like that, here fix your fingers, like this,” He instructed, “That way your won’t hurt yourself over time when you thrust forward,” Richard demonstrated, as the man nodded and fixed his motion. “And practice that, over and over again until you get rid of that bad habit are we clear? Good,” Richard acknowledged as he headed back to Sam.


    “Thankfully no major damage,” Laurella teased as Richard rolled his eyes,


    “I am no expert but if I can keep them alive,” Richard dismissed, “Any what is the time, ah, Okay boys! Hit the mess hall, and then get off my ship I got a bar set up to so we can celebrate a survival of our first government job.” The crew gave a massive shout of approval as everyone started wrapping things up. Richard handed Nathan the address of the place in question since he figured he would


    “Hey Richard, What about Goliam,” Arken asked


    “Hmm I think I’ll consider a different kind of weapon,” Goliam admitted, holding up the stick


    “We may have to custom make something,” Richard agreed “Why did you say something sooner?” He asked,


    “You looked busy,” Goliam said sheepishly,


    “Well, we should look into it, we may have to talk to a black smith on the matter,” Richard thought out. “Still I don’t know how much good I can do if you pick anything besides a sword, spear, or fisticuffs,”


    “Why spear?” Arken asked,


    “It’s an easy weapon to grasp,” Richard nodded as Ask felt her eyes drop at the simplicity of it.


    “Richard can I talk to you?” Goliam asked as Richard looked up at him,


    “Sure? You want to go into my quarters?” he asked,


    “Yeah,” Richard he turned when a hand clamped onto his shoulders,


    “Be nice,” Arken warned as Richard glanced back at her with a raised eyebrow.


    Richard had little issue making his way through the group heading down to the mess hall, but stopped on occasion as Goliam had trouble getting around.


    The two moved into the room as Richard realized he didn’t have a chair, Goliam sat down on the floor as Richard decided he may need a bigger chair. “Okay what can I do for you?” Richard asked after sitting down.


    “I don’t really know how to explain this but I was hoping you would have some non combat related roles I could take on?”


    “Oh,” Richard said blinking in surprise, “Oh thank god,” Richard thought to himself, “No combat,” Richard frowned, “You know I have a few ideas, that I think would work out. I need a guy, a guy in charge of keeping his eyes peeled, to pace the ship, and carry the keys,”


    “Keys?” Goliam repeated as he tilted his head.


    “Yep, I need you to be in charge of the brig, since it’s empty I would mind you taking time to pace the ship, you don’t have to talk or bother anyone just move around the ship and if we do put anyone in a cell, make sure they don’t get out. Sound like a job?” Richard asked,


    “Sure, sounds good to me,” Goliam agreed as Richard pulled out a large ring of keys and tossed them to him.


    “If anything pops up or catches your interest let the mates know and we will look into it,” Richard instructed,


    “You got it Captain,” Goliam said snapping to feet as Richard winced, the man put his head threw the wall. “Sorry cap,” He apologized as he landed, Richard glanced up and watched the ceiling reform itself.


    “No harm done, anyway thank you,” Richard dismissed as Goliam head out the ring of keys jingling along.


    With the Door shut Richard got up from his chair then headed to back of his room, to see Spark still out cold on one of his pillows, Richard grabbed an apple from a bowl he kept as he bit into it. “Oh come on Spark, get up already know way and old fart like that should be able to do you in,” Richard encouraged as he sat down at a chair and waited.


  












 Book Three


  

    Chapter 55



    “Ah,” Richard Yawned as he got up scratching his chest as he silently glanced around his room, “I got these cool clothes but, nothing beats the jacket,” he smirked he quickly splashed some cold water cleaning up his face, as well as removing excess facial hair. Put his hair into a tail after a quick brushing and the Jacket, pants, and boots were comfortably back in place. “Now where is my list?” rubbing the sleep from his eye he pulled the curtains back letting the light into his full office.



    He glanced over to see that Spark was sitting on her the counter, she was hugging her legs close looking at the Broken Mirror, the Mage had used to communicate with them. He opened his mouth but closed it, he really didn’t have any way of talking to her, since he stepped out during the conversation the two magical beings had. He sat down at his desk putting the finishing touches on his crew roster and put down the rest of the paperwork needed to give him clearance to buy certain military items that would come in handy. He tapped the papers and quickly put them into a large envelope before putting a wax seal on it when a knock at his door just reached his ears.


    His head snapped over but Spark had vanished from sight, he turned the mirror over as he opened up one set of doors to see two figures waiting out the main doors. “Lord Stronglance, and Lord Morgan, to what do I owe the pleasure?” he greeted surprised to see the pair, “Come in,” he ushered stepping aside, as the older lord walked past Richard and Morgan locked eyes Richard didn’t waste even a dirty look as he closed the door.


    “Sorry to come so early but I have a long list of things I need to get started. My young Companion has recently set the date with my Daughter. I have a list of items I need to be imported. It shouldn’t be more than a week’s sailing, to Marseille, the job pays well, I promise you.”


    “Sure, I could use some sea time, I just hope I have enough space,” Richard accepted as he grabbed the scrolled up parchment with the list of items, He glanced over it was mostly French wines as well as a select group of well breed white horses for the event. “Shouldn’t be too much trouble, it will take some time to get the crew together.”


    “No trouble I’ll send Captain Audwine with the funds my younger daughter may join, you I think she had a job the Dragon Mage inquired her with,” He frowned at the last bit.


    “Is there a concern my Lord?” Richard directed back after he weighed the scroll down.


    “Nothing you can do, I fear I just got my daughter back just to lose her.” He sighed, there was suddenly a dull thud as Richard glanced up confused.


    “Sadly, I fear I am out of my debt when it comes to family matters.” Richard apologized, as a second thud, echoed above them.


    “I didn’t expect you to, anyway we have-,” he was cut off by another thud, he glanced up, as Richard looked at Morgan, as he gave him a wide grin.


    “I need to take care of that, you have a wedding to take care, congratulations,” Richard smiled shaking hands with Madison’s dad as Morgan and Richard shook hands only for Richard to squeeze just hard enough for Morgan to grimace before Richard escorted them to the door.


    “Nice try,” Richard whispered as the pair walked off with Morgan glaring back at him. A massive blade dropped down at Richard only for the mast to suddenly twist and swat the blade away splashing harmlessly into the salt water.


    Richard leaned up against the rail, as he smiled, “Fish sure are jumping today huh Morgan?” Richard commented offhandedly. Morgan turned in glared back as Richard gave him a Two finger salute flipping the man of as Richard turned around.


    Sam rushed past heading up the stairs as Richard casually followed, to spot a series of blades having dug into the upper deck just above where Richard was standing. Sam pulled out a much smaller one glancing up.


    “Captain Richard is there an issue I just saw that bastard,” Laurella rushed in as Richard pointed at Sam. “Oh no,” she glanced up, in panic.


    “I think he’s giving up on this, I don’t think he can drop anything big enough to harm the Golden Eagle, as a massive blade suddenly appeared above them, as the ship lurched.


    “Ah, shit!” Laurella panicked as Richard kept his balance the ship forward just enough to avoid the falling blade. Laurella looked off the back to see the blade sticking up out of the water and swallowed.


    Richard shook his head as he watched the ship slowly repair itself not even leaving a scratch behind as he smiled at the spot before he rubbed his goatee. “I wouldn’t worry about it, pass the word around we will be leaving port, we got a little job to take care off.”


    “What would that be?” Laurella asked,


    “Picking up wedding supplies for Nora AStronglances wedding.” Richard shrugged as inspected the place where the cuts were.


    “Are you fucking kidding me you’re getting supplies for the man’s wedding the fucker just tried to kill you,” Laurella pointed out.


    “Yep,” Richard agreed as he rubbed his fingers together trying to find any leftover residue. He glanced over his shoulder at the doctor, watching her visibly fume. “Not much I can do about it. So might as well make a buck, we lost our best shot at getting rid of the little shit. So might as well make some money on it.”


    “I would rather see the man beheaded than wedded,” Laurella frowned,


    “The way he runs things he’ll likely kill’em self,” Richard laughed, “Besides if he’s stuck here that’s one less Pirate Lord we need to worry about.”


    “Speaking of which I was thinking that over,” Laurella paused waiting for Richard as he turned to look at her. “How do we plan on pulling off such a stunt, I know there are a lot of Lordlings running around not mention the official Pirate Lords and Morgan’s abilities are insane, how do you expect to actually make do with your promise?”


    “You have been thinking about this a lot,” Richard observed, glancing over as the worry was etched all over her face. “Well, you are not required to stay, if you’re worried about dying.” Richard reminded.


    “I made peace with death on that cursed island, it’s everyone else I am worried about.” She admitted,


    “Fair enough. I would love to say I have some magical idea, some crazy map hiding mythical items that will level the playing field. Sadly I don’t have anything of the sort, but I plan on keeping an eye out, we cut down the small people, we move in and out contently moving. The main thing that keeps the Lords going is the constant greedy people.” Richard explained,


    “Well that’s a start but as soon as that happens we are all target number one there won’t be any resting.” Laurella reminded,


    “On a normal ship but we are not on a normal ship, this baby can run itself the crew always rested, and we can pepper anyone in our sights, it’s latterly a matter of attrition.” Richard shrugged, “besides the ship has shown not even the abilities of a Pirate Lord can do enough Damage to harm the Eagle, I think our odds are pretty good.” Richard smiled brightly.


    “What about on Land?” Laurella admitted,


    “While possible, I am afraid I don’t have an answer,” Richard admitted, “I am hoping to look into anything that may tip the scales in our favor so don’t think I am going to rest on the power of the Eagle. But finding War relics is expensive and time-consuming. And outside of trying the stunt, Amaro did,” his face twisted in disgust, “We are just going to have to be good enough to make up the difference, besides if things get too hairy we can always meet up with the navy.” Richard shrugged. “Ah crap, I got ahead of myself, have you seen Eagle Eye anywhere?”


    “Not really,” Laurella admitted,


    Richard gave out a heavy breath, “Why did the ship of my damn dreams have to be so big?” He grumbled as he headed down, “Oh if you see Tray and James tell them I would like to talk to them about something.”


    Richard frowned it seemed it was going to take some time, He headed past Arken who was lounging on the deck, they both gave a curt nod before going back to their own interests. He glanced up, a rope from the mast dropped down as Richard grabbed on sticking his foot into a lop and was suddenly pulled up. Dropping on the mast he headed over to the crow’s nest to see Eagle Eye leaning up against the mast with a straw hat.


    “Captain,” the man greeted his hat shifting only a bit.


    “Eagle Eye,” Richard returned, “Mind if I sit down?” Richard asked,


    “Do as you like, it’s your boat,” Eagle Eye reminded,


    “So I told everyone that I would be willing to drop people off, and most people seem to be sticking around, you haven’t said anything,” Richard glanced over but he couldn’t see any indications. “Well things have come up and I have some more life and Death dealings I need to worry about.” He paused, “I let it get away from me my first task, so if you want to take off,” Richard pulled out a coin purse dropping it between them, “That will be more than enough to get you on a good ship back, home, it may take some time but it would be safer than being on this ship if the sword blades raining down wasn’t clue enough.” Richard cracked a smile as he stood up.


    “All the same,” Eagle Eye muttered as Richard glanced over his shoulder,


    “Perhaps,” Richard replied in a dull tone, “I am just giving you usable options I do plan on Heading back to Colonies, and I would say the ship moves fast enough to make your stay here the best option. I just don’t like the idea of letting someone like Morgan in a position of power.”


    “All I hear is excuses.” Eagle Eye responded,


    “I don’t have to if that would full fill your inert desire to look down on me,” Richard rolled his eyes. Eagle Eye didn’t say anything not even bothering to touch the coin purse with that Richard headed back down.


    “Captain I heard we are making for a little trip?” Boss said as Richard stepped down,


    “Yep, not exactly a fun job but something to get us back out onto the open sea. So round everyone up Mr. Boss we got to pick up some fine wine,” Richard smiled patting him on the Shoulder,


    “All Hands on DECK!” Boss shouted as the ship quickly came to life.


    Richard walked along as people started moving, emerging from all kinds of places as Richard casually walked along. Goliam moved past his hands filled with two barrels he was moving, Morsina floated above him landing on one of the masts.


    “I said on Deck!” Boss shouted as Richard headed up the stairs next to the wheel as everyone glanced over at him.


    “We got a short job coming up,” Richard started, “Nothing dangerous but we plan on heading out as soon as Madison and Audwine arrive, so don’t go too far today, and spread the word, and get everything battened down you don’t want falling over the edge.


    “Okay, I’ll get the rope,” Arken called out,


    “Said the Actress to the priest,” called James as everyone got a good laugh at the comment. Richard kept moving while everyone moved around the ship securing, then they waited, Richard, frowned as he stood, he was standing next to the gangplank, with Boss waiting next to him, Richard shifted his body uncomfortable with standing for so long, almost everyone was waiting. Most were sitting in small circles chatting, others are lounging,”


    “I should get a hat,” Richard frowned shielding the sun with his hand.


    “I thought so as well, I couldn’t find anything that looked good,” Boss admitted, Richard glanced over at him frowning,


    “I can’t really, maybe a bandana or something?” Richard asked glancing over at him. Boss scratched his head frowning.


    “I couldn’t really find a hat that is me,” Boss admitted,


    “Oh, you went Hat shopping?” Richard asked as Boss nodded,


    “I think something black with a wide brim would work, maybe a red slash around the base, what do you think?” Richard asked as Boss glanced over at him for a second as if envisioning such a hat on him.


    “I don’t think it would work, I think the hat would ruin your look,” Boss admitted Richard frowned,


    “You think so?” Richard wondered,


    “Yeah, I think that hat could work, but it would impair looking up you know, and with those two crazy bitches running around wouldn’t risk it,” Boss admitted.


    “True but sunlight in the eyes is just if not more damning, in terms of combat,” Richard pointed out as the pair cared on their debate losing all meaning as they bounced around letting the words carry them through the hours.


    Boss paused in the middle of a conversation on the battle tactics of a sinking ship as Arken walked passed them, Boss paused before looking at Richard.


    “You know there are a lot of things I can recall, but I can’t tell you how or why. Speaking and fighting, I know it but I can’t remember where I learned it. But the Bendact where did they come from?


    “Nobody knows, it’s a closely guarded secret of the halls of Ra. Down in one of the southern containment. There are a few theories but they all have limitations. The biggest one is that a deity was either impressed or in some cases saved, that second detail is dependent on how generous you are feeling.” Richard chuckled. “But it is said they were molded with souls of the unborn taking on Human shape and Sentience. Keeping their own gifts as a beat with all the benefits of man,” Richard explained.


    “Unborn?”


    “Children who die before they have the chance to live, at least that’s the traditional translation. Other ideas are the spirits of accent warriors, and some places like the Sun people believe they just earn souls thanks to living long enough.”


    “Sun People?” Boss asked,


    “It’s a catch-all for the men of the East, home to some of the most advanced nations in the world, The came up with gunpowder and while these pistols are new creation firearms are not, some of the finest goods and supplies come from that part of the world. It’s also home to some of the best swordsmen and swordsmiths in the world, Nathan’s blade the Katana if not directly the design comes from that part of the world.” Richard pointed out.


    “You been to that part of the world?”


    “Nah the Language is next to impossible for me, so unless we have a translator buying and selling would be limiting, even more so since there is only one port city, but this is all second hand, Tin would be a better man to ask seeing as how he’s at least a descendant of the area but don’t be a dick, I don’t know if he actually grew up there, since the Sun people to have their own Nations, and are just as prideful as a Highlander is of his own home. So step carefully,”


    “I think Nathan would be better suited to ask,” Boss admitted, “But once the ship heads out since we will be doing a lot of sitting around,” Boss admitted.


    “Whenever,” Richard shrugged, “It looks like our Dame has finally decided to join us,” Richard smirked, as a carriage approached.


    Richard sighed striating himself up as Madison stormed out of the carriage as the Captain of the guards, rode up on Snowball.


    “Permission to come aboard? Uh sir?” he kind of lingered as he watched the woman in stormed up the plank as Richard when stone-faced


    “Granted,” Richard dropped as the Madison stopped and glared at him.


    “How in the world could you?” she accused as everyone on deck was no looking.


    “What, I didn’t do anything illegal,” Richard commented,


    “Yet,” Boss commented, Richard, shot him a glare but didn’t respond.


    “You know what I am talking about,” Madison frowned.


    “Let’s talk in my office it’s unbecoming to get so worked up, in public,” Richard gestured at his office, as Madison glared at him.


    “Arvil could you show the good Guardsmen were he can keep his horse,” Richard asked as the wind user smiled ignoring the atmosphere surrounding them.


    Richard leads the way as a few crew members pulled in plank as the Golden Sails lowered catching the wind, as the ship finally left port.


    “I want your head for agreeing to anything to marry that disgustingly cowardly, no good, dirty rotten Pirate to my sister!” She raged as Richard wondered why he bothered to close the doors behind them.


    “Let’s do some pushups,” Richard said taking off his jacket and getting down to the floor starting the activity.


    “I would rather not,” Madison raised an eyebrow,


    “I find it helps my temper,” Richard admitted, he paused looking up at her. “Look I felt we all needed some time away from Gaslight. I wanted to be able to relax to reorder my thoughts without the fear of death lingering over me.” He stood up crossing his arms behind his back as he watched the city slowly vanish behind them at the amazing rate. “Those Assassins have almost gotten me far too many times, and so long as Spark is around, her safety, as well as the entire crew, would be at risk, even if it would take time, a Wish length of over a thousand years is not out of every species range of life, and those with such a lifespan could easily overtake any advantage this ship has.”


    Madison frowned grumbling, “I am still angry.”


    “I can’t say I blame you, If it was up to me I would storm the castle lay the fucker out, and gut the sun of a bitch on the stairs leading up to the throne forever ending his life in view of the thing he so desperately craves,” Richard casually vented as he poured out a fine brandy, as Madison just looked at him he poured her a glass. “But sadly doing so would end my carrier making two enemies, with very vast recourses. Not mention the earlier issue, If it was any other noblemen besides your father I could send Stephano to just slit the bastard’s throat,”


    “Bloodstones, you think my father would ask for the Dragon Mage to give him a Bloodstone?” Madison realized,


    “Yep,” Richard drinking a bit, as his mind recalled the Blood Stone. It was an old Story dealing with the Dragon Mage, he lost a companion to an assassin, and he created a bloodstone. The stone somehow zoned in on the victim’s blood on the killer’s hands, forgoing any form of logic it would slowly track down the person directly responsible even through a hired assassin. Lots of stories revolved around the Mage pathologically hunting people down. “Mind you there hasn’t been a historically recorded case but it still would be concerning.”


    “Agreed,” she sighed her frustration dissipating as she took a drink. “So what can we do?”


    “We got to find evidence of his actions, I am hoping to speed this up and take some time to investigate him. I got a few details like mother and father and I hope to look backward and see if I can find something that would explain why a man of his status would be working as a spy for an infamous Pirate such as Black Beard.” Richard paused as he glanced at the paper.


    “I don’t want to be far away from home that long I don’t like leaving him with my family but, I was all but forced out due to the recent events. Father wanted to make sure there were no hard feelings.” She sighed, “It’s why he gave such an easy job to you so it wouldn’t seem he was giving you charity, on top of what he paid for the job.” She admitted before glancing at the paper in confusion, “So what is good will going threw his history be?”


    Richard raised an eyebrow at the sudden swerving of questions and statements. If you know yourself, but not your enemy you will win half your battles, if you know neither you lose them all, but if you know both you need not fear the result of a hundred battles. I am horribly butchering the quote, but I think Sun Tzu still holds merit,” Richard smiled as he pointed out a book called the art of war.


    “Huh,” Madison glanced at the cover before looking at him.


    “Some time to think, plan, and experimented and hopefully a solution will appear because we have about six months before your sister gets married.” Richard frowned as he opened up a leather book.


    “If it gets that far, I am sorry but I will kill him, this is my family we are talking about.” Madison declared. Richard frowned as his eyes snapped to the mirror for a second then back to the knight.


    “I want to be mad but, in all honesty, I understand,” with Richard finished his drink.


  




  

    Chapter 56



    Richard frowned in frustration as he looked at his opponent. He took out a rag dampening it as he felt a headache coming in. His fingers flashed as he winced stopping and looking at the book, he frowned before taking out a sheet of paper to write. Richard and Sam had been spending time working on sign language so the mute wouldn’t have to carry around ink and paper everywhere.



    Richard sighed as he poured the two of them a cup of tea, sliding the teacup over as Sam blew on it before nursing the hot drink. He frowned as he glanced at the book, he shut his eyes as his face was lined with temporary wrinkles He had spent the first day trying his best to learn and Teach sign language. He slumped in the chair, he needed something to do besides study this book. He glanced over at Sam who seemed to be fair better at the project then he was, but not infuriatingly so.


    There was a small rumble a Richard glanced over to realize Sam’s gut was ready for something besides learning. Sam seemed to redden a bit as he glanced away which only caused Richard to laugh. “Let’s go get some brain food.


    “O.K.” he slowly signed, as Richard even slower replicated the motion. Richard headed out into the sun as he winced at the light, he frowned, his more tanned complexion was starting to fad already, he smirked a bit his first week on the sea was filled with sunburns.


    “Hey Captain,” Kareem approached as Richard closed the doors behind him,


    “Need something,” Richard turned


    “Yeah me and the guys were thinking about some kind of uniform you know to keep us distinct,” He brought up,


    “Hmm, well that wouldn’t be a bad idea, got anything in mind,” he glanced over at Sam. “Walk with me, we need some meal.


    “Some kind of coat, or coat of arms, something that’s uniform, you know,” Kareem thought, “Something to help distinguish during combat, and if anyone falls overboard,” Kareem added as Richard mused over his meal, Richard paused the words finally catching up to him.


    “That would be handy, it would have to be something eye-catching,” Richard said as he got into the Kitchen to see a few random people eating a meal.


    “Yeah something crazy,” Kareem mused, “I was thinking Orange as the primary color.” Kareem though.


    “I keep telling you Orange is not a Primary color!” Tin shouted


    “You know what I mean ass hat,” Kareem shouted back.


    “Orange huh?” Richard said as he started mixing up some batter.


    “Yeah like some kind of coat or maybe a bandana with the ship’s insignia,” Kareem considered.


    “How about we get a few different things and see if something works for everyone, I am rather fond of my coat,” Richard admitted he started making pancakes.


    “So anything you can do with the idea?” He asked as Richard flipped the cake in the air before catching it.


    “Yeah, I will see what I can get a hold of, maybe some proof of concept, see how the rest of the crew likes the idea, so at the very least you will get a coat out of it,” Richard admitted, as he flipped the cake onto a plate, for Sam.


    Richard started up the next one when suddenly the ship suddenly lurched, He doused the fire, “This better be important,” Richard rushed out of the mess hall, with everyone else as he burst onto the deck.


    “Who has the wheel someone get me some eyes on the bow and stern of the ship!” Richard shouted. Richard headed to the wheel when a massive neigh. Richard paused as he glanced over the edge to see a mass heard of Hippocampus rushed around the ship slamming into the sides of the ship as the heard parted around them.


    “Richard, what the hell, are we suppose to do?” Boss asked as Richard shook his head.


    “Nothing, just ride it out, this, is one of those little issues that pop up from time to time, trust Hippocampus is the least of our concerns, in fact, I have heard people roping a few to speed up the ship speed so long as they were both going the same direction.


    “Oh,” Boss glanced over at the aqua horse-like creatures.


    “Yeah, even less so of an issue the normally could do some damage to the hull, on occasion I had to head down with a few other members to fix holes and bucket out water.” Richard frowned at the memory, “Just make sure nobody falls overboard, not everyone knows how to swim.”


    “Huh?” Boss turned as Richard casually walked back to the stairs to make his meal as Boss glanced over at Sam who was eating a pancake before taking off after Richard. Richard paused as he glanced over at Boss as he wondered something, did Boss know how to swim.


    “Hey, how many of you guys know how to swim?” Richard shouted as he glanced around, “Raise a hand if you can,” Richard raised his hand up as he noticed nobody seemed to have the ability he felt a tug as Sam had his hand up.


    “Add that to the list of things to do,” Richard mused, a few looked affronted, but nobody seemed to have anything to argue.


    “Captain,” Kareem interrupted as he glanced back to see he had a hand raised as well. Richard nodded,


    “So glad you volunteered, appreciate it,” Richard said patting him on the shoulder, as he headed back to get a meal before the next problem decided to rear its ugly head.


    Richard smirked as he finally got his meal as he soon found himself competing for the cakes with Sam who despite his size seemed to have a hollow leg.


    “Captain,” Richard turned as he brushed food out of his facial hair to see Tray and James. You need us to look into something?”


    “Yeah, Richard pulled out his sword as he dug it into the floor prying open aboard it took some doing but he soon had a good size two by six and handed it to James. “Carve this into a small Eagle and bring it back to me, if it vanishes during the process let me know,” Richard instructed,


    “Um okay,” Tray said as he glanced at the item in question, “Any reason why?”


    “Want to know if what breaks of stays or goes away as for the Eagle I got a thing going so why not?” Richard shrugged, “We could use it to repair friendly ships, or we could build houses on random islands, I want to know what stays and what goes, and what I can do with it. Also if you get a chance see if you can find any nails I haven’t seen any at all.”


    “Anything to stave off boredom at this point,” James grunted getting the hint that Richard didn’t have anything more.


    “Thanks,” Richard waved as he took out a rag to clean up the cooking area.


    Richard frowned as he tapped at his desk, he had a series of books stacked up including the signed book. He frowned as he slowly pushed the sealed ink bottle around the desk.


    “Hey Richard, I was-,” Said a voice,


    “Yes?” Richard looked up quickly sliding the ink back into place pretending as if he wasn’t boarded out of his mind.


    “-Wondering if you had any dull swords me and Madison could practice with.” Audwine continued.


    “Yeah sure,” Richard stood up unclasping the facings on the cabinet and pulling out some dull blades for them to use. He passed them off as the Captain of the guard left. Richard glanced around the ship and grabbing a random book, headed out onto the deck. He soon found what he expected a large group hanging around the sparring area with the sounds normally associated. Richard leaned up against the railing next to Tobi who was focusing extremely hard to the point Richard had to clear his throat just for the man to realize Richard was just to his left.


    “So how is leadership treating you?” Tobi asked not taking his eyes off the sparring match.


    “It’s treating me little better than an underling.” Richard admitted as Tobi shook his head, “How’s the fight?”


    “In a fair world Madison should be winning, her skills with the blade by my estimation are second to none,” Tobi explained, “I have to admit sparring never got this much attention during any other occupations I took.”


    “Well, turns out a ship that runs itself leaves a lot to be desired on things to do, even less so than a normal ship.”


    “So this would be one of the few things that break up the monotony.” Tobi realized.


    “Run for the hills,” Cawed a voice as Richard spun around to see the bloody parrot. Richard pulled out tooth and raised it only for it to click and not go off as the bird flew off Boss’s shoulder.


    “What the hell,” Boss frowned as Richard fingered the trigger and dumped the gun,


    “Miss fired,” Richard frowned ignoring the look he was getting. “Damn bird,” Richard growled, “Oh right, if anyone needs me I am going to be making some ammo for my pistols you want in?” he asked glancing at both of them.


    “I am good,” Boss replied in thinly veiled irritation.


    “I, guess,” Tobi hesitated, as Richard motioned at Sam, and slowly signed for him to get things together. Sam nodded and headed down, “Impressive, he learns quick.”


    “Yeah, smarter than me, when I was his age, anyway we will need to take over the kitchen, speaking of which we need a full-time cook I think Gerald is getting pissy about it since nobody else seems to do the job.” Richard frowned leading the conversation in hopes Tobi might know of someone.


    “Nobody I can think off, I wish I did since he kinda sucks at cooking. I can’t think of a time a single meal was prepared on time,” Tobi complained as they headed down, Richard light up a lantern putting the match out with a wave as they headed down.


    “Everyone is still adjusting,” Richard waved off, “Besides I don’t eat on a normal schedule.”


    “You know you run a very loose ship,” Tobi frowned,


    “Everyone is new at this, we don’t have a Quartermaster or really much of a command structure, which isn’t good since a lot of my mates have not found a footing, and well, look at our mission statement. Pirate hunting isn’t going to be bringing in the best and brightest.”


    “Maybe you just need to spin it the right way, if we are going for new, one should also find the young and the brave as well.” Tobi pointed out, “You’re not much for speaking out on these kinds of things.”


    “As much as I love the sound of my own voice, normally I only get a sentence before being told to shut up.” Richard joked as he headed into the kitchen.


    “I put up with worse, but you’re close,” Tobi smiled as Richard’s mind lingered on the comment, as he pulled out a mold.


    “Simple process really I got this from an inventor by the name of Conan, somehow he got on my ship and dropped off a sheet of paper, surprisingly simple, just need some leadership,” Richard explained igniting the stove.


    “That’s it, gunpowder, and little lead balls,” Tobi chuckled,


    “Pretty much, but are you surprised, the Sun is responsible for making firearms, the real secrets are not mine,” Richard smirked pointing out the trigger.


    “Touché,” he conceded,


    “You can head back up if you want this is going to be a rather dull process. ” Richard admitted,


    “I already know how the fights going to go, and I am not betting on it,” He shrugged, “I would rather know about you,” Tobi admitted, as Richard playfully rolled his eyes.


    “Not much to tell, I am a highland raised man,” Richard said turning his back as he tested the stove.


    “I think that’s only a bit after all that’s not a real highland accent,” Tobi smirked,


    “If I used a real one, you would need a translator, I don’t like repeating myself,” Richard laughed. “So what’s your story?” Richard asked feeling the desire to eat up some time, as he glanced at the fire letting the glow warm his face.


    “Me?” Tobi smirked as he seemed to recoiled at the question. “Um,” Richard watched the man turn rubbing his finger and thumb together all he was missing was the coin.


    “You don’t have to share I just have a habit of collecting stories and knowing who I am entrusting to my back too.”


    “Sounds fair,” He admitted but seemed no more comfortable with the idea. “I am trying to earn my fortune, is the short of it.” Richard simply shrugged but didn’t bother badgering the man. “So is Sam your boy?”


    “Ha,” Richard snorted, “Nah, he found me on the island, he doesn’t seem to know how he got there either so actually finding his parents is an out. So he’s my cabin boy,” Richard waved off, as he decided to open up some of the food, grabbing a pair of apples tossing one to Sam and offering Tobi one.


    “Seems kind of dangerous considering your mission statement.” Tobi pointed out,


    “No more dangerous than the streets or the shops,” Richard said evenly, as he stared harder at the fire.


    “It’s your choice on who you hire, I just hope you’re prepared for the possible fallout,” Tobi warned, Richard suppressed his desire to get frustrated with the man, as he seemed to have Sam’s best interest at heart.


    “Your compassion gives you credit, Tobi, however ” Richard stood up dusting his hands as he turned to look at him. “If something does happen it wouldn’t be the first time I was responsible for a child’s death,” Tobi eyed him as he stared off into his past for a brief second before the sound of footsteps quickly drew him back to the present.


    “Captain,” said a calm voice as Richard and Tobi glanced over to see four of the new crew members.


    “Chris, Ryan, Matt, and Bailey,” Richard slowly listed off as the four moved into the room, as the last one closed the door behind them. Richard felt a frown tug at his lips. “Well, this happened sooner than expected.


    “Sorry, nothing personal but your bounty is worth an easy life,” Chris apologized as they spread out slowly surrounding the three as long tables and benches were kept between them.


    “I honestly expected this,” Richard admitted, as he pulled out tooth and Claw. “So who wants to die first?”


    “Remember our deal whoever dies their family still gets there cut.” Bailey reminded.


    “Pity I didn’t bring my full arsenal,” Tobi frowned as he pulled out a Shortsword. Richard frowned as he lowered his pistols as he looked at the benches and tables in though. “What are you doing?” Tobi spun as all four attackers sprung at him.


    The tables suddenly shifted slamming into the walls as the benches caught feet as the sudden movement of all the inanimate objects snapped to hug the walls. The four all seemed stunned as Richard settled for holstering his pistols seeing as he doubted he would need them. The four each brandishing blades jumped back to their feet only for the furniture to take them out at the knees as Richard couldn’t help but laugh a little bit at the amusing sight of four grown men being knocked around.


    “I knew you could move the ship and sails I didn’t think you could do this,” Tobi admitted as he sheathed his blade.


    “Learn something new every day,” Richard took the rope of his belt and slowly made his way knotting each one of his attackers, He glanced over at Sam and slowly signed at him, Sam nodded and took off for the stairs.


    “Handy,” Tobi commented as Sam struggled with the door, as Richard laughed a bit. Sam got out as Tobi glanced over at Sam who went back to his bullets. “So what happens to them.”


    “Well food stocks are good, and I feel like we can afford some mercy. Lock em up in the brig, I think it’s time to let our Security chief do his job. I’ll talk to some of the mates see who else we can put watching prisoners,” Richard explained more to himself, than Tobi.


    It didn’t take long for Nathan and Boss to rush down followed by almost everyone trying to cram their way into the mess hall all at once. “Goliam I need your!” Richard called as the croc busted through the door frame, as the frame slowly repaired itself.


    “Take these guys to the brink, and round up some guards, if you can’t find any, I will volunteer guards,” Richard all but shouted as he eyed the people in the area.


    “Yes sir,” Goliam snapped off as he quickly grabbed each of the four and pilled them onto his shoulders as everyone quickly have the biggest being on the ship plenty of elbow room.


    “Huh, you know I had my doubts, but despite his disinterest in fighting he’s pretty handy,” Boss admitted in a neutral tone.


    “So how was the sparring match?” Richard asked looking at Madison, she frowned at the question. Richard walked up as he slides his hand into his pocket. He suddenly passed her something into her hand, “You know my cousin King may be able to help you out, you meet the big guy?”


    “Is this the?” she asked eyeing the coin as she recognized the lewd design. “I can’t believe you held onto this,” She commented looking at Richard.


    “It may come in handy, I plan on doing some research into the coins effects, besides it may help if I need to infiltrate some place and if my face becomes too well known. You never know when something may be useful.” Richard shrugged.


    Richard made his way back up on deck, with a slight smirk on his face, “Madison is going to check on the cells she will be right up.” Richard whispered to Audwine as he made his way back to his room, and grabbed some extra male clothing a few sizes bigger than himself.


    Richard passed them to Sam who rushed off with them as Richard settled himself in for an amusing match-up if nothing else.


    Madison made her way back up sporting the clothing with Sam holding onto her tunic and gear just a step behind her. The male form of the Dame was that of a well-built machine. Tall square shoulder and strong clean-shaven jawline, and to add to it all a six pack abs, Madison gave a slight wink as the crew who lived through the gender incident started cat calling and laughing.


    Richard grimaced as he held back his own laughter as Audwine glanced around in confusion along with any of the new members of the crew who didn’t know about the coin.


    “You ready?” Madison asked brandishing her blade as Audwine sighed with a smile on his face.


    “I am always up for a new challenge.” He returned well naturally. “Although I can’t help but feel I am missing out on some crew wide joke.


    “Trust me, this will all make sense soon,” Madison laughed in her male voice. The two went through the normal motions as the two kept trying to tag the other one in the designated spots.


    “Touché,” Audwine admitted as he backed off, “Good match,” he admitted,


    “Oh, can you toss me that coin I dropped,” Madison pointed out as Audwine walked over to the coin.


    “A lucky coin?” he smirked as he eyed it over. “Or is this part of the joke trying to get a reaction out of me?” he mused to the crew as he tossed the coin, “I have seen weirder.”


    Madison watched as it fell as a new more famine voice started panicking, Madison flicked the coin back reverting to her normal self as Audwine glanced at the coin in realization, he picked it up flipping and returned to normal as Madison took the coin.


    “Was that necessary?” he asked grimacing nervously


    “No, just wanted to see what would happen, really everyone who came in on the Eagle had to deal with this shock, so I figured it wouldn’t be fair if we didn’t spread it around.


    “I can’t believe you still have that Laurella commented, glancing over at Richard who shrugged.


    “I feel it may yet have some uses,” he chuckled as Madison handed him the coin as he slipped into his pocket. “Okay well I feel it’s time to get some things down, Audwine I was hoping you would be willing to run some basic combat drills, get everyone into a more cohesive fighting force, maybe pay the crew back a bit for laughing at you.” Richard pitched as the Captain of the guard mused as a devious smile as the laughter and amused glanced around him slowly died away.


    “I am going to need some supplies, you have any spears, I feel working from the ground up a good place to start.” Audwine putting his hands behind his back with a professional smile on his face,


    “I think we have some in the armory,” Arvil blurted out as everyone looked at him as the wind user clamped his mouth shut realizing what he just brought about a few seconds to late.


    “Excellent,” Audwine as the crew felt they were going to pay in full for their laughter.


  




  

    Chapter 57



    Richard stood at the farthest tip of the Golden Eagle waiting to see the first signs of the coast in the Distance. He glanced over to see Boss sitting on barrel glancing over a book on history, from Richard’s collection. Sam had somehow managed to lodge himself over the man’s shoulder and was following along.



    “So where are you at in the book, around the origin of Britannia, it seems rather hard to believe,” Boss admitted tentatively eyeing Richard.


    “We live in a wild world, you think those are fantastical look at the Author,” Richard advised, as Boss did so making sure he still had his place. “Dustal Alec Guinness, he actually travels around talking with the oldest beings on the planet, so he is pretty accurate, the intro even states a lot of the origins are more hearsay. Once you get to around the Arthur era things will start feeling more like history.”


    “Hmm I skipped the intro, I figured it was going to be a few pages with someone sucking someone else’s knob,” Boss admitted.


    “Most are,” Richard admitted, with a sigh, “Anyway keep on your toes and let me know when we get closer to port, I’ll take us in from there, Also keep everyone in line, we are here on business so no drinking until we finish the job.”


    “Sure,” Boss shrugged as Sam nodded as well even if he seemed more interested in reading.


    Richard walked along with his hands behind his back watching over the crew with little issue nodding and smiling to anyone who acknowledges him as he walked back to his private room.


    Richard spent the remainder of his time in the silent company of Spark as he slowly moved through the motions and stances of basic fencing and swordplay.


    “So who taught you how to fight?” Spark asked as Richard paused in his point slowing his fallow threw before turning to look at Spark.


    “A lot of people, what about you?” He inquired sheathing his sword.


    “My Dad,” She admitted, “It was asked of everyone do to our wish making powers, to be able to defend ourselves as one wish could cause issues if given to the wrong person.” She admitted, “I took to it rather well while I was free.” She admitted.


    “That must not have been easy, to be confined to such small prison. Even Madison was allowed some luxury during her stint.” Richard sympathized, as he slowly walked towards her. “So now that you know the truth do you still plan on sticking around?” he asked,


    “Yes,” she admitted floating down to the floor and growing to full size to better look him in the eye.


    “Good to know,” he nodded turning away.


    “I would prefer to make a skeptical to make at least the majority of the crew believe I am no longer aboard thought, for your safety and my own.” She requested Richard pinched his facial hair slowly spinning it as he nodded after a moment.


    “That way when we get back we can at least get rid of Morgan safely, we may need to wait a day to make sure word spreads but it shouldn’t take long, heck most might even pass it off as rumor since there would be no proof of you even existing.” Richard smiled even broader.


    Spark walked out first as Richard escorted her to the front of the ship. “Well!” he said casually with a smile, “I wish you luck,” the two shook hands as Spark nodded before leaping into the air.


    “It has been a Pleasure my good Captain, and wish you luck in your justice seeking quest,” With a slight curtsey she flew off into the air, as everyone started to watch her go.


    “So she’s gone?” Laurella asked as she walked up to Richard,


    “Yeah, It was necessary, with her went it will take away the treat, as much as Blackbeard is terrorizing the western world he is human and I can deal with a human, what she would bring in,” Richard explained,


    “Anything In mind, I mean if the leader of a guy who can throw swords the size of skyscrapers around isn’t what’s the biggest threat on the planet what is?” Boss asked as Sam nodded along with him.


    “Well, there are a lot of Ancient evil beings the two that would love to get a hold of Spark are The Succubus Bitch, I mean Queen,” Richard frowned glancing over at Sam. “And the Fire Giant both Ancient enemies of the Mages, not just the Dragon Mage himself,” Richard explained,


    “Sounds interesting,” Boss admitted, as Richard glanced around, spotting Nathan.


    “Right Nathan can you take over for me on this one, since you’re the storyteller,” Richard asked, as Nathan smiled as he got up, and soon found himself surrounded by other members of the crew who really had nothing better to do than to listen to stories that they probably heard a million times from their own granddads.


    “Hmm,” Nathan slowly stroked his beard clearly in his element. “The Succubus Queen and the Rise of the Dragon Mage,” He announced to jeers at the first name and hoorah at the second.


    The story starts off at the end of the second mage war. The Succubus Queen, whose name is lost to time, Had to hold up the remaining remnants of her army, filled with all kinds of Lesser demons, hags, Monitors, goblins, Imps, and all other manners of monsters and cold-hearted beasties. The Queen had held up in the ruins of the Camelot castle. The Blitz core was ready as the siege began, The Mage was bold, and crashed in, taking the form of a Giant white dragon that gave off all kinds of light breached the door smashing in and leading the charge. The Dragon mage powered threw taking a smaller dragon flying up to the highest castle tower was the Queen stat on the old king’s throne her legs crossed with her leather demon wings flared out. Welcoming the Mage with his old friend the Demon Mage, one who was once a great magic user until his mind was warped by a demon. The two crafted weapons of arcane magic as the two attacked each other while the war waged below them between the two armies, as the Great Dragon Mage fought to end the war only for the only remaining mage stood before him guarding the most hated enemy of all kinds.


    The battle was waged between the two last great mages, as Days drew on even as the mortals below rested the Mage fought on to best his old comrade in arms. Finally at the end of the third day, the final day before the twelve tolls, the Devil Mage was fell, as the Dragon Mage squared off with the Queen herself.


    The Queen laughed at the Dragon mocking him for his foolishness of coming alone. She drew upon her magical power bringing forth a storm with winds that ripped away The Queen flew forward as the Dragon Mage took to the sky’s, the pair clashed circling around each other but the Dragon was tired but for all his power even he is limited by sleep. He was sent back to the tower crashing to the stone before the foot of the throne as the Queen lowered herself back into the old king’s throne smiling at the Dragon mage as the scales slowly turned to the skin. “So ends the Age of Man!” she declared


    “Sounds like one hell of a fight,” Boss commented,


    “The real telling of the story is while much better much longer,” Audwine piped in as Nathan frowned at the pair. “Yeah, it’s a family story, passed down generation after generation. “The Siege lasted a long time, it was weeks not days. The Succubus army at that point was devastated so most of the defending army was undead thanks to another mage, in fact, my old man said that there was a lot of mages at the final confrontation.


    “Well if you want the historically accurate one,” Nathan sighed, “But to be fair all the cool stuff would happen after an hour-long explanation of logistics and a bunch of characters that are going to die, tell you what I’ll add in a detailed roadmap, and ever rock that someone tripped over as well,” Nathan returned looking at Audwine with a critical eye.


    “Calm down it’s a story man,” Audwine glanced away scratching his hair.


    “I thought it was history? I would prefer to hear a more accurate telling of the story,” Boss commented throwing his hat in the ring.


    “Well, I would love to, sadly a lot of events contradict each other. Some stories say The Dragon Mage Drew Excalibur, others say that he and the Devil Mage fought while a group took on the Succubus and when the Dragon Mage arrived it was already too late. One really unpopular story in the west but the East seemed okay, had it that the Dragon Mage was down on the ground healing the Blitz core and helping fight the undead, while another Mage actually fought the final fight, a Minotaur by the name of Tiff.” Nathan explained,


    “Yeah right, Minotaur was part of the enemy army, in fact, they were the biggest issue for the blitz core thanks to their natural immunity to magic, kind of like the dwarfs.”


    “Short people?” Boss asked, as everyone who had come for the story started arguing over the events during the final days of the Second Mage war.


    “Enough!” Richard shouted over all of them as the ship lurched stopping so suddenly a good group of the arguing men sprawled out on deck. “If you want to spend time arguing over the Dragon Mage do so someplace that won’t prevent me from hearing a ship gets to close!” He raged,


    “For the second time, we got a ship off the port bow!” Eagle Eye screamed down at them. Richard released a hard sigh out of his nose as he glanced up at the man before pulling out a spyglass and spotting it.


    “So what are we dealing with?” Audwine asked as Richard spotted the decent sized ship


    “Three Masts I would say maybe a fully rigged, no colors and they seem, to be on an intercept Corse considering currents speeds,” Richard admitted, as he turned to look at Boss, “Put everyone on alert, we may have some company, the canons will take care of themselves, so have everyone on deck arms and ready. Sam, stay inside and away from the windows, everyone else takes positions and hold until attacked or ordered. Spread the word I want everyone ready.” Richard ordered as he held the spyglass down before sliding it shut, the click seemed to signal the go-ahead as Boss started barking orders and everyone started moving. Everything that wasn’t as tied down as people started to climb out of the deck and other scaled the ropes to add to the level of eyes out.


    It didn’t take long for everyone to have a spear, ax, or sword ready to go as Richard and Boss got comfortable, It took some time before the ship was within shouting distance. “Cutting it a little close?” Boss shouted over to the other ship, his voice seemed to carry a bit before fading as everyone waited, for a response.


    Richard kept cover as he glanced over the railing to see the ship righting itself, sailing parallel. “The Golden Eagle, are you Helmed by Captain Richard?” cried out a voice, as Richard glanced over at everyone motioning down as everyone got closer to the edge.


    “Yeah!” Richard shouted as the Golden Eagle suddenly stopped causing everyone to lurch forward as the opposite shit fired missing a good portion of the ship thanks to Richard’s sudden stop only hitting the bow of the ship.


    Richard moved to the Wheel, turning the ship starboard lining up a shot, as the cannons fired off nailing the attacking ship as it struggled to turn to get into firing range. Richard felt his shoulders relax a bit as the Eagle twisted in ways no ship its size could as the cannons bombarded harder ripping into the enemy.


    “Seems like we are kind of pointless,” Boss laughed.


  


  

    “Until someone figures out a way to get on board,” Richard frowned rotating the wheel as he kept clear of any of the cannons.


    “They are moving guns to the back of the ship!” Boss shouted as Richard noticed he was getting a signal from Eagle Eye.


    “Good to know, let everyone know we are going to board after the next bombardment, want to lead it?” Richard asked raising an eyebrow as Boss grinned before heading down to the main deck. Richard kept his cool as Nathan headed up giving lee direction since the sails were the way.


    The Golden Eagle let of another bombardment as the masts of the enemy ship started to snap and fall in on themselves, as topes started being tossed over. “Everything seems to be going smoothly,” Nathan said drawing his Katana, he cut across an attackers stomach as the man dropped as Nathan took up a stance ready for more.


    “How pleasant,” Richard frowned waving his hand over his nose.


    “You know the smell stopped bothering me a long time ago,” Nathan admitted getting a faraway look in his eye. Claw went off dropping another border as Richard watched Boss charge the other ship. “Sorry about that, not the time,” he psyched himself,


    “Let Boss know I want someone of rank brought back alive,” Richard said taking his hands off the wheel to reload.


    “Right,” Nathan moved into the fray, as Richard watched him go with some trepidation as the two groups classed between the ships.


    “Grr,” growled a low voice as Richard spun around just in time to see a figure leaping at him. Drawing Talon just in time to do defect a blow for his chest just as the cutlass cleared the sheath, the figure was a shirtless man with a bit of tan, and the number thirty tattooed on his chest.


    Richard’s eyes went wide as he dogged a flying barrel that crashed spilling fresh water over the edge. “Fuck,” Richard cursed as suddenly he felt as if everything was shifting as the Eagle started to roll, Jill skidded along yelping in panic as Richard grabbed onto the port rail just in time to see the Eagle masts now dipping into the water.


    “So your Richard?” the man grinned with a massive smile, “I have to admit I don’t see why Morgan is having such a hard time with you. He stood there on the deck of the ship inches above the water level, as Richard noticed how quiet it suddenly got.


    “To be fair Morgan has a lot on his plate,” Richard said as he adjusted his grip frowning as he realized dropping would land his boot on the man’s smug face.


    “I like the idea that he’s just incompetent,” The man shrugged, “Anyway it’s been nice knowing you hope you can swim,” as the man simply walked up the deck.


    Richard pulled out Tooth and fired just grazing the man but it was enough as the Golden Sails snapped back up to attention as Jill charged the now distracted man soaking wet but no less angry. “Gravity Richard thought,” as He charged forward only for his feet to be taken out from under him as he raced off the edge of his own ship as if. “What a cruel bitch,” Richard thought as he twisted around, a rope fell toward him as he grabbed onto it only to look down and see nothing but water, still at gravity’s mercy, he got his feet up just in time to prevent his face from being crushed into his own creation. The sound of combat resumed drowning out any noises as Richard suddenly felt something poured onto his head, Richard glanced up to see the man emptying a bottle, with a light match in his other hand.


    “I got burned one thank you very much,” Richard shouted throwing Talon up at the man causing him to flinch just long enough for the rope Richard was hanging onto to pull him back up on deck. Richard swallowed as a good portion of the deck was now on fire, as Arken dropped in to attack the man with thirty on his chest.


    “You’re Singing my fur,” she growled swimming at the man as she avoided the swings of his sword, using Talon.


    “Eat it you furry bitch,” He cursed kicking her in the stomach and sending her crashing to a massive pile of burning barrels. Richard glanced over a rope and with not even a second thought tossed it at the man. The rope coiled around the attacker as Richard tore off his jacket and raced into the fire grabbing Arken, and kicking his sword out of the fire.


    Richard patted the excise blaze off Arken who shook her head seemingly recover from the crash. “You’re going to have a hard time getting out of this one,” Thirty smiled as he picked up Talon. Brandishing both Weapons as Richard stared impassively setting Arken down. The smile suddenly dropped as Richard watched a thin red line appeared down the man’s center.


    “I was a little worried the story was going to end,” Nathan admitted as the man split in half the two digits now separated. Richard allowed himself a slight chuckle as he stood up and grabbed his blade. Separating the head and tossing the two half’s of the skull over to the attacking ship, the effect took a while but the fighting slowly started dying down.


    The Golden Eagle’s crew had the other surrounded as a few volunteers slowly and cautiously started collecting weapons.


    “Okay,” Richard sighed as he glanced over the surrounded sailors. “Who is the highest living officer?” He asked, crossing his arms. “Nathan, did we lose anyone?”


    “Not sure Boss was seen with Laurella with some injuries we will do a proper head count later,” Nathan whispered back as Arken frowned at the corpse. “I think I’ll join Boss, then my fur still feels singed. “I’ll start that count there,” she volunteered as she rubbed her arm.


    “Well?” Richard asked raising his voice as he glanced over the crowd.


    “Fourth mate,” said a reluctant voice, as a man stepped forward.


    “I have a few questions, care to join me for some Tea I am little parched. In the meantime, Tray, James I want you to give them some supplies and let them start some construction, have every able man the canons in case someone tries something.


    Richard nodded at Nathan who walked along behind the hostage as Richard entered his office but rather sitting at his desk, started up the small pot stove to heat up some tea as he gestured at an open chair.


    The man was rather average in all ways for a sailor as Richard wondered if he would even remember his appearance in a few days as the man’s eyes kept glancing at Nathan who stood near the door his hand on his sheathed Katana.


    “So this can go a few ways, Mr.?” Richard waved his hand encouraging the man to speak up.


    “Naldo, Captain Richard,” he tested Richard’s name as he eyed him. Richard didn’t bother looking at him as he got a few teacups.


    “Cream or sugar Mr. Naldo?” he asked he shook his head. “So any particular reason your Captain decided Pirating in-between three of the most powerful navel Nations?” The man fidgeted as Richard glared over his shoulder. “The few ways this can go are still in the air, Mr. Naldo if you give me what I want I am more inclined to let you leave this room in one piece. As a Pirate hunter, I am a legal part of the Britannia military and am obligated to turn you and the remainder of the crew over to the authorities. Now if I get my information, I may be inclined to send a less competent crew member to be in charge of roping up your ship, and in doing so might leave someone else in a prime position to take over the lost ship I end up leaving behind.” Richard said to his cups but directed at his prisoner.


    He poured out the hot water filling up, the strainer and soon brought over the tea tray setting in down between them. He set up his cubes and stirred in his sweetener and cream before taking a sip and staring at the man.


    Richard sipped at his tea listening as the man explained the situation. Going on about a message they got about a week ago and the name and description of the ship. The man known as Thirty was apparently a trained assassin of Blackbeard himself set up to wait in a part of the oceans until given orders to hunt down problematic individuals.


    “A set up why am I not surprised, but I don’t recall anyone with the name thirty being a Pirate Lord.” Nathan pointed out.


    “Keep an eye on him I want to check something, I am going to need to speak with Boss as well.” Richard turned as he headed for the door. He exited as he caught Tin moving the headless corpse towards the rail. “Tin don’t mess with that body, I need to check it,” Richard ordered as Tin looked at the body with a very confused and concerned expression.


    Richard walked along to the surgeon’s room. He entered in to see quite a few people resting and waiting as well as Tray forcible pinning a screaming man down as Laurella seemed to operate. Arken actually noticed him she had her arms wrapped up as well as her chest.


    “I didn’t think your burns were that bad,” Richard frowned walking over to her.


    “Nothing too bad but she put on some Aloe Vera, nothing that won’t cause me mild pain and discomfort. Are you feeling okay, I mean you did run into a fire with Alcohol on you,” She glanced over in concern only to frown. “You look fine,” she pointed out as Richard stopped and made eye contact as he started to inspect himself.


    “Just lucky? I mean I was only in for a few seconds, Look I got shit to do, is Boss in here.” Richard shrugged it off as Laurella spun around him.


    “You got burned?” she quickly rushed over as Richard waved his hands in front of him.


    “I am fine dock see nothing to worry about,” Richard laughed as he gestured to his body


    “Richard,” Arken said as Richard turned to glance at her.


    “Take your coat of,” Laurella stated as Richard took it off and holding over to the doctor.


    “See no burns my skins not even a red mark,” He smiled only for his eyes to catch something as he inspected his coat to see good parts of it had burn holes in it as Richard frowned, eyeing one of the holes. “Now this should have at least given me some mild burns, I mean leather is pretty resistant to fire but,” He glanced at his arms he still had his old scars but no burn marks. He glanced over at one of the lanterns and with the cold confidence of a madman grabbed onto the glass.


    “Richard what the hell are you doing!” the two screamed as Boss about jumped moving to pry Richard’s fingers off the glass.


    “Ah,” Boss cursed but Richard kept his hands on without even seeming to sweat.


    “Richard your fingers are going to fuse you may not feel anything but this could do serious harm,” Laurella warned as Richard let go.


    “Nothing,” Richard frowned looking at his hand, “I felt the heat it was just a lack of pain or burning and no damage,” Richard inspected his hand before showing Laurella his palm. “Moving on Boss I need you to check something for me.”


    Boss frowned looking at the light then back to Richard before he gestured for the door. The pair headed back out, “Need help questioning the man?” He asked,


    “Nope, I need you to look at the captain’s body. You have the ability to sniff out magic correct, I didn’t think about it too much but I don’t think this one was a Pirate Lord. The Lords are well known but not a one is known to be sporting a thirty on their chest.” Richard explained as he knelt down next to the body.


    Boss frowned as he focused in on the body. “I just recently realized this ability so I don’t know exactly what I smell or what it means. But this smells stale, kind of like this Eagle but older, I think,” Boss admitted,


    “Is there a place where it is strongest?” Richard asked.


    “Give me a second,” as he leaned down and started to smell the body, leaning over it Richard rubbed the back of his head as the weirdness of the situation he was in. Boss frowned pulling his head back as he frowned before picking up the man’s hand sporting a red jewel, in a gold ring. Boss plucked it out and tossed it in his hand. “Gold with a Yellow stone, these colors seem to follow you around.” He joked holding the ring over Richard’s hand.


    “Let’s see if my theory is right,” Richard slipped the ring on. He took out talon and tossed the blade away and he felt an unusual sensation and the blade flew back into his hand. “Nice,” He commented as he raised his hand letting the barrels slide along the hull.


    “So how does it work?” Boss asked as Richard smirked,


    “It seems I just need to focus at a point and it will alter gravity. I can go small, he focused just above the hilt and the blade started to hover out of its sheath. The ship suddenly seemed to jump for a second. “Seems it has its limits, pity a flying ship would be amazing.” Richard smiled taking the ring off.


    “What about a flying person?” Boss asked as Richard looked up in the sky.


    “I wouldn’t risk it, but that would be really cool,” Richard admitted, “Anyway thanks, I got one last thing before we get moving, make sure nobody tries to book it and let them know we are more than willing to take on any volunteers. Only volunteers,” he repeated, as he headed back.


    “Hey, Nathan how are things going?” He asked his mate who was sitting down not even noticing Richard as he walked in interrupting the man’s tale.


    “… That’s how I met Richard, of all the things to get me, oh sorry captain,” Nathan said smiling nervously.


    “So have you decided?” Richard inquired,


    “I guess I am a captain, do I follow you?” He asked


    “Do as you wish to go straight, or go crazy, But I have no interest in creating a fleet,” Richard smirked,


    “Oh,” The man seemed disappointed. “Well if you change your mind, Captain Richard, I bid you a dew,” He got up and headed out. As Richard pulled out the ring he tossed it to Nathan who caught it in surprise.


    “Now that he’s gone the man wasn’t a lord he had an artifact and you save my ass, so the artifact is yours keep it safe and use it sparingly for now, we don’t want people getting jealous until we have enough to go around, be so kind as to see our guests off I feel like I need to relax for a while.” Richard dismissed as he headed to his chair, only for the slight knock at the back window paused him as he turned to glance behind the chair.


  




  

    Chapter 58



    Richard and Boss were sitting in a rather open room, the two were waiting for the representative to enter in. Boss seemed to be lost in silent thought, as the sunlight shined into the open windows eliminating the décor of the room. Plenty of pictures showing vineyards and wines decorated the comfortable chairs and couches. They had Left Laurella and Nathan in charge of offloading some cargo to the local merchants selling off some of the excess supplies the Golden Eagle had come with.



    “So something has been bugging me,” Boss suddenly said breaking the silence. Richard turned over with a dull looking on his face but decided not to indulge his boredom with a smart remark.


    “Well hit me what is plaguing you today?” Richard asked,


    “We are fighting the Pirate Lords right?” Boss asked as Richard nodded, “They have abilities like Morgan Does raining blades from the sky, I noticed that Arvil has abilities but he is a Mage son, but what is to keep one from pretending to be the other? Not to add more but that Amaro guy he used blood just like the Pirate Lords but he used what you dubbed magic, now I don’t know what makes that different but how does that line up with the Dragon Mage, isn’t he suppose to be the only magic user.”


    “That is a long string of questions,” Richard commented,


    “It’s been bugging me as of late,” Boss admitted.


    “Okay Let’s start from the bottom, all Mages are Magic users, but not all Magic users are Mages. Magic is a blanket term used to handle anything that a person or item can. Mages, come in a lot of names from around the world but what separates a mage is that they don’t have a limit.” Richard explained as Boss looked at Richard with a skeptical look.


    “Bad wording I don’t mean a limit as in they can do anything they want, they are not all powerful. But a Pirate Lord, a mage son, a magical creature, or some kind of Artifact or magical item, can only work impact what it was born with, examples like Arvil he can do anything he wants with the wind, but only wind, as Mage son he is a Descendent of a Mage. That Magic carries down but is not as potent giving when they are born that ability sticks you can’t change cant increase its scope. Same thing with Artifacts while some are made by nonmagic folks, and some are made by Magical Creatures or even older ones by Mages, these items have one ability,” Richard held out the gender-flipping coin as Boss frowned at the item. “One thing and that is it, some made by mages are stronger like that ring we found, but as you saw it too has a limit,” Richard explained as he pocketed the coin.


    “Okay so Mages can do a lot of things everything else has a set limit, so what about the Pirate Lords that separates them as a group?” Boss asked, “Also with Amaro, he didn’t seem to have a limit and seems like a Mage since he didn’t seem to some kind of ability like the Lord, the Mageson, or the coin.”


    “Okay Araro, maybe more like a Pirate Lord than a Mage, as he only seemed to be able to do so much were as the Dragon Mage was latterly flying in the air and repairing damage, although the possible connection is concerning. But Araro is an unknown he may, in fact, have learned some way of being a Mage. I found a journal that hinted that he was trying to be one at some point in his past. On to the easier question A pirate Lord is a few things one is notoriety one cannot be called a pirate Lord unless they are feared. Second is they need to fly under the flag of the Leader of the Pirate Lords Blackbeard who was the first who figured out how to grant the abilities, the abilities that Brendan was after and Morgan has. These are the two big things under Blackbeard and feared, so the ability if what I have picked up is true is a gift of loyalty and the final step to being a Pirate Lord, as Brendan had to prove himself worthy of such knowledge.” Richard paused as he pondered that comment, not sure if his answer made sense.


    “So what does that make the Twins or that guy with the Thirty tattooed on his chest?” Boss asked,


    “No idea, but the twins are a lot like Stephano very mobile but not physically strong, Even though the Mage is unlimited in what they can do there are other kinds of people with magical abilities that can be learned but these often need something like a ritual, such as what Araro was doing or an item, ergo limited.”


    “Okay then I take it Magical Creatures are also like Mageson only as a group they are all the same inabilities were as the Magesons are more random?” Boss half asked Richard nodded,


    “More or less, some Magical beings can with the help of an outside force do things even a Mage could not like Spark’s ability to grant a wish, but dealing with a being that can grant wishes is some risky fucking shit, anything that sounds too good to be true usually is,” Richard warned, “Okay so what is common, what are the odds of running into a Pirate Lord, versus a Mageson, or a Magical creature. Also, can a Bendact be any of those people?” Boss carried on, as Richard scratched his head.


    “Anyone, to be honest, most are human’s, but if its compatible with a human.” Richard shrugged,


    “That seems weird,” Boss frowned, “I mean Arken that would be a lot of fur,” Boss glanced over at Richard.


    “That is the tip of the iceberg this world, there are a lot of usual people, I want you to picture this, I hear in the Alexander Library, they have a woman who looks like a woman from the waist up but the bottom is that of a spider,” Richard smiled,


    “You are fucking with me,” Boss asked,


    “Nope, get this there is a turtle monster that will suck your soul out of your ass,” Richard chuckled, “But you can ward them off with a cucumber which is a vegetable.”


    “You got to be making this up,” Boss laughed,


    “Nope, you think this is crazy, we need to take you Zethan, Bendacts all over the place,” Richard waved his hand,


    “Have you ever been there?” Boss asked,


    “No actually but I talked to a lot of seasoned Sailors, so I could be wrong. But I do know for a fact that there are learnable magical abilities, I saw a man call upon a spirit animal a blue transparent bear. The thing is you need a Totem made of magically enchanted wood,” Richard explained,


    “Could you replicate it?” Boss asked glancing at him.


    “I saw it a long time ago about a decade and a half ago. I want to try but the tricky thing is how or what the Spirit animal changes as well as how it works. Have I learned it they are like a guide and represent, or they change depending on what is to be expected in the future? It’s difficult to pin down but a ritual from a Medicine man. Now that’s something I can’t explain, to well it’s been a long time since I dwelled on these topics. But I heard Legends of one so Spiritually gifted they could walk out of their body and exist only using their sprit but I can’t say pass this ability you got to earn it.”


    “Right,” Boss eyed Richard as he stroked his beard, “Well you let me know when you can start doing spirit tricks.”


    “Welcome Mister Richard and Boss, I hear you are in the market for ze finest of wine,” The man commented as Richard nodded,


    “I have a list of what I need as I am just the Delivery boy, never had a drop of wine in my life,” Richard admitted, as the man’s eyes went wide.


    “Then I must insist, we shall have to share some of our wine, in the meantime I shall make sure we have the requested items.” He smiled before heading out with the List.


    “I swear that man’s smile just weird’s me out if looks so forced,” Boss commented, as Richard waved him off.


    “This guy has to deal with a very rich client the poor man probably has that smile stuck to his face, pissing off noblemen especially a cruel one could get you killed,” Richard frowned before pushing away his sympathy.


    The two waited as they were served a glass of wine each as the pair thanked the seller before sipping it. “Feel free to stay as long as you need,” The man stated as they both took a sip of the wine before glancing out at the sunny coastal city.


    “So why share the wine?” Boss asked as Richard took a sip of it taking his eyes of a pair of lovely ladies walking down the street.


    “In case we get in contact with other rich people, we have a place to recommend. It’s not a bad business call to invest in possible clients especially they travel a lot.” Richard said as he sipped at his drink.


    “Captain Richard?” asked a familiar voice as they both turned to see an unfamiliar woman walk in with long curly blonde hair that was almost mane like, as a pair of friendly ice blue eyes locked onto Richard’s with a slight wink. Richard smirked as he elbowed Boss


    The blonde woman was about Spark’s size at full height. With a long red dress under a light brown leather chest plate, which expanded over her shoulder, arms, and hands, her lower half seemed to layer under the breastplate and carry on covering the sides of the dress in protection. The style was very rounded and while it looked light something that shouldn’t weight her down too much. She approached using a spear as a makeshift walking stick as Richard spotted a small buckler shield strapped to left arm.


    “Hello, Captain Richard I presume?” she greeted as Boss drowned and raised an eyebrow.


    “Aye,” Richard nodded as he smirked, “And who might you be a young lady,” Richard smiled as Boss frowned looking between the pair.


    “I would like to join your crew I hear you were recruiting, I am Lagertha Fey,” she introduced as Richard let out a silent laugh as Boss frowned harder realizing he was missing something.


    “If you want to keep your cover you may want to drop the last name,” Richard sighed out with a smile gracing his lips. “And Lagertha, what are you eighty?” Richard joked as the woman frowned, at him.


    “So glad you approve, Hi Boss,” she waved, as Spark lifted up the wig showing briefly her dark short hair.


    “Oh Hi Lagertha, should we fully commit to that name I worry it may get confusing,” Boss admitted a bit concerned.


    “Commit or don’t bother at all, Spark no longer is on our ship just our new recruit, a Mage Daughter with the ability to shot beams at people. So Boss just me and you are going to know for now we may make it a more open secret but for now, Lagertha is in and Spark is no longer with us.” Richard said in a hushed voice as he eyed the door. “Well Lagertha welcome aboard, I could always use the extra set of hands.” He kicked over a chair as she sat down.


    “Now that’s taken Care of I think it’s time to deal With Morgan, the Pirate Lord needs to be dealt with but we need to do it in a way that will not implicate Madison, or hamper the family in the future. Or are working relationships in the future.” Richard whispered,


    “I say we just break the door down and slight his throat,” Boss shrugged, Lagertha frowned at the action. “We have Stephano, his skills should be up to the task he is an assassin after all.”


    “I say we force his ability out into the open using his sword skill and ruin his chances of success, before bringing him down, by slicing his throat we could leave a trail, in the world of magic blood is not hard to follow,” Lagertha brought back around looking at Boss.


    “He could pass his ability of as a Mageson ability, if he has any noble blood in him he could make that claim, just like you,” Richard pointed out, “While I don’t like it Boss’s idea would be the fastest, we already put up a lot and I have let that fucker get away with too much as it is. It would be risky either option.”


    “So when and how?” Boss continued as they watched the two frank speakers making sure they couldn’t overhear them.


    “Sooner the better, and even better if we can put the crew as a whole someplace where they can all be spotted. To limit suspicion, even better if we could tie his death back to the cult we just finished dealing with.” Richard plotted.


    Richard swilled the wine in his glass as he looked over at Lagertha and motioned his glass. She took a sip and frowned clearly not caring for the taste. Richard shrugged finished the drink off before setting the glass down. “I say we get moving I have a few things we need to check up on.” He sidestepped onto the streets flanked by the two.


    “So what now?” Boss asked, “It’s going to take some time for them to get everything together, and batten down in the hull.”


    “Well not sure, to be honest, I am not really in a Drinking mood, I should keep going on my little experiments and maybe start interviewing crew members to get a broader understanding over everyone’s skills. Also, remind me we need to take a trip to Ardothian Eagle Eye needs to be brought home. I feel bad putting that off but I got a lot more than I expected when I signed up the government.” Richard said,


    “Sounds fair,” Boss admitted, “Still I have to admit there is a lot of sitting around broken up by life-threatening peril.”


    The three closed in on the ship as the crew was in the middle of unloading cargo as Jill rushed of the ship moving past people as she quickly weaved around his legs rubbing her head up against him as Richard knelt down and scratched the brown and black dog behind her ears. “Good girl,” he smiled giving her a final scratch as he stood up.


    The three headed upward, and spotted the ships Sergon monitoring the operation, as another crate was being lifted up from below deck “So how did go? And who is the new girl?” Laurella asked looking at the disguised fairy.


    “Lagertha,” Lagertha introduced, as the pair shook hands as the Doctor eyed her,


    “Laurella have we met before?” Laurella asked, frowning as she studied the newcomer.


    “Just one of those faces,” Lagertha smiled cheerfully, the Doctor frowned clearly not fully buying into it but not bringing it up.


    “Is Nathan back yet? I asked him to see if he could drum up some more hands.” Richard inquired as Laurella shook her head.


    “Have not seen him, I think Tobi went off with him, how did the wine buying go?” She asked,


    “We found someone who should be able to provide what we need, Did Madison and Audwine get back from their leap out I think they had a regular they wanted to try out in person.” Richard carried on.


    “No sign yet, I don’t think they are going to have much luck, I wouldn’t trust’s Morgan’s recommendations.” She sniffed at the name as if it were a curse word.


    “If they take much longer we should head after them just in case,” Richard said,


    “I’ll start putting people on alert.” Boss interrupted heading off to occupy himself, as Richard nodded.


    “Should have sent more,” Richard frowned, “But Audwine seemed to think I was insulting his skill,”


    “That’s why I asked Stephano to trail them, honestly I feel you forget his unique skill set,” Laurella commented as Richard looked insulted.


    “He was following me around, and was one of my aids during my investigation,” Richard frowned, “I just didn’t think about that option,” He admitted under his breath, as Laurella shook her head.


    “You may want to get out of the way,” She warned as her attention returned to the task at hand. “Also if I may make a recommendation if Sam is going to remain as your cabin boy hire in a tutor these days an education will open more doors.” She advised.


    “Not a bad idea, I’ll add it to my growing list of things to do,” Richard replied with a sigh escaping his lips.


    “Being in charge not stacking up the way you thought?” Boss chimed in as Richard didn’t respond as he sat down on a Barrel.


    “I may have relaxed a bit too much, on our first trip, Hey Tray, you got some time I would like to start getting some paperwork taken care of, also everyone!” he shouted getting everyone’s attention. “This is Lagertha she will be a new addition to the crew, also we put this off long enough I want a decision on who is going to be Quartermaster,” He declared before he and Tray headed into the Captain’s Quarters.


    “Okay,” Tray said as Richard got out his files finding Tray which only had the bare minimum that Richard knew after they left the island.


    “I originally wanted to do the least amount just in case someone got into the archives, but since this is more personal, in terms of overall skills. Boss and I struggled to get to the winery since neither of us could speak Frankish,”


    “Oh I know Frankish,” He admitted “C’est le meilleur que je puisse faire,” He said as Richard frowned, “My brother knows some Forge as well, my father built a lot of ships and had us learn the languages to make it easier to deal with foreign buyers.”


    “Curse you hindsight,” Richard sighed as he looked at the papers in front of him, “I am not really sure what the best way to organize this information is or even how to move forward on all of this.” He thought to himself before just shrugging. He spent the rest of the day adding to his papers, finding out who could speak what combat experience, other jobs, and skills people may have picked up while setting up a vote and finally making the push for a Quartermaster who would be the voice of the crew in case of complaints.


    “…Look I can’t tell you who to vote for, I don’t know who the preferred pick is, they have veto power over my decisions, and are responsible for discipline, assessing punishments for crewmen who transgress the rules, the rules and punishments will be set up soon, but anything the good book is already in the rules.” Richard explained his eyes felt like they were ready to roll up into his skull as the day was extremely frustrating to do to the need to repeat the same questions over and over. “Yes I have crew members written down with a symbol set up in case you can’t read if you need help just ask Sam,” Richard pointed out. He got out of his Chair and looked out on the other ships, the sun was starting to set as he linked his fingers and stretched out his body sore from the lack of movement, as he ignored the hushed town from the last crew member placing their vote.


    “Still not over,” He sighed as the door closed and Richard walked forward, he glanced at the bowl they were using as he sighed, he put some Tea on putting off his last job. He glanced over at Sam, who was signing something, Richard waved from him to slow down as he focused in on the finger placement.


    “Why have a Quartermaster?” Richard repeated, “So the crew has a voice, the last thing I want is everyone just up and leave or worse decide my life and the ship is not worth dealing with me. I would rather not ignore a problem to such a degree, next will be rules, and sadly making an example of someone when the times come.” He explained as Sam tilted his head in concern or confusion Richard wasn’t sure what would work.


    The tea whistled as poured out a cup as he sat down next to the bowl and started to glance over the votes, “A vote for me, yeah that’s not gonna happen,” He frowned already feeling “Huh Lagertha,” Richard blinked in surprise, he glanced over at Sam, “New crewmember,” he winked as Sam’s eyes went wide as Richard confirmed the kids thought with a silent node.


    Richard walked out, with the crew gathered on deck as Richard stepped forward with Boss to his right and Nathan standing a bit more casually to his left. Laurella was among the crew and Richard frowned noticing that Madison and Audwine were not present but they didn’t need to be due to the nature of the events taking place, even if their absence brought up was a concern.


    “So?” Boss asked as Richard cleared his throat with a slight cough and to make sure everyone was ready.


    “Well this a bit of a surprise on the overall winner of the vote, also after this we are going to have a meal down in the mess hall for everyone I personally will be stuffing my face after this long day.” He let out a small chuckle and thankfully got a few laughs. “Now onto who will be dealing with you guys, the winner and our new Quartermaster are Lagertha! Congratulations on your promotion,” he smiled as everyone clapped and gave a hearty cheer as the disguised fairy looked rather sheepish. The rest of the night was rather uneventful as Richard talked about the important rules and conduct expected of everyone as well as dealing with the above-average number of woman, Richard urged not to involve each other for the sake of the nature of their work but wouldn’t spot anyone so long as it was not an issue. The sticking issue was punishment, but rather than the normal beatings with only a single exception all punishments were an exile from the Golden Eagle.


    “What about sex!” called out a voice cutting through the conversation, on the harshness and looseness of the rules, everyone started muttering again as Richard arched his neck as his fingers rubbed his forehead. “I mean if we are going to risk the luck of some many women on the ship what if someone wants to fuck?”


    Laurella moved to open her mouth only for Lagertha jumped in, “Well I can honestly say I will not be sharing a bed with you.” A slight pause as the mocking of the man came up,


    “But anyone who tries a thing that is not welcomed by the woman will be case by case.” Richard interrupted as both women glared at him. “However if anyone give a single female on my ship any unwanted attention or Shaper forbid, forces themselves on anyone, I will personally rip that person apart bit by bit letting them bleed out before dumping the fucker in the ocean for fish to feed off,” Richard informed in a cold dead voice as his eyes scanned the crew.


    Everyone went silent, as Richard eyed everyone the discussion the murmuring never picked up, nobody said anything as the waves broke against the ship and the gulls cawed above them, “I will allow a lot of things this ship runs itself, as such I will hold all rules put in place with the highest of regards that one specifically, and if you don’t like it, you more than welcome to get the fuck off my ship.” Richard turned and walked away from the meeting before stopping. “Lagertha any concerns or complaints be it fiscal or private may be brought to me but I will not budge on that last one, good day, and good luck,” with that Richard vanished back to his room.


  




  

    Chapter 59



    “So what do you think?” James asked his brother. Tray sat on the deck as he inspected his latest carving.



    “I think it can use more detail, maybe we could make toys in our off time, make some coin,” Tray mused as he eyed the small knight in his hand, the pair had carved out a sizable block out of the railing allowing more interact creations. “Maybe a fox next time,” Tray pondered out loud.


    “Were you even listening?” James sighed as he toyed with his hook hand.


    “Yeah you wanted to know how long we as Gentlemen should hang around before we head off for home and restart are fathers company,” Tray waved off, “I say we hang around for at least a few more mission, maybe get a few paychecks, I heard Eagle Eye is getting dropped off in Usona soon so it shouldn’t take too long.”


    “Good, glad you were paying attention, I can see that, with things the way they are getting employment may prove difficult, but dead men cannot build boats,” James nodded sagely at his own words.


    “I wouldn’t worry about, big brother,” Tray smiled fondly, “We got plenty of time to weigh our options now.”


    “Tray, James we need some help,” Laurella called in as the two got up noticing the carriage that was waiting. Eagle eye waved down at them as the ropes were readies.


    “Everything is good everyone watch out!” he waved as the growing number of crewmen started getting ready. The two brothers headed down as they spotted Goliam the crane system slowly blotted out the light before it made it down, as the crew started to load up the crane. Then just as slowly was raised up.


    The process took a lot of time and even despite the lack of sun it couldn’t prevent everyone from dripping with sweat. Tray paused as he whipped his brow with a rag as he glanced around. Richard had tossed off his coat and was helping load the carriage as he spotted the scar on his chest. Sam was trying to help as well. Boss had taken over letting Goliam take a break. “How much is he selling?” Tray asked himself.


    “A pretty sizable amount, her have some grog,” His brother tossed him a bottle as he pulled the cork of his own with his teeth.


    “That’s some good grog,” Tray commented as he down the drink and tossed the bottle.


    “Grog?” Boss asked as Tray glanced over at him,


    “Drink of choice for all Pirates,” Tray laughed, “Who brought the stuff in?”


    “Richard ordered some in, even hired in a temp cook meals being made up since it’s taking so long to get everything up.” James brought up as he set his drink down and tossed one to Boss who got into his.


    “Not bad,” He commented,


    “Try not to take to many of those while you’re working,” Nathan commented he walked past the three, James rolled his eyes, but the three didn’t comment as the sound of work rumbled along at a steady pace.


    When everything was finally done a good chunk of cargo, but nothing the Eagle couldn’t survive without. Tray sighed as he slumped up against the railing as his brother lowered himself, “Not a bad days work,” Tray sighed with a satisfied grin on his face.


    “Yeah nothing like making another man wealthy,” James frowned as he rolled his shoulder, as Richard walked past them tossing two purses, the pair paused. “Hey, it’s not the end of the month,”


    “Call it a signing bonus,” Richard waved back as he continued to pass out cash as Sam raced after him holding a bag on his back that Richard would grab more purses out.


    “Damn,” James counted out, the pieces of eight and counting it all up. “That’s at least three months worth of pay, did he split the value of what we sold off?”


    “I guess he did,” Tray admitted, “Well what was that about making other men rich?” Tray elbowed his elder brother.


    “Still want a safer line of work,” James grunted as he cracked open the bottle and started to hydrate himself.


    “Hey James we are getting a game of liars dice together, you guys in?” The two glanced over to see the that the speaker was Gerald,


    “Sure,” Tray jumped up as James opened his mouth but closed it releasing a quick sigh out of his nose.


    The two joined a group of three other around a barrel with a plank of wood on it. Joining them was Tobi and Arvil, who already had tin cups ready. James sitting down last gave them a few tosses to make sure they were not rigged as he elbowed his brother and Tray did the same.


    “Ah, fair enough,” Arvil gave his dice a few tests as well which satisfied the one-handed man. Everyone eyed the other two and Tobi rolled his eyes in annoyance but followed suit, as did Gerald but he seemed to hesitate a bit longer.


    “Okay I have four sixes,” Arvil started as he glanced at Tobi, who eyed him,


    “Five sices,” Tobi said eyeing the mageson who seemed have a smile that said challenge me.


    “Seven sixes,” Tray said quickly


    “Liar,” James said calling his brother as the cups went up, there was not seven so Tray tossed out one of his dice.


    “Good thing we are not playing for money,” James muttered as he tossed out a dice, the three players were all staring at Arvil who was grinning being the only one had not lost a die.


    “He has got to be cheating somehow,” Tobi frowned


    “I am not cheating,” Arvil sighed, his smile fading a bit, James and Tray didn’t seem too convinced, “Well I am not,” he insisted. “Hey Sam,” come here he shouted spotting the cabin boy as he perked up. “Settle something for us would you watch my dice so these knuckleheads are convinced I am on the level.” Sam rushed over, as the two brothers glanced at each other before glancing back at Arvil, as Sam rested his chin on the barrel and waited.


    “If those dice change you let us know,” James said looking at Sam who nodded.


    “Is this necessary?” Tobi asked as everyone else started rolling dice,


    “Better than the alternative, most times if you get accused of cheating a fight breaks out,” Arvil reminded as the two brothers froze, “I guess that’s not allowed?”


    “We don’t talk about the gambling incident,” James swallowed, as Tray shivered at the memory as the two newer crew members glanced at each other in confusion, as Sam gave a soundless laugh.


    “Care to enlighten us?” Tobi asked,


    “Well, these two guys ended up getting into a fight over one cheating the other and ended up getting into a fight. Mind you we had just started sailing so the rules hadn’t been ironed out entirely. So the captain was brought in to deal with it, and then again, and again. Each time Richard looked more and more pissed off until he finally snapped dealing out a punishment so cruel and humiliating that nobody dares speak of it, or gamble on board this ship to this day.”


    “Hasn’t this ship only been sailing for about a month?” Arvil asked,


    “It was bad,” Tray muttered.


    “I think that’s as far as we are going to get anyway back to the game,” James insisted as Arvil continued his winning streak even with the extra pair of eyes watching him.


    “Did he bribe you?” James asked as he eyed Sam who raised her eyebrow and shook his head.


    Sam started to sign as the three frowned not knowing a thing about it. “I’ll go ask Richard,” Tray sighed as he stood up,


    “I think you just want to get out of the game,” Tobi chuckled before frowning, “that’s a really good idea.”


    “He says he expects payment,” Richard said walking past them as all of them jumped at the captain’s sudden appearance. The four had a good chuckle as Arvil handed the young man a few of his winnings.


    “So why did you two join in?” James asked as they rolled up another hand of dice.


    “Well, Arvil what is up with you?”


    “Well, all Magesons are celebrated as sons and Daughters of defenders of the homeland. Things have been pretty neutered in that regard with the constant infighting has made a war with no heroes. So I like many like me have been hunting for a task worthy of heroism, that’s why the Navy has been bigger however this Blackbeard has built up an answer to the Mages with Pirate Lords, and playing defense is never easy, but rumor had it the members of the Eagle new to much well, any hunter knows the best way to trap is to have the right bait,” Arvil chuckled as the two brothers chuckled nervously.


    “I am pretty sure my story is already out, similar to his only no magical powers,” Tobi shrugged as Arvil called his bluff and the dice were revealed and the man tossed another dice. “So glad we are not playing for money.” He grumbled.


    “Oh I had some rough times, a lot of gamblers were convinced I, I was cheating so I had to deal with a lot of very pissed off bluebloods.” Arvil chuckled,


    “Hey Arvil dumb question but how much can you lift with your wind abilities,” Richard asked interrupting their game as the mageson scratched the back of his head.


    “Um for an extended period of time or you thinking one solid lift, cause with my abilities, I can lift and throw about 200 pounds but keep something in the air, about fifty pounds without straining,” He admitted, as Richard dropped a mass off spears.


    “Using your wind abilities, can you tell me if these are light enough?” Richard asked, Arvil nodded and planted his feet as about six of the spears flew up, hands behind him, as he as the wind gusted around them as he levitated all twelve around him.


    “Impressive, any preferences those each weight about four pounds, I am hoping to make enough for you to be able to throw them around, in case of boarding,” Richard admitted,


    He gave them a toss launching it across the ship expertly, if not a little off since he wasn’t really aiming. “I think if you marked them down by half I could double my throwing capacity.


    “True, too bad we don’t have enough metal a full set of metal spears could be used as a shield if light enough,” Richard mused as Arvil nodded along,


    “Anyway keep as many of the spears as you like the rest I plan on storing on deck, never underestimate the reach of spear in even the most incompetent hands,” Richard chuckled before frowning, “How could you carry more than two, maybe three,” He frowned, “I’ll think on it.” He headed of thinking on the matter as Arvil sat down to continue the game.


    “That’s odd he never did that before,” James admitted, “I wonder if he has any swords or anything,”


    “Don’t be stupid the ship is mostly food, and cannon supplies we made those spears so I doubt he has anything outside of the spears, everything else weapon wise people have brought in on their own.” James frowned,


    “Oh, that explains the disparity if gear and equipment,” Tobi admitted, “I have to admit, it does explain a thing or two, you think I should recommend a blacksmith to help gear everyone up?”


    “Wouldn’t be a bad idea,” James shrugged, “the spears were a pain in the ass the tips were all made from the metal around the ship, and it took forever to heat and shape everything, it was a pain and I have no idea how effective those spears are going to be,” he warned looking at the man.


    “Something is better than nothing I guess,” Tobi frowned,


    “Bro, we know some basic metalworking they will get the job done,” Tray informed, “Nothing on the level of ore refinement or swords but Richard didn’t ask us to deal with this without some faith in our skill, just don’t expect anything to look like art or anything.”


    “I’ll keep both of your words in mind when combat arrives,” Arvil nodded as the game continued, only for Richard to interrupt a few turns later. “James, Tray, sorry to interrupt but I got something for both of you since you helped out with all my little requests around the ship. The two stopped as they noticed he had to blades, one was a bit short but very thick, and the other was a bit more standard in with but had almost a half circle curve towards the tip.


    “Oh, A two-handed Falchion,” Tobi pointed out to the thicker blade, “And a Khopesh,” He pointed at the more curved blades, “Where did you nab the Khopesh?” he asked,


    “I had a few blades lying around, let me know if they vanish on you,” Richard instructed, “they were provided by the Eagle,”


    “Cool,” Tray said holding onto the Falchion a blade with no real tip but lots of cutting power. James looked less excited and seemed to want to say something but decided against it, before resting it against his seat.


    The next day started off extremely well with the Delivery of the wine set in, nothing was too damaged, Richard waited to make sure everything was in place moving alone helping out even as James sat down to relax.


    It wasn’t long until everything was stationed, “all right time to head home,” Madison sighed,


    “I am making a slight detour,” Richard admitted, as the Eagle moved out of port.


    “What?” she questioned as Richard raised up the sails to get a full view and suddenly they were moving so quickly that a few people had to catch themselves lest they fall to the deck.


    “By my estimations, we shouldn’t be longer than two weeks, which was the expected time,” Richard admitted as he frowned realizing he hadn’t gotten himself a replacement watch.


    “Where could we possibly go or need to go that would warrant the sudden change?” Boss asked in a calm voice.


    “I was reminded of an obligation,” he admitted glancing up at the crow’s nest.


    “What about Morgan?” Madison commented,


    “Wait a second shouldn’t we all have a say in your sudden change up, shouldn’t you have let us know,” James added, as Tray glanced around as nearly everyone seemed very ticked at the captain, he frowned thinking back.


    “He promised to drop us off after he got you home,” Tray spoke up, stopping Madison as everyone looked at him. “I heard Eagle Eye brought it up.”


    Richard nodded, Madison breathed out of her nose, “I take it you’re going to need my help?” she asked, as Richard nodded, “This will be faster if I help,” She frowned,


    “That ended rather swiftly I was expecting a least a half hour of argument,” Boss admitted,


    “One must be worth their word, Richard gave his word and as such must uphold it, anything Less, would make his word worthless, ergo, how could anyone expect him to follow through with anything he says. I don’t like this being sprung up,” She frowned eyeing Richard who nodded but remained silent.


    “Is it just this place or are their other places we need to go?” Boss asked,


    “Well we hit Frank, Britannia, and the Colonies, so that’s really all the major places that are primary Anglais, you may want to shop it around over the next week but let anyone who asks.” Richard said, “Would you be so kind?” he asked as he glanced at Boss and Tray.


    “No trouble at all,” Tray shrugged as Boss headed down, Tray took the time, moving around as the crew showed varying levels of concern but when Tray brought up his word on the matter any ruffled feathers were


    “New Providence was brought up, but they were not in much of a hurry,” Boss informed as Tray noticed Richard nodding along.


    “Good to know,” Richard nodded, the process was as many would know dull Tray spent his time playing liars dice, keeping an eye on the brig, and occasionally cleaning duty while the eagle took care of that most of the times he was pretty sure Richard intentionally let it get dirty to give everyone something to do, despite the grumbling it did give a distraction.


    “So this like this all the time?” Lagatha asked as Laurella nodded, she was reading a book draping a cloth over her to keep the son off.


    “Yep, although this is better than my last trip which involved me being locked up, in my room unless someone needed something.” She admitted, “I would recommend getting a book I think Richard has a personal library you could raid.” She pointed out.


    “Land ho!” came a shout as Richard glanced up,


    “I can’t believe the time we are making,” Madison admitted, “We did in a week what no other ship could do in half a year.” She shook her head as Richard smirked,


    “So are we going to drop him off anywhere on the cost?” Tray asked as Richard shrugged,


    “Not sure we might, do me a favor and gather up some supplies for him cause I am pretty sure he’s going to prefer just heading off on his own. But I will have fulfilled my obligation and that’s all I am worried about,” Richard admitted,


    “Weight anchor,” Boss announced as the Eagle slowed down as he headed down, and one of the rowboats were lowered down into the water.


    “Just in case Tray, Boss would you be so kind as to join me,” Richard asked as the two shrugged, they climbed down as Eagle Eye stopped on the deck, surprised to see everyone out and waiting for him.


    “Well all ashore that’s going ashore,” Richard stated as he tossed a brown bag at the man who caught it.


    Richard dropped in as Boss and Tray got comfortable, Eagle Eye arrived last as he eyed Richard suspiciously as the rowboat moved on its own leaving a wake behind them. “So is this the part where you try to convince me to stick around?” he asked as Richard rolled his eyes.


    Richard didn’t respond as he glanced at the shore, Tray glanced in between everyone expecting someone to speak but nobody did, the boat hit the shore as Richard stood up surprising everyone as his boots hit the sand first. Eagle Eye got up standing next to Richard for a second.


    “Well it was nice working with you, wish you would have stuck around,” Richard said offering his hand as Eagle Eye took it.


    “I am sure, I am surprised that you held up your word,” He admitted glancing at Richard,


    “I really didn’t think anyone would take me up on it, to be honest,” Richard shrugged, “But I didn’t want to make a liar out of myself, so good luck,” Richard released his hand.


    “Thanks,” Eagle Eye nodded and walked away from them. Richard turned back to the boat as Boss and Tray got back in, Tray flicking his feet to dry out his boats that were feeling a bit soggy.


    Richard glanced back as the rowboat moved under its own power. “So you beat up that he left?” Tray asked as Richard spun his head back around.


    “Not really, he won’t be easy to replace, nah just a bit of Nostalgia I was born in the colonies this is the closest I have been to my birthplace, but it was a lot farther north.” Richard admitted, “Now then let’s get going with the last of the things holding us back, it’s time to get to work.”


    “You read to many pulps,” Tray commented as the three shared a good chuckle.


    “What do you mean by that?” Boss asked as the laughter stopped realizing Boss had no idea what they were talking about.


  




  

    Chapter 60



    Morgan stood overlooking the city from the castle walls, He adjusted his coat, making sure everything was in order. The sun was starting to set, it was poetic, the sun was setting on more than just the world, soon he would start taking over for the lord pushing him slowly into the dark before taking over the city in all but name. He smirked at the idea thanks to the “Captain Richard” he was able to speed up his, rebuilding of the royal guard with only the Captain not under his thumb however his inability to deal with the murder spree already has him on thin ice. Richard was had returned after about two weeks, but he didn’t stay in Frank for more than a day or so. Rumor also spread that the Fairy had left permanently to parts unknown, which meant he had nothing to prevent Richard or the crew of the Eagle from ending him. “No more fuck ups,” he muttered to himself.



    “The Crew seems to be going out for another night of debauchery,” Darcy informed he glanced over to see the woman, she and her sister had both been trained in the assassin arts and their ability to appear almost at random had long since stopped fazing him.


    “That’s good anyone staying behind on duty?” Morgan asked,


    “My sister is heading back to keep an eye on things, but we have reason to believe the Richard, the blonde Viking bitch, I think, the mutt, and the mute.”


    “Hmm That makes things easier, I was expecting to only take out the ship but if we can deal with Richard as well, it would mean only two people would be a direct threat,”


    “The she-man and the guard, neither of which have many teeth, to begin with,” Darcy insulted,


    “Indeed,” Morgan agreed, “I really wish we could have dealt with him sooner, your sister has been rather incompetent in dealing with him. I beginning to think Blackbeard has put to much stock in you both.” He spat the verbal jab.


    Darcy for her credit didn’t respond closing her eyes and ignoring him. “The man despite being nothing more than a lucky grunt is surrounded by people much better than he is, Between Stephano and the fairy, he seemed to always have eyes on him, tempered with just enough skill to keep himself alive. He is nothing my sister and I can’t deal with a simple needle to the neck.” She explained.


    Morgan couldn’t help but roll his eyes, “Get my crew ready, as soon as it gets dark enough, we will march on the Eagle and blow the damn nuisance sky high.” Morgan glanced to see that Darcy hadn’t moved just yet. “Well?” he urged, she waited a little bit longer before casually walking away from him.


    He shook his head, Blackbeard had been adamant on keeping the twins near him during this mission. He was convinced they created a chink in his plan and they were there to make sure he didn’t go native so to speak.


    “Morgan,” came a chilling voice, as Morgan glanced over to see ahead of ash and glowing red eyes, that seemed to shift.


    “My Lord,” Morgan whispered, “we are in the open,” He warned,


    “I care not, I grow impatient. Your plan had gained little in the way of results if you are not capable of infiltrating the house of lords or at least taking the Stronglance house I will have the twins drag you back,” the floating head threatened.


    “Sir, did you get my message?” He ventured wearily,


    “An upstart, it seemed my faith in Brendan was, misplaced,” head admitted.


    “Your twins have been unsuccessful in dealing with him, I have reason to suspect the crew is made up almost entirely of former prisoners of Pirate Lords from the island.”


    “This is troubling, has what was his name?” the head asked,


    “Richard, Sir,” Morgan reminded, “Richard Robert Zane,” giving the full name the head seemed to pause taking the name in. “I have a reason because a familiar face is part of his crew by the name of Laurella the doctor you had put on the Satisfaction.”


    “Has this captain shown any abilities that may imply that he finished the ritual?” The head inquired,


    “No, not that he needs it,” Morgan answered


    “Explain,” the head ordered


    “His ship, it was granted via the fairy and seems to bend to his will, moving far faster than any ship I have ever seen. And does not seem to be bound by the wind.” Morgan explained,


    “I take it you tried to persuade him to join?” the head asked,


    “No luck quite the opposite of me he seems hell-bent on killing every single lord he can,”


    “End it before it starts Morgan. Kill him off and I will put the twins under your direct control, and your timeline will be doubled to finish this job. The Richard,” he seemed to taste the name. “Cannot be allowed to interfere with our plans,”


    “I have a group together, and I plan on eliminating both him and the ship tonight,” Morgan admitted, the head didn’t respond only nodding. “Will there be anything else Captain Blackbeard?”


    “No,” Black beard shut down. “I will call back in a few hours I want confirmation from Davina and Darcy that the man is dead, don’t fuck this up,” he ordered before the head of ash shrunk and vanished.


    Morgan waited, before looking out and seeing the slight glint that was the Eagle, a massive sword fell down from the sky only for the ship to zip away from it as the blade hit the water. “I should have destroyed that ship when Richard was captured by that fucking cultist,” He growled.


    “Hindsight and all that, sir we have everything set up, your, fiancé is asleep and the lord is in his room turning in as well,” the figure informed as he glanced back to see a pure black cloak that seemed to shimmer like a moving shadow.


    “Good to know to keep watch over them if anything happens to inform me,” Morgan said as he headed down the ramparts to a team of horses and a long cart with filled with men in guard uniform ready to go.


    The reigns were snapped as everything moved forward. Morgan sat leaning forward as he pulled his blue coat close to keep the bite of the wind at bay. He glanced over as two other carts fell in line behind him.


    The sound echoed through the empty street as the wheels and horses rolled along to the meeting point, Morgan glanced back making sure everyone was still information, before slowly standing up and taking out his scope, he spotted the set of rowboats waiting for them before spotting the Golden Eagle which was sitting out in the bay. He scanned trying to spot any large groups or familiar faces. He snapped it shut with a smile on his face content that everything was working in his favor tonight as the wind blew into his back. He felt a fond smile as he mused his first mate should be contacted he wanted to ride on the feel the wheel of the Satisfaction again, dealing with the Golden Eagle made the salt in his blood run for open waters.


    Morgan waited for the cart to come to a complete stop as he glanced at his shadow, then the spot where his eyes would be on his shadow blinked into gold. “Clear,” then the eyes vanished.


    The group moved in silence on edge not sure who or what to expect. Morgan waited watching everything before getting onto the last rowboat and headed off to the Eagle. Morgan smirked as they drew closer nobody was on watch only one light was on. He picked up a rope and tied on the grappling hook, as others did the same, tossing it up they slowly started to gather onto the deck. Morgan stepped up, a confident smile on his face, as he headed for the stairs followed in a steady confident stride when the doors busted open.


    “Look, guys, I, oh,” Richard paused as he spotted the intruders. Richard scratched his hair as he headed out to the rail, he looked rather unkempt his hair was a wild mess and he seemed to have forgotten his shirt. “Well this new,” he admitted, as he lifted up a bottle and took a sip from it.


    “Drinking, this the man who wants to stop the pirate lords?” Morgan mocked,


    “Actually it’s green tea, I seal it up and use the ocean to cool it,” Richard correct, as he took another sip.


    “Sure it is, booze hound,” Morgan dismissed, “Anyway I have had enough of this dance, You are going to die today.”


    “You and what army?” Richard asked as he took another hard drink from the bottle.


    “Th-,” Morgan was cut off as he heard muffled screams, he glanced back to see all thirty of his men hanging from the ship’s masts. “Oh fuck,” Morgan cursed, as he spun drawing his rapier, “How that’s not fair!” he complained,


    “One vs One, Seems pretty fair to me,” Richard smiled as he held out his hand catching his coat. He slipped it on and brandished Talon.


    “You know I studied the blade for years, and yet you’re treating this like its some kind of game, a story where the hero always wins,” Morgan mocked,


    “Oh I am no hero, I am in fact a terrible human being,” Richard admitted, with that there was a sudden snapping, a short echo that Morgan knew it was the simultaneous snapping of necks. “Cause every life is precious, but I am sick and tired of being pushed around and I refuse to move another inch to fuckers like you who think they can walk in and step all over me,” Richard raged, he raised a hand as a bright sun-like orb appeared in his hand.


    “So you did,” Morgan was cut off as the orb went flying smashing into the deck as Morgan rolled out of the way. A set of blades started to reign down, but the mast suddenly shifts knocking the blades away as Richard stood still, as he pulled out a handful of black orbs and struck a match.


    “I need back up, Darcy, Davina!” he called for as his shadow’s eyes glowed red before vanishing. Richard dropped down, as the two crossed blades, Morgan thrusting rapidly at Richard who quickly has ground to avoid being skewered. Richard sheathed his blade after breaking away from combat Richard grabbed a spear spinning it around as Morgan charged only for the rapier to be deflected. Richard spun the butt of the spear slamming into Morgan.


    “You do realize I can end this whenever I want right?” Richard asked relaxing a bit.


    “Eat metal!” cried out Davina as a mass of metal throwing knifes rained down at him. Richard spun the spear deflecting blades Morgan charged aiming the tip of his blade at Richard’s heart. Richard tripped from the overwhelming amount of strikes as he backed away too far and into the water.


    “I think we got him, get up in the mast and see if you can spot him surface if he does put a knife in his neck,” Morgan ordered as the assassin made an impossible series of leaps landing among the bodies that still hung from the ships. With her in position Morgan focused a torrent of blades raining down around the ship.


    “Uh,” She sniffed as she leaped up to the top getting a look as she landed on the ball of her feet bending to keep scanning the area.


    “Watch out he can throw small balls of energy that look like suns if you see anything like that move,” Morgan warned,


    “Oh now you care, about my well being,” Davina responded sarcastically.


    ” He just dropped thirty People,” Morgan reminded, as the assassin nodded, minutes ticked by as the sounds of people moving across the ocean reached his ear, minutes, passed. He pulled out his clock. “It’s been almost ten minutes, and our back up is almost here, he’s got to be dead,” Morgan concluded as he headed to the edge of the ship leaning over, cutting of the blade storm.


    Suddenly a massive torpedo flashed in the air as Morgan glanced up to see Richard landing on one of the masts himself, the bodies started to drop some hitting the water another landing with a wet splat on the deck.


    “That’s gonna be fun to clean up,” Richard muttered in annoyance. Morgan glanced around as a now very shaken group of reinforcements arrived.


    “Keep blades up the ropes are dangerous,” Morgan warned as he sheathed his blade and grabbed onto the ropes, He watched as Davina tried to get the drop on him only for Richard to catch woman’s wrist.


    “Not bad but I figured out the trick, you somehow traded weight and strength for speed.” Richard chuckled flipping the woman as she fell from the beam Richard was standing on, she reached grabbing onto the ropes to prevent a fall, as Morgan dropped onto the same beam blade out.


    Charging silently, Richard seemed to have missed Morgan’s a rival just narrowly dodging a swipe as Richard dropped, then suddenly his feet hit the underside of the beam upside down, as he thrust his spear up at Morgan.


    “Just die already,” Davina shouted as Richard deflected the incoming projectiles.


    “No,” Richard responded in a hard tone as the second ball of bright light was set her way she dodged swinging onto another set of ropes, as he the blast hit the deck scattering the backup and vaporizing a few men.


    “What are you?” Morgan shouted out, “There is no way you should be capable of this!” panic was setting in as Richard cut a seem in the sail, rotating around the beam until he was upright again. His spear was resting on his shoulder as he drew out one of his pistols.


    “What can I say I hit the jackpot,” Richard assured,


    “Gravity, balls of energy, and even water breathing?” Morgan listed off, “And this ship, why is this world so unfair!” he cried out “This fucking ship!” he ranted, as Richard fired off a shot only for the shot to hit the mast behind him, Richard growled in frustration as the holster the weapon.


    “The blades hit as Talon was out and flashing aggressively slashing Morgan back, his blade unfit for the defense he needed from it. Richard set out his spear, as Morgan jumped precariously over it only for Richard to bash his shoulder into the man. Morgan fell grabbing onto the rope as the palms burned, Richard sliced the rope, as Morgan slammed into the deck rolling hard as Richard sent his spear flying. Morgan felt the blade dick into his leg slicing into it.


    “Ah!” he screamed out as Richard watched from on high. Suddenly a massive stream of blades started to rain down cutting into the Eagle as the men who were trying to help Morgan scattered as Richard grabbed a rope and started to head down only for his rope to be sliced by the number of blades.


    “I will turn you into Swiss cheese!” Morgan promised as Richard stood on the mass under the protection of the higher beams. “No, I won’t fail not like this!” Morgan cracked, Richard seemed to walk to down the mass as the invaders all seemed shocked at everything Richard seemed capable of doing. The shine of the blade Richard had in his hand seem ethereal.


    Davina took another stab only for the ropes to pull her away as the men started to jump ship the woman sliced at the ropes but she two found herself tossed into the water. Morgan stood up holding his blade up but his left leg, he could see bone, was not able to give him even the shakiest of support.”


    “Well, you made this easy that’s for sure,” Richard said pulling out his other pistol. He fired as Morgan dropped off the ship and into the salt water as blood flowed from his wounds, the men grabbed onto him as he gripped onto the boat, dragged on he felt someone going at his, leg as they rowed away only for the cannons to all move, Richard appeared on the ship as the golden eagle seemed to light up, giving the man a dark shadow, the tails of his coat billowing in the wind as he rested his sword on his shoulder.


    “The canons, he’s going to blow us out of the water!” someone cried out as Morgan in all the salt and pain remembered plan B.


    A single blade fell from the sky it wasn’t large but it was aimed at a spot, they had set up in case Richard put up too much of a challenge, he heard a dog bark, as Richard seemed to spin, before vanishing from sight. Not s minute later the Golden Eagle Exploded, raining down the remains of the first person to ever fight of a Pirate Lord and over sixty men on his own to the depts. of the ocean.


    “Ha-ha!” Morgan laughed savoring his victory even threw all the pain.


  




  

    Chapter 61 The Man Called Boss


    The rain was falling hard, on his head, well the dark blue cloak he was sporting but he could still feel it impacting his head. He was told that rain was a common occurrence, but it felt fitting the day, after Richard’s death. He had been handed off the finances, Richard seemed to have a sixth sense as all the money they made from the wine trip as well as the supplies they sold were in his position, a heavyweight latterly weights on him.


    The remains of the Eagle the one safe place he could really remember was already submerged and what didn’t have been removed to allow other ships access. He wasn’t sure, he had no real direction to pursue, wasn’t sure if he wanted to.


    “Boss,” Laurella asked as he glanced over at the woman holding herself under an umbrella. She walked up to him as he noticed she had something in her hand, he frowned as she let gravity unroll a brownish parchment. A likeness of his face was drawn up in ink, under it a reward for about five hundred dollars, wanted for questioning.


    “Questioning about what?” Boss asked as he glanced back at her as she shredded the paper. He eyed the bits as the paper and ink were washed away.


    “The questioning isn’t important, a lot of the more well-known members of the Eagle also have similar posters. I know from experience those who get turned in rarely are seen again, I think it would be best for us to leave the city.” She advised.


    “Perhaps, but to where we leave without being questioned and they can just as easily label us as criminals and then the nation is against us, how will we run then?” he asked.


    “So what do you propose?” She asked,


    “I feel it would best to storm the castle kill the bastard and fuck anyone who gets in the way,” He glanced at her with grim determination.


    “I can see that having similar effects as the first idea,” she pointed out as Boss shrugged.


    “So it would seem, I have to admit this weather feels fitting.” He said glancing up letting the water splash onto his face, before turning his head back down.


    “Hm,” Laurella responded as he shifted his hands under the cloak.


    “I suspect he knew,” Boss stated, “It’s not confirmed mind you but he set up far too much. I have all the finances we earned on me as we speak.”


    “Hmm, what an odd, that would explain why we spent those two weeks dropping off one man,” Laurella considered.


    “We should go,” He suddenly said, “We need to come to a census on what to do. The pair walked along the empty roads, he spotted a paperboy hiding under a canapé holding papers out.


    Boss paused as he glanced at the paper before he glanced over at Laurella, “I guess I could go for a nice hot coffee,” she sighed. Boss shuffled tried to unlatch the massive money purse he had on him only to stop as Laurella handed over the money for the paper. She held it up for him he frowned as he stopped struggling with it and grabbed the paper.


    The spotted a table inside the coffee shop the boy was in front of it sitting in a corner with a good view of the street, as rain pelted the window, as the two were allowed some reprise from the downpour.


    “Listen to this, Lord Stronglance has fallen ill… the fiancé of Lady Nora Lord Morgan shall be taking over the day to day of the government, added to his fresh authority over the guard.” Boss red off, as he glanced over at Laurella, her knuckles started to whiten around her coffee cup. He frowned the news of Morgan being in charge, was troubling, it would limit his options.


    He clasped his hands as he glanced out at the road, a few horses drawn carriages. The pair sat in silence for a while, as Boss glanced around when an insanely large figure walked past the window, with a rain cloak on as well.


    “That’s big,” Laurella said watching the figure walk past who was a least six feet high.


    “That’s what she said,” Boss commented, as Laurella felt a laugh escape her lips as she glanced at him before shaking her head in amusement.


    The pair waited to hope the weather would let up, but after a while, with no break, the pair ventured back out.


    The pair caught up to the shadow that had past them earlier looking at a wall of wanted posters The walk moved along as Boss glanced back the figure hadn’t moved. The pair despite the weather was zigzagging along. Skirting along the main gates of the castle, Boss mentally looking over each post, the guards moving even in the rain while the commander sat inside the station house and even in the gaslight he could see the wall crowded with wanted posters. The pair moved on each time glancing back, sometimes they would stop in an alley and wait a while listening only to the drum of the rain.


    Boss motioned and headed into the kitchen wanting to make up a meal to keep him on his feet. he watched everyone move from place to place everyone seemed on edge and ready, avoiding windows and keeping in groups, some were, in fact, keeping in odd formations. Cliff prowled past him as he tossed the jungle cat a slice of beef which it ate up instantly before moving on.


    “That cat is getting expressive,” Laurella commented


    “Things are getting stained now that we don’t have the reserves people can’t help but look at anything that isn’t actively helping, even if it has less obvious uses,” Kareem commented as Laurella suddenly found her hair more interesting. “So, things are getting tense, people need a direction and more importantly a leader.” He suddenly said, “As everyone starts to become aware of the jaws closing around us the more chances panic has to set in, if that happens we might as well slight our throats.” He gestured around his neck as Boss groaned already aware of the situation.


    “Any recommendations?” Boss asked,


    “No idea, I know I would be terrible as I want power, what was the old rule give it to someone who doesn’t want?” He chuckled as he headed out as Boss noticed the man had two weapons that looked like bladed circles with only single hand gripe on each with a familiar color of the wood.


    “That’s new,” Boss thought as he polished off his meal. “Let’s go,” He grunted as he moved forward, the only direction he really had. The movement of the rain was annoying taking their time made it worse, running around always drew attention. He pulled up a small notebook, it was a small item Richard had given him a list of things to do. The pair found themselves outside of the newest doctor he had met, only to find a pair of guards posted outside of the building.


    “Drat,” Laurella sighed, “I was hoping this would be easy.”


    “When is it ever, hold back I’ll see if I can find another way in,” Boss instructed as she sighed but didn’t argue with him. The row of buildings were all pushed together all he needed was a good set of footholds and he would have no trouble coming in from a window on one of the upper floors.


    He glanced around the buildings, everything felt clustered and unorganized but it did give plenty of opportunities to scale. He climbed up gritting his teeth as the rain tried to wash his grip away.


    His mind fell back to the two weeks before Richard’s death. “So what do you plan on doing?” Richard suddenly asked as Boss recalled being very confused by the question.


    “I don’t know to monitor the ship and save your ass, I seem to make a habit of keeping the crew alive.” Boss had answered with a shrug,


    “Which I appreciate, but what is your goal, what do you want, you saw Eagle Eye his goal was to go home,” Richard pointed out,


    “Yeah that will be a bit of a loss,” Boss shrugged considering the man’s skills. “What do I want?” He thought, “Well what about you captain what do you want, take away the threat of death from the pirate lords what do you want.”


    “I would love, to travel the world try new foods, and maybe help a few people out of a jam.” He smiled, “I still might in between the pirate Lords no sense in risking my life if I don’t have fun with it a bit.” He smirked, “It feels nice to see it.”


    “I suppose the responsible thing would be to find out about my past and maybe find a few good fights. I figure the Eagle would be the best place to find both. Sadly the only clue is the fact that I can smell magic, be it beings or objects.”


    “A handy ability but I don’t know of any Masons or any artifacts that would give one that ability. I think starting at a library would be a good idea.” Richard smiled.


    “Every time I get a second some life-threatening bull shit jumps in the way, I want one free fucking day just one, but no this mother fucker just has to start shit the night we get back,” Cheif mental fumed as he got up to the roof, he slowly moved watching his step as the water ran around his boots, he glanced down to spot the guards and with a mental confirmation of his location, lowered himself down and opened a balcony get in. Lightning light up the room, followed by the crack of thunder, the room was a study that had been violently searched, books papers and other supplies the wall kept carpet already absorbed a lot of water, he slowly closed the double doors behind him. The desk drawers were thrown about as Boss figured the man was gone since they still had the guards, he decided to move to check for other intruders before the hunt for information could begin. It didn’t take long to find any as the sounds of kitchen wear, slowly he moved into position as his fingers locked around his weapon. A quick slip around the fridge door his fingers laced around a much smaller neck than expected.


    “Ack,” the small figure gasped as two Timmy hands grabbed onto his arm as he lifted the figure into view. “Easy on the neck big guy I don’t think you want me to make any noise,” when the sudden sound of s bell clanked as Boss froze.


    A pair of slitten pair of needy eyes and a faint pair of sharp fangs. The lighting light up the kitchen showing a lanky skinny figure but he expected another Arken but only a pair of ears and he turned the figure to see a short ringtail that had bottle brushed with a bell he assumed tied to it. Boss frowned as he looked at the smiling boy as a pair of ears twitches on top of his head, a quick glance back at the face showed his eyes were framed with some kind pigmented skin that reminded him of a mask.


    “Okay, what are you up to?” Boss asked as he set him down.


    “I would think that it would be obvious, I am getting a good meal,” he tossed an apple to him.


    “Right, just keep your distance kid, I got work to do,” Boss stared before he tossed the apple back.


    Boss headed to the back windows he stuck his head out waved at Laurella, he glanced around for something only to hear the sound of eating, he stopped to see the boy had Leander against a wall “crunch,” went the apple as Boss raised an eyebrow at him,


    “Use the curtains,” he advised, “knot them up should work.” He pointed at the long curtains. He gave them a tug and tested he draped them over. He finished the fruit he tossed it to the ground.


    Laurella climbed in cursing under her breath, as she got in, “who the fuck is this?” She asked in surprise.


    “Nashton my lady,” he bowed with a toothy grin.


    “Right, we need to hurry this up.” Boss frowned, he shifted under his cloak as he made a mental note to watch his coin.


    Boss held up another sheet of paper detailing recent concerns on the state of the Stronglance family. Sadly most of it was old news research on Morgan when he paused.


    The letter was actually referring to information on Richard. He was born in the North in the colonies of Britainia. It went on to detail an incident a trip back to the homeland resulted in every individual under the age of eighteen to vanish one exception, Richard himself. There was a connection to a death of a young girl who fell to her death, being the only witness at the age of fifteen. He read over family members a few older generations had notable military backgrounds, a second cousin had law enforcement and was one of the few to make an attempt at a higher education, average grades in the education.


    Cheif frowned as he realized he had wasted his time. “Friend of yours?” Nashton asked,


    “War buddy would be apt, born in the bonds of survival,” Boss admitted before he paused noticing the kid was now under a hat he didn’t have previously.


    “Poetic, Richard huh does not ring a bell,” he admitted,


    “I take it you don’t keep up on current events?” Laurella asked not looking up as she thumbed through a stack of papers.


    “Nope, such things are not relevant to my day to day survival.” He admired with a grin.“So what are you looking for, anything in particular?”


    “Nosy little brat,” Boss thought,


    “So what are we looking for?” Laurella asked as Boss paused,


    “Away in, a person, an event, or any way to talk to Madison she will be our best hope of finding a way to get out of this mess.” Cheif frowned as he started to feel the familiar emotion the fox had imparted.


    “Ugh, what is that noise?” Nashton grimaced as his ears laid flat the two adults strained but didn’t hear anything at first when a low noise like nothing they had ever heard, the three popped out of the window as sudden screech hit their ears, as other people started to open windows. Suddenly a pair of lights up the street as the two guards moved forward. Boss spun as he grabbed the kid, who tried to use the sudden events to make up with his purse.


    “Nice try,” Boss growled,


    “Damn you are strong, how much gold you got in this thing?” He asked,


    “Holy crap it’s Madison!” Laurella waved as Boss spotted the odd object screech to a halt outside the house only to freeze at the sight of the two guards.


    “Ahhhh!” The Knight screamed as the pair charged her, the armor deflected the blows as she grabbed one, and slammed him into the stone fence face first before the other one was doubled over from a hard gut punch.


    “Looks like you are not the only one getting frustrated, let’s move before she takes off again.” Laurella raced down the halls as Cheif grabbed his money back.


    “You are coming with me until I check this bag,” he growled but Nashton didn’t seem all that worried, they raced down as Madison turned back to the car.


    The sounds of a strained crank hit their ears as the bolted down Laurella hit the doors open as the woman spun around Tobi, Tray, and surprisingly Auwdeine who was laying dejected in the back.


    “Oh thank god,” Madison sighed as she crossed the space scooping Laurella up into a hug. “I take it you had a similar idea,” she nodded toward the empty house.


    “Sadly empty we tried to find something to help but it was a waste of time,” Boss grumbled,


    “Who is the tag along?” Madison asked as she looked at the raccoon boy, who was now sporting a guard helmet way to big for his head.


    “Nashton,” he announced to her,


    “A would-be thief,” Boss warned, “he stays u til I check our finances he already tried stealing once.”


    “Look we need to get moving, we been dogged by the law for the last hour we need to move.” Tray pointed out.


    “What law we didn’t bring with us, damn it, man, you need to get over it. We will get your horse back,” Tobi snapped at the man.


    “Yeah, this is not good, it’s been way to quiet after I dropped those guards, I don’t like it,” Madison admired as she turned back to them from the street.


    “Um, guys?” Naston spoke up, as Boss felt the kid tap at his arm to get his attention. Boss rolled his eyes but stopped when he noticed Madison go wide-eyed. Boss turned to see the massive cloaked figure from before.


    “Always something,” Boss sighed as he glanced at Audwin he tossed their at before he pulled his coin purse. He thrust it into Laurella’s hand as he drew both blades.


    The figure pulled out a hairy arm as it dug out some old papers. “Tobi York, son of William York, ten thousand, Tray Smith two thousand, Boss fifteen thousand, and Laurella oh a solid twenty thousand.” He folded the papers together. “That man has some blitz core armor, what a nice hall,” the figure hummed.


    “Excuse me,” Audwine glared, he stood up as he held Nashton in his arm.


    “So this is what a sack of potatoes feels like,” he joked as Audwine drew his blade. The steel-arched as he twisted his blade wrist.


    The figure dropped of the cloak onto the rain-streaked walkway, as a Minotaur. “I am Brent,” he introduced as he took out a studded club and hoisted it over his shoulder. “I fear you are all more valuable to me dead than alive.” He grinned.


    Like most of his kind, he was broad with patches of hair and bull legs and sharp horns to crown his head.


    “Okay, so what do we need to know?” Boss asked, only for the bull to charge the group separated as the attacker spun to twist his back away from them. “If only I had some, shit,” he cursed as he realized he could really use some rope.


    “Cowards, none are brave enough to stand your ground,” he mocked,


    “Bring it, the Capitan of the guard runs from nothing,” Audwine declared,


    “Former dead captain of the guard,” Nashton clung to the man’s arm as he wondered if he was a forgotten element in the man’s equation.


    The second charge came in as Boss made his move, with a solid leap he intercepted the charge digging his weapons into the bounty hunter’s back.


    “Ack,” Brent coughed twisted as Boss was flung off. The two blades dropped out of the thick hid.


    Audwine charged shoulder first as the studded club, swung cracked into the armor that sent the man spall into a massive bush. “What are you doing in this bush small, boy?” He asked as Nashton rubbed his rear as he glared at the much taller man.


    “We don’t have time for this,” Laurella complained, as Tobi and Tray raced forward. Tray grabbed the weapon to add to the weight as Tobi brought up his claymore, despite the weight the Minotaur still had the strength to swim the club if only an inch above the ground Tobi was knocked off his feet. The second blow came for the man’s head as he grabbed the flat using the blades width to guard against the head blow, the steal bent but the brain trauma was safely blocked as the steal bent back. All of the male combats were now grappling with the bull-man as blades met hid.


    “Excuse me,” Laurella interrupted Brent turned as the firearm went off in his face the minotaur collapsed,


    “Owe,” Tray lamented as they moved the body of him, “what is that two times a corpse has dropped on me?”


    “Just be happy you were not the dead one,” Tonias comment.


    “Thanks,” Boss grunted, “did that kid run of too.”


    “Probably took off, what kind of thief would waste such a good chance to escape?” Laurella shrugged.


    Madison moved back to the horseless cart she had been driving. “Oh,” Tray moaned as he rubbed his stomach, “can’t we just walk?” He groaned at the prospect of another ride.


    Boss, however, was at the edge of the bushes, he scanned them over, “Marco,” he spoke,


    “Polo,” Nashton called back, only to realize a second too late, “crap baskets,” he lamented as Boss grabbed him by his tunic.


    “Are you still on about that,” Laurella frowned, as she turned from Madison who was still at the crank.


    “It’s the principal of the matter,” Boss curtly replied, “also that is way too noisy we would be better if hoofed it.” He advised as he kept a grip on the boy’s shoulder.


    “I don’t want to just leave it here,” Madison admired as she wiped her forehead with a rag.


    “So what is its fuel source?” Boss asked.


    “Not sure,” Tray admitted “but, whatever it is it is empty,” he frowned as Madison threw her hands up in defeat.


    “I don’t like the idea of just leaving it,” Madison admired,


    “We don’t have the time to waste,” Laurella frowned as she stared down the street her hands clasped together than rung.


    “It would be unwise to waste resources,” Boss said, “Can we push this someplace, discrete?”


    “I know a place,” Nashton announced, “not too far from here,” he pointed down the road. Madison frowned as she glanced at Boss,


    “Another one, Sam was already pushing it and that poor kid is, no longer with us,” she finished with a whisper.


    “We don’t have many options,” Boss insisted, “get in the machine, kid you turn, we push and don’t damage it,” he warned as the rest lined up.


    “Make sure the” Madison started,


    “Got, it,” Nashton grinder as he released the break and the vehicle started to move.


    “This, is not what, I had in mind when I signed up,” Tobi grunted, they moved quickly and with little issue as they turned a few corners and found themselves in the harder part of town.


    “Hold up,” Nashton jumped out and pulled a door of an old run down ahead. It was left next to a burned-out building.


    “Huh, I think I see the place that blood guy was using.” Tray pointed out,


    “Yeah?” Boss responded as they pushed the last few feats, “Is this a wise place to keep it?” He mused.


    “Probably not but it’s not a place many will look that’s for sure,” Tobi assured.


    “Well, it has been nice but I think it’s time for me to head home,” Naston bowed out as he moved to leave.


    “Nice try, the last thing I want is you running off to tell someone.” Madison folded her arms. Nashton snapped his fingers, “besides anyone you know would never get you a good deal so, you are staying with us, sadly that includes a few square meals a day.”


    “Done,” Nashton agreed, “what are we waiting for we got stuff to do and food to eat,” he urged as he slipped behind her as he gave a solid push only for his feet to slip as he continued to try.


    “Well you heard him,” Tray smiled as his stomach gave a low rumble he chuckled a bit, “have not a meal since breakfast.”


  




  

    Chapter 62



    Boss tapped his foot, he was quickly realized he did not like not doing something. But he had been tasked with taking some time to relax. He had spent a good amount of time asleep and then a quick but rather small couple of meals. Nashton was surprisingly easy to keep around the free food was apparently a factor for the boy’s thievery.



    The finances had been carefully locked and with Boss being the only one trusted with the finances. “Excuse me I am here to deliver a letter to a Mr. Boss?” he questioned the odd name, as he walked forward.


    “That would be me,” He offered his hand and was given the letter. The scrawl was horrendous how the guy was able to read it was amazing. He opened it up as his eyes went wide.


    “Found something at the Library, look for Historical Imperial warriors.” Boss read the brief note it was something he only discussed with Richard, but he was sure Richard had been only one mentioning his personal history. “Hey Nashton, you know where the library is?” He asked,


    “Yeah, I know a few public Library’s the best one is the Dragon Mage Public library, it’s one of the biggest centers of free learning, most people use it as a place to get warm.” He shrugged,


    “Personal experience on that?” Boss paused “Yeah?” he asked, Nashton didn’t really respond.


    “Would you show me the way I need to find a book,” he informed,


    “You are not trying to get rid of me are you?” Nastiness eyed him suspiciously.


    “Not if I want to get back here,” Boss half lied he wasn’t going to ditch him if there was value in selling the group out.


    The pair found themselves at an impressive building, big bold letters marked the place, plenty of stain glass windows if not for the sign Boss would have mistaken it for a church.


    He walked in everything was insanely clean, he amazing carpets and shiny wood flooring, as well as shelves of books, insane levels the stairs, indicated at least five floors dedicated to different subjects, as a rather tall person with what looked like wood prongs sticking out of his hair walked past him only he had four hoofed legs rather than the typical two.


    “That’s a deer centaur, a horse is more common,” Naston pointed out, as Boss gave him a look and the raccoon boy went silent.


    Boss walked up to the guide center, “excuse me I need assistance in finding a book,”


    “Sure,” Colton replied as Boss recognized Richard’s bother.


    “Librarian, small world,” Boss commented.


    “I get that a lot, now then book?” He asked as Boss,


    “Your brother recommended it,” Boss slide the paper to him,


    “Even from beyond the grave the bastard still bosses me around,” Colton’s lips curled into a cross frown. Boss didn’t say anything as he evaluated his maybe-dead captain.


    He slipped over to a massive shelving unit filled with labels, most were alphabetical in nature, or he thought some letters he couldn’t pin, which he figured were other written languages.


    “Ah, it seems my brother hasn’t recorded a check out in about six years so going through his history won’t work.” He shrugged as he sat back down, “sorry but I don’t have enough form his description. You are out of luck.” He summed up as he sat down the silence started to lengthen as the man seemed to just expect Boss to leave.


    “How about David Smith?” Boss considered,


    “I can’t look under others histories,” Coltan shrugged.


    “You scanned your brothers,” Boss reminded,


    “He’s dead,” Coltan waved off, “I can’t give out records to the public on law-abiding citizens.”


    “Well, this man had his house torn apart by the royal guard I don’t think he would mind,” Boss shrugged.


    “True weren’t you wanted for something?” Colton asked as Boss did not like the look the redhead was giving. Colton sighed and looped back to the shelves. “Ancient warriors and artifacts of the Imperium. Written by David harbour II, here you go. He handed Boss the book, as he found a lost letter.


    The book opened as his heart skipped a beat.


    During the third invasion of Britainia, the newly created Royal mages had trouble with Imperium ops. Through some means, we’re trained to sniff out magic. The text went on it mentioned that this was the only known case and it is unclear how such an ability was brought about.


    “Still alive,” Boss read as he glanced Colton as he pocketed the paper and clapped shut as he slid it back into place.


    He sighed, this information was a relief, but there was now a fork. “Thanks, Colton,” he offered his hand as the redhead shook it. He headed out of the building his hands in his pockets. He needed time to think, he walked along and found a rather nice park. It wasn’t too big but the forest was a nice place to walk Naston had to jog on occasion to keep up as he came across a pond and a bench. He took a load off and sat down.


    “Nice place,” Nashton commented.


    “Yep,” Boss agreed, as he listened to the breeze caress the leaves. He thought about Eagle Eye when he left. He could do the same headed out hunt for who he was. There was a caveat he didn’t get put on that island for no reason and if he found his old life he wouldn’t be the same person they remembered. “I would be a stranger with a familiar face,” he figured. “I need to find out who I was first that is my immediate concern. Now how to do so?”


    “You know the fastest ship in the world would be helpful in that regard,” Richard chuckled as Boss spun around but rather than the captain a giant bird of prey was perched on the back of the bench. It was translucent, but moments of solidarity.


    “Wow, are you a mate or something?”


    “Hardly, just relearning an old trick, I got an hour before this totem cracks.”


    “Okay, an hour why did you take so long to communicate?” Boss asked as the ghost bird twitched.


    “To pull this off you need a totem made of a magical wood, which I haven’t had for a long time. I think I went through five of these things before I got it to work right. Not that I have anything better to do while my bones knit.” He grumbled as the bird’s feathers ruffled in irritation.


    “How many do you have left?” Boss asked,


    “I think three, I wish I stuck around to learn more I know some guys who can do some cool shit.”


    “You are using magic, how is it there is one fucking mage but so many people using magic,” Boss gritted his teeth in frustration.


    “Okay, this isn’t magic it’s my spirit, using a totem I can use my spirit animal I am limited by what the animal can do. I can’t do this without the totem and a soul. Magic is not bound by limitations, oh god this is not what I wanted to do today,” Richard snorted it was weird to hear from a bird.


    “And how is that different?” Nashton asked,


    “Cause it’s contained to the self, okay magic and things that are born of magic can alter the world around it. Things born of internal energy are more akin to the soul, different cultures can tap into it using spiritual energy to enhance the body, or move outside of it. Okay, we clear this isn’t magic,”


    “It’s fucking magic,” Boss all but shouted him his hands out in frustration.


    “I can do this only with the help of something it’s no different than Madison’s shield just a different power, is she the magic user?”


    “No, but you don’t need to learn anything to use the shield. You need instructions to use the totem,” Boss pointed out.


    “True,” Richard stalled, “but you need to learn to use a sword, the shield just has a lower learning curve.” Richard flapped his wings, “crap I am getting prodded, just keep your head down, I am with David Smith we are, ah moving again. We got a plan, but um I wouldn’t bet your life on it not that Madison would sit with her thumbs up to her ars.” He admitted.


    “Plan on a dramatic last-minute save?” Boss chuckled, as Richard gave out a hollow laugh.


    “Right now I am just hoping everything sets right now or else this debate will be the most action I ever get for the rest of my life. Thanks for holding shit together for me, also do t trust, my brother, he’s kind of a dick, and you seem to have company.” Richard’s bird form turned as Boss noticed a small group of guards close in. “Brothers, can’t pick your relatives.” Richard’s bird sighed and dispersed.


    “Wait how do I, contact you?” Boss frowned as he sighed.


    “Sir, did a translucent Golden Eagle happen to be perched next to you?” One asked as Richard gave him the most confused look.


    “A what?” Boss rubbed his neck, as he looked at the guard who looked very concerned.


    “Look it’s a hot day maybe it was just a trick of the heat,” One said as Boss nodded along.


    “I guess hey, you look familiar,” the first one turned around as he looked at Boss. “How long you been in town?”


    “A few days, just got back on leave, the captain had some business at the capital something,” Boss admitted.


    “Ouch bad timing,” the second guard winced,


    “Yeah, I was wondering about that what happened?” Boss feigned.


    “Who knows, the new bosses say the crew mutinied, I think it’s bull shit, after the payout they got, I think we missed one of that cultist, they missed the crew and only got Richard,” one theorized.


    “I heard he was attacked, they found like fourth bodies in the drink and they never found his. Some say he is waiting to reveal it, so he can heal.” The final one commented.


    “What is next to that he can breathe underwater no man take on forty by his own least of all without armor or some kind of gift.” The first dismissed.


    “You heard that as well? I heard he defied gravity and can throw fireballs as well,”


    The third one added as the other two rolled their eyes. The conversation got distant as Boss sighed in relief the group headed off, which game the man some peace.


    “I think it’s time to head back,” Boss stood up he had a clear task make sure nobody did anything stupid until Richard got back, he headed back to the safe house as he took his time.


    “Ugh this is so dull,” Nashton complained as Boss turned to see the kid had a large brimmed hat filled to capacity with floors.


    “Where did you get that?” Boss asked as Nashton adjusted his new acquisition.


    “Nicked it of some bird, wasn’t paying attention and I think I look good on me,” Nashton posed as Boss noticed the kid was also spotting a rather nice but baggy white shirt, that dropped over his shorts.


    “You look like a girl, the shirt does not help,” Boss frowned as he grabbed the hat and set it down on a bench.


    “Well, I can grow into the shirt,” Nashton opened his arms up showing the shirt off.


    “Right,” Boss sighed, “why is it I am always looking -” he was cut off as he grabbed his noise hissing in pain.


    “Boss, are you okay?” Madison asked as she held her hands up towards his face as Boss tasted blood.


    “Get me a rag or something,” he waved at her as he moved into seeing a large group milling around the door, “what are you all standing around for?” He frowned.


    “You may want to look at this,” James said as he held up a newspaper.


    Palace invasion!


    Recently after the Lord Stronglance fell ill an attempt on his life was made. The assassin in question was a former crew member of the Golden Eagle and may have been a factor in the late Captain Zane’s death. More troubling is he was not alone soon after Madison Stronglance, Audwine, and her two bodyguards fled the scene. Morgan was quoted “we do not know why but we have reason to believe they may have been involved. We wanted them for questioning and since they have not stepped forward, the mark themselves complicate. All members of the former Golden Eagle crew are effective enemies of the state and be brought in alive.” We asked further into the second daughter “of course that goes without saying we shall bring her in alive we worry about mind control or worse soul transference…”


    The article went on, explaining soul transference was a learnable ability and the conversation that came with it. “The fuck is soul transference?” He asked,


    “It’s a shamen ability take two souls and switch them. More often then not it’s to prolong life or infiltration.” Tobi spoke up. “They had troubles with it back in the day. Lots of nobles would use it to take the first born’s body created a lot of civil wars back in the day. Worse some people lied about it, which just made it worse,” Tobi explained,


    “So why didn’t he use this reason sooner?” Boss asked,


    “Well it became easier to catch, the queen’s scepter, each of the major powers of the world have, something to inspect a souls placement.”


    “That would keep people honest,” Boss admitted,


    “Hardly,” James commented.


    “Oh boy, can we cut this off here this has jack to do with things going on at this moment since Madison is acting normally if she came in a dress with her hair done up then I would have concerns.” Tray cut in.


    Madison gave him a look, and the wider of the two brothers grind. “Don’t start,” she warned,


    “So we got a guy in there, as well as three relations, we need a way to get everything sadly out of hand,” Madison planed,


    “Good idea were are we gonna keep them?“Boss asked, “we don’t have the manpower to take and hold a city.”


    Madison glanced around as if the answer was written somewhere. “I feel saying here will not work based on your tone.”


    “Right this place only works so long as everyone here does not fuck up, and considering those two assassins are still around, well you get the idea. If we are going to rescue we need to have smaller more spread out locations that we can disperse to keep people guessing.”


    “Yeah but we don’t exactly have the money for this,” James pointed out, “buying places up will quickly drain us, this is one hell of a gamble and if we fuck up that means we got nothing. Not even bribe money,” he warned, Madison looked outraged at the implication, this was her family on the line.


    “Richard’s alive,” Boss dropped as the conversation died, he pulled out the letter,


    “Which means the Golden Eagle can repair itself.” Tray grinned, “wait if it was blown up how long should it take?”


    “Not a bad idea to look into that, before we start planning around it. In the meantime, we need a way in and out of the castle nothing crazy just layouts and finding were everyone he lept,” Boss went on as everyone seemed more vitalized with the good news and a goal.


    “Well, if that’s the case that may rule out a few people, Madison is too well known to do anything in terms of infiltration she is to well know, we need some unfamiliar faces.


    “That’s okay, I want to make sure a ship is an option, but I want in when we act.” Madison settled, as she glanced around as if to ask for someone to challenge her on it.


    “Right so who is going to the castle?” Boss asked as he clasped his hands together. When the doorbell suddenly rang, everyone went stiff as Boss thumbed his piercing weapon as Laurella drew out Claw. Boss moved as everyone eyed the door.


    The door opened up as a short figure with a grey uniform on with a brown shoulder bag and a flat cap with enough brim to obscure her eyes even if her shapely figure was not. Her pixie cut bobbed as rummaged in the bag. “Ah, Mr. Boss?” She asked as she paused.


    “Aye,” he answered,


    “A Mr. Zane said to keep his name unwritten just in case.” She handed him a letter, “oh I pick up letters every Thursday, twenty hundred once a week. Have a good day sir,” she cheerfully gave him a mock salute before she walked away.


    “Was that Spark?” Tray asked as James elbowed him.


    “That was just a nice delivery girl, right?” He asked as everyone caught on and nodded.


  




  

    Chapter 63



    “You know this place has at least forty bodies in it at least,” Madison frowned, as she eyed the water.



    “True but I need to be sure, even the Captain isn’t sure he just said he would order it to stay submerged. Once we have an exact time and date, we have an escape.” Boss smiled, as he set his shield down and took off his shirt.


    “I could sell this,” Naston mused,


    “Good luck getting out of the city,” Boss warned, as Naston waved at him, as he adjusted a top hat it looked warn but not something someone would throw away. “Where did you get that?” He eyed the kid.


    “Not a clue I just kinda find them,” he shrugged with a smile on his face. “Oh that’s new,” he held up a knife. “How long have I had this?” He wondered as he tested the knife’s edge only to wince as he flicked his finger back.


    “Right, just keep our stuff safe and give the signal if something happens,” Boss instructed. As he gestured to a large set of barrels strung up, cut that if shit goes down.


    The crate was set up so it would roll down the noise would alert them. They wanted it out of sight and thankfully the found an abandoned building they could keep their gear in.


    “Okay, that should be everything,” Boss nodded, as he glanced over at Madison who had a frown.


    “What?” Boss sighed, “we don’t have all day.”


    “Do we both need to go into the water?” She asked.


    “No, but,” he paused as flipped a knife before it slides into his belt. “If something happens and I need help.”


    “Damn it, it was this or sitting on my ass why is it always something demeaning?” She sighed as she stripped down as well before she paused and looked at them both. “Eyes to yourself,” she warned.


    “Nothing I haven’t seen,” Boss muttered before he glanced out of the busted window. Activities seemed a good distance they wouldn’t be spotted too quickly. He pulled out a spyglass as he handed it to Nashton.


    “You are putting a lot of trust in me,” he commented.


    “Nope, I am putting a lot of faith in my tracking skills.” Boss corrected.


    Madison shifted her swim clothing which was a solid one peace. Her arms and legs were well toned and muscled, but her other assets were nothing to scoff at despite the lack of body fat. “What?” She accused.


    “You look good,” he complimented, as he turned towards the water. He checked himself making sure he didn’t have any cuts on him. He spotted his mark, Boss had Tin and Tray roll a diving bell it was old and rusted but it would provide some air, not an infinite amount but better than nothing.


    He dived in the water was ice and murky, he had a hard time seeing anything as a second plunge hit his ears he glanced back to see his diving companion.


    He recalled the first time he dropped down here, hunting for any remains of Richard. Madison swam down heading to the diving bell they set up as Boss did the same. The both popped in. The tight fit lasted a second he breathed in and back out. They headed towards the wreck of the original.


    Ships crossed overhead as Boss spotted an upside-down rowboat he motioned up at so they popped up for some air. “Tired yet?” Madison asked,


    “I can do this all day,” Boss grinned,


    “Suprised you can swim,” she admired as she lifted the boat up a bit to let in some air.


    “Who would get on a ship if they didn’t know how to swim?” He asked as Madison sighed,


    “More than you think less than should,” she admired. Suddenly a splash hit their ears as they both froze.


    “Hi guys,” Goliam popped up much to their surprise.


    “I thought you couldn’t stand salt water,” Boss mentioned.


    “Laurella promised to get me some moisturizer herbs and a good bath, besides it was this or sitting around.” He winced, “salt water,” he lamented.


    “Right,” Boss shrugged, “you caught up with us pretty quickly you take lead.” Boss adviser, “how good is your eyesight?”


    “Damn good, I can sit down here for a half hour or so if needed.” He admitted as the two human’s sighed.


    “We probably could have just sent you,” Boss sighed.


    “But you went through all that planning I didn’t want to ruin it for you,” he smiled.


    “Ug, I ought to hit you, but may as well go all the way.” Madison gritted her teeth.


    “Who would want to do this alone, it isn’t smart to go swimming this far and deep without a buddy,” he advised.


    “Of course,” Madison didn’t seem all that happy. “Let’s get this over with,” she sighed as Goliam dropped down Boss put a hand on him as they headed out only for a glint of gold to reach his eyes.


    There it was, the eagle it looked almost intact the ship seemed to still be missing chunks as the wood seemed to glow around damaged parts.


    He glanced over at Goliam and Madison who both seemed just as shocked at the shape. They closed the distance, the ship seemed impossibly preserved, the gear supplies seemed in amazing shape nothing seemed to rust. A few things seemed to float but if it were not for the water the ship almost appeared seaworthy.


    A solid tap on the croc man’s shoulder as he pointed back. He nodded as they headed back to the rowboat.


    “Damn that’s amazing,” Madison gasped as she took in some air.


    “Agreed, pity it’s not fully repaired, although I worry if the ship can resurface,” Boss mused as he considered other options.


    “Must feel familiar you seem to be constantly on the task of rescuing people,” Madison joked as Boss smirked,


    “Seems so huh?” He smirked, “so you think you will be able to check up in this on your own?”


    “Sure, I am surprised most ports are normally filthy, and garbage-filled,” he admitted.


    “Gaslight is one of a kind,” Madison beamed with pride. “It’s only city open to the world it was a requirement from Naruko in before she set up shop. The library, the water filtration system, the city is a beacon for scientific progress.”


    “Can we hear this later on dry land,” Boss interrupted his arms were worn from the swim.


    “Right, sorry,” she apologized as they dived back down and headed for shallower waters. With one last stop at the bell, they checked the barrels to see everything was safe.


    “Brr,” Madison got up first as Boss could see the goosebumps grace her arms. He wrung his hair out of the water as they climbed inside the building as Nashton played with a coin by spinning it clearly bored with it.


    Goliam moved past them as he found a beam of sunlight and sat in it as Boss noticed he had a slight bluish tint to him.


    “You okay?” Boss asked as he nodded and turned his towards the sun.


    “Right, cold-blooded, stupid,” Madison berated herself. “We may need to move him someplace warmer. The depths of the dock may have been too cold for him.” She headed over to give Goliam a sympathetic pat.


    “Nice,” Nashton observed as Madison snapped upward and spun around red as a tomato.


    “Dumb ass.” Boss thought as he dried himself off, “I think if it’s easier we can ask Arken to deal with the colder waters if they don’t need her to snoop around the castle.”


    “Agreed,” Madison covered herself up, she exited the room to get dressed.


    Boss stretched out his muscles as feeling returned. He geared himself back up as he rung out his beard and hair.


    He took his time, as he debated on his next action, he grabbed the cloak and walked into the street. He glanced around it was weird thinking on how so many places seemed so empty put other parts so empty.


    Madison walked onto the street, as Nashton walked forward. “Why are some places so desolate?” He asked,


    “The Hundred Years’ War. The fortune you can make as a mercenary is large if you can live long enough that is. Most ports cities got hit with worker shortages, which is why so many places are straight up abandoned.” She admitted.


    “So does that include farmers?” Boss asked,


    “No the crown subsidized so they could afford workers without breaking them,”


    “We seem to be living in interesting time,” Boss admitted.


    “I think we should get a cart or something,” Madison decided,


    “You think he will be safe?” Boss glanced back.


    “Yeah, Nashton keeps an eye on things,” she smiled at him as he gave a comically over serious salute as he headed back in.


    “So I heard some rumors that Richard was throwing fire around?” Madison glanced over at Boss.


    “Yeah, it seems the city is filled with them.” Boss admired, “so long as he isn’t found I didn’t think he minds.” Boss shrugged.


    “It’s a concern did I talk to you about the stall theory?” She asked,


    “You may have, but I don’t remember it,” Boss grunted.


    “Tray made mention of it, the idea is that Richard waited to steal the Pirate lord’s blood power, the fire was the intended ability.” She explained.


    “I think Laurella mentioned that Morgan had something, but I am not sure.” Boss scratched his beard as he thought back. “That might be a rumor.”


    “The idea does not sit well,” Madison admitted,


    “I am sure,” Boss agreed, as he glanced around, “I fail to see, the issue we ended up blowing everything up, to begin with, who knows how many got caught in the crosshairs.” Boss shrugged as he spotted a two wheel cart that looked a bit old but solid. He gave it a slight tug, it creaked under the sudden pressure.


    He tossed off his cloak in the back which was empty as he pulled out a rag and tied it over his head to cover up his hair.


    “It’s the principle of the thing,” she frowned as Boss grabbed bar on the cart and pushed.


    “You are more forgiving than most.” Boss commented, “Richard is similar foolishly playing the hero when the mood strikes.” he recalled the twin assains Richard needlessly saved.


    “A fair observation,” Madison Conceded but Boss could tell she had more to say on the matter.


    “It doesn’t matter, The rumors say he was defying gravity. That he spent ten minutes underwater. It sounds like Richard was dicking around, I swear the man makes no sense,” Boss grunted, “I think he may have a death wish at this point.”


    Madison went silent at this little rant as she seemed to ponder the outlook. “I just don’t want to find out I helped out another Pirate Lord.” She admitted.


    The two headed back, as chief backed the cart as close as he could.


    “So why are you still here?” Madison suddenly asked.


    “I am in spite of it all rather fond of Richard. Despite no need of his own he has tried to help with no desire or explanation for me to hang around. With a few perks if I do.” He smirked as he walked in to see Nashton had sat on the crocodile and had taken to poke the blueish tinted skin. “Oh brother,” Boss shook his head with a sigh.


    “Knock it off, boy,” Madison ordered as Nashton froze for a second before he slid off the back.


    “Goliam, I can’t carry you, I got a cart I can carry you in. I need your help,” Madison told him after she knelt down near his head.


    “So cold,” Goliam whimpered, “bad idea,” he shivered,


    “I don’t have time,” Boss frowned, as he glanced around he didn’t have the muscle to lift the man.


    “Um, does he have a phobia? Maybe we can scare him onto the cart.” Nashton clasped his hands together.


    “That does not seem wise. We could get a pulley and a harness set up.” Madison considered.


    “Or we can wait,” Boss shrugged, “you two can head out if you want I’ll wait till he warms up.” Boss offered.


    “You sure?” Madison frowned as she watched him sit down.


    “Don’t do anything crazy, besides I wouldn’t mind some time to relax.” He waved off. The two exited his view, as he closed his eyes.


    Suddenly his ears were hit by the clash of steal his eyes snapped open, the sun hadn’t moved much as he glanced around his dominant hand fingering its weapons.


    But outside the dust made visible via the sun nothing seemed different, he walked around to check the windows. A cursory glance soothes his concerns, while the area was now a little active everyone’s sluggish activity believe the sound he was sure he heard.


    There was a sudden clatter as he dashed outside only to freeze as a red fox dug around the trash can. He glared at it, as he backed away from the animal before he turned around the comer as he sighed. His body slowly started to calm down, as he grabbed his wrist as his fingers twitch. He walked in as he frowned at his hands. He tried to put it out of his mind, but the time he spent being that Fox’s play toy still lingered. He mused how long or why he was there in the first place as a rage boiled in his center. “Fuck it,” he cursed as he mentally forced the thoughts to disperse even if the raw frustration fully lingered.


    “Ugh,” Goliam gurgled, as Boss paused, he wasn’t sure how long but he had been pacing for a good while, “how long was I out?” Goliam mumbled sleepily.


    “Long enough to be more hindrance than help sadly. Can you move?” He asked as Goliam rubbed the back of his head.


    “Cold,” Goliam said as he stood up as Boss wondered if he was referring to the temperature or Boss himself.


    “Come on,” Boss urged as he helped the big croc man move as he shouldered him. “Just need to get you, to the damn, cart,” he breathed out, they took out a chunk of the doorway as Goliam leaned into things that did not use to so much stress.


    “Oh, boy,” Boss realized as Goliam fell in as the cart snapped at the sudden weight as Boss hopped the cart wouldn’t shatter. He breathed easy, for about a second.


    “What is going on here?” Asked a voice. Boss spun around to see a pair of guards each one with a firm hand on their weapon.


    “Sorry sir, just,” Boss was cut off as the pair moved around him, as one poked Goliam with his foot. Goliam grunted in annoyance but didn’t move.


    “Friend of yours?” The one who poked asked, as Boss could see some grey hairs sticking out from under the helmet.


    “Work associate,” Boss admitted as the other guard knelt down.


    “You okay big guy?” He asked as he seemed to look him over.


    “Cold?” Goliam repeated as Boss eyed the pair.


    “Ah, cold-blooded, he needs someplace warm like a hot bath, this far north is not good. I would recommend a shirt or a poncho at least,” the younger said.


    “How did this happen?” The older guardsmen eyed Boss suspiciously.


    “Killing time between jobs,” Boss admired, “Our captain needed to deal with some insurance issues, so we are kinda landlocked for a month.” Boss half lied, “So been walking around poor guy had a nasty spill fell into the water had a time finding a way back up.” Boss went on.


    “I get the idea,” the older one relented, “just ve careful Shaper knows what’s at the bottom of those docks.”


    “Oh if you are going to be here a while you can join the guard we are a bit short staffed and could use the manpower.” The younger man informed.


    “I’ll keep that in mind, were do you recruit at? Just in case.” Boss added.


    “Second and winder are close by. Mind you wouldn’t be doing castle work.”


    “Fine by me I like my hair the way it is,” Boss chuckled. The older guard smirked as the pair walked off.


    Boss watched them go as he grabbed the cart and started the winding road back.


  




  

    Chapter 64



    “I feel we are being a bit too paranoid,” James commented.



    “No such thing, we each know enough, we are now spread out enough that we can’t be removed if they find one building,” Laurella went on Boss rolled his eyes he had heard this conversation three times today.


    “I told you, splitting the pair was a bad idea,” Boss muttered,


    “James I understand, I really do but we need you out there Tray has a known face so we need him away from the more populated areas.”


    “That may not help, I ran into two guards in an area we thought nearly empty a week ago.” Boss thought as they stopped at Madison’s room which was a mess.


    The Dame had a mass of maps, levels, and locations of the castle almost refined to a blueprint. Places were marked off some a few times. Arken had got hired in as a cleaner and slowly been looking for the family, Laurella had done the same for the gardens to avoid Morgan and his two assassins.


    Madison was currently looking over the maps, as her foot tapped away. “Any luck?” Laurella interrupted.


    “No, with only you two able to move around the castle there is not enough spread. I wish we had more female hands or men who could pass as such.” She grumbled. Boss remained silent, as Laurella nodded in agreement.


    “Maybe we could ask for to barrow that coin,” Madison realized, as Boss silently slipped out the back.


    A small sigh escaped his lips, as he moved to the side as a small group moved past. The group was lead by Tobi who was tasked with the assassin twins. Boss had talked with him, they were sure only one was active as they had only spotted one near Morgan. They mostly stuck to rooftops, which was boring work.


    It was weird to see such a turnaround, most had dropped, willingly to sit around. A few others tried to leave to mixed results. Now propose was renewed, idle hands were unknown as the crew spiderwebs out from the safe house.


    What was once stagnant was now alive with activity. Boss aloud a smirk happy that people were doing something. He moved out of the building surprised at the sudden drop of activity.


    The street itself wasn’t empty but more devoid of solid purpose, Boss glanced over, Nathan was sitting under a blanket to look to the word as a bum. The two nodded at each other as he walked along.


    He headed along as he moved towards the more populated docks, more closer to what the locals called the heartstring of the city.


    sometimes


    He pulled out a folded sheet of paper that described a public funeral for the late Captain Richard Robert Zane. He walked along and it didn’t take long to run into a crowd. The area had been taken over, but between the warm weather and upbeat chatter of the people one would be hard pressed believe it was a funeral.


    The presentation had full military honors with a small parade, came down with a horse-drawn coffin. The people went quiet as Boss waited, he didn’t know how things were done.


    “Let us see if he shows up.” Boss plotted,


    “what are you doing here?” Hissed a voice in his ear. Boss slowly turned to see a familiar blonde wig.


    “Hi Spark, I could ask you the same thing,” Boss replied, Spark was currently in her Lagertha disguise.


    “Just in case someone tried something stupid,” Spark hissed back, “kind of like right now,” she accused with a firm look.


    “Look I put it off once I can solve a lot of issues if we deal with this completely.” Boss decided.


    He watched as the fey she frowned her eyes seemed like they were reading some invisible book. “Anything I do outside of death is just going to cause more trouble.” She concluded.


    “So your not going to try and stop me?” Boss asked a little surprised,


    “Against my better judgment I going to help. But I warn you if this is botched there will be repercussions.” She glared at him,


    “Noted,” he turned back to the preseason. Morgan wasn’t too far behind in his best uniform dress on top of a white horse that seemed to be giving him some trouble. The crowd seemed to mutter a bit as the man moved along.


    “Well blast him,” he urged at Spark as she raised an eyebrow. “What are you waiting for?” He pressed,


    “I said I would help, didn’t say I was going to kill him, I am listening to orders even if I feel ending the bastard is the right move.”


    “Fine,” Boss growled as he bolted the crowd gasped at the sudden movement. The group on horseback paused, and that was all he needed he grabbed the last man on the group off his horse as he seamlessly leaped into the saddle like a pro.


    “Kill him!” Morgan shouted as he pointed a finger at him. Boss drew both blades ready for combat when one of the men started to grasp at his neck only for spear tip to force its way out. The man was dragged out of his seat as Morgan took off Boss urged the horse forward as the momentum cared his points into two body’s, they fell both dead before they hit the ground. The three horses raced off, as Boss road only using his legs after the pair the pirate lord Broke. The hooves of the lead horse crushed the unfortunate in its path as the two attackers raced after him.


    “Blast his ass!” Boss shouted


    “I will not if I miss it might hit an innocent.”


    “Who cares?” He called back, as they cleared the crowd.


    “Clear!” Spark tossed her spear into a throwing position and let it fly only for the horse to suddenly buck its rider.


    “Finally!” Boss felt a grin when he suddenly was tackled from the side as he got a look up a torn dress as a pair of feet dug into his side.


    “Well,” Morgan smiled as Spark’s hand started to glow. “Oh!” He realized as his smile dropped off.


    “Davina!” He called as Spark sent out a beam of light from her index finger. The single twin turned to face Spark, as the disguised woman kept her spear in hand as the assassin turned bodyguard looked at Boss.


    “Kind of got my hands full,” she called back as she snapped out a whip.


    “Any other toys you got in there?” Boss cracked. As the woman glared.


    “Want some help?” Spark asked as Boss waved her away. Spark walked around the corner, steal hit steal. As Boss and Davina, or Darcey he wasn’t sure between the pair, faced off neither making a move.


    “Whenever you are ready,” Boss smirked as he could hear Morgan shout.


    “I can wait Morgan isn’t in any real danger,” she dismissed.


    “Mother- ack, you-” he was cut off by what sounded like a hard smack. As the white horse lingered around farther down the ally.


    “Weird horse,” she commented,


    “Darcey, help!” Morgan screamed as Davina shrugged,


    “He called you by the wrong name didn’t he?” Boss smiled, as Davina flicked the whip at some random garbage.


    “Among other things,” she cracked the whip before she picked at the much shorter dress that looked rather expensive. “Besides he has the shadow and the swords thing.”


    “The sword thing isn’t working!” He shouted as Boss frowned, as Morgan rushed around the corner with his clean blade and bloody uniform. Spark turned the corner with the opposite Problem as a blade fell at her only for her to shot the blade out of the sky as it embedded in the alley wall.


    Boss moved to stab the guy only for the whip to snap at his wrist. He winced as the weapon dropped and suddenly a large black ghost to suddenly step out of Morgan’s shadow.


    “Of course,” Boss sighed, as Spark hit it with a blast of light magic. The new figure looked like it had a tattered robe with its hood up. A pair of yellow slotted eyes glared filled with hate.


    The magic hit home as a circle appeared in it as the thing flew back but kept itself between them and Morgan.


    “What is that?” Boss asked as he kept his eyes on Davina.


    “It’s just a wraith, see em all the time just give me a second,” Spark sighed as Morgan took off as fast as he could.


    Spark set off with another blast of Magic as the wraith swirled in a nebulous form, to avoid it.


    Boss, took a step only for Davina to move alongside him. The assassin was now serious,


    “No more blind eye?” Boss asked,


    “It is now a matter of pride.” Was all she said.


    Spark aimed at Morgan as the wraith intercepted the attack the wraith looked very diminished as Spark took aim again as she rushed after.


    “Shit,” Darcy rushed, as she tagged spice in the ankle cutting the rush off as Boss tried to catch the woman she flipped away from his grasp.


    “That, smarts,” Spark hissed as the wraith shrunk into the assassin shadow, as Boss moved to chase only to see Spark stumble on the ground as he saw a slight trail of blood behind her.


    “Fly,” he thought as he remembered the point of the wig and clothing change. He could hear shouts it seemed that guardsmen were on the way. He moved back as Darcy stayed put


    Boss lifted the woman up over his shoulder with a single heft as she faced forward. “So, now what?” Spark eyed him, Boss grumbled, as he thought, only for Spark to send a blast of magic at Darcy forcing the woman to jump away. “Well after his ass, I don’t think he’s going to bleed out the slippery little chicken shit.” As Boss took of as the shoulder mounted woman kept the firepower active as Boss spotted the blood trail and started to track.


    “Get back here!” Darcy shouted as she leaped up onto the local rooftop only for her to dive under Spark’s light show.


    “Damn,” Boss skidded to a stop as a large group of mounted guardsmen waited at the allied front.


    “Crap,” Spark agreed as Boss decided to abort the operation and ran back as Spark twisted hitting a few guards of their horses. The narrow ally made it hard to follow.


    Boss skidded as paused only to see a group of guards “that bastard has the Devils luck,” Boss cursed. As a foot suddenly connected with his head, he twisted only to see Spark had mounted Morgan’s horse who had somehow snuck up on them.


    “Seems we got our own brand to let’s move, “she urged as the guards started to move to rush them.


    Boss jumped on behind her as the horse suddenly started to move, the sudden spur knocked Spices head into Boss’s bottom lip.


    “Ah,” he winced as the guards scattered as the horse trampled past.


    The pair raced into a setup area as they both dismounted. “Shit!” Boss cursed, as Spark did the same to give the horse a good pat on the head.


    “Well, let’s head back, we may want to let Madison know what’s going,” Spark glanced at him.


    “Why don’t you just fly in and shot the bastard, why does everything have to be so complicated with you people!” Boss shouted, “it’s one damn thing, between Madison, You, and Richard everything has to be a certain way on a specific day I swear! This is bullshit.” Boss ranted in frustration. “If I just ended the bastard in that damn swear you would have been fine!”


    “Maybe, who knows if he had that wraith then we would have been a death sentence. If Smith wasn’t on the up and up he could have had our necks. You’re probably right we may have solved our issue then. Richard believes that if we had we would have new, ones probably worse.”


    “Probably?” Boss glanced over at her as Spark pulled out a scroll. “What is this?”


    “A list of three people, three beings that can live long enough to wait for my next wish. These three one is trapped and bound to an artifact. The second is cut off from the world and the third being watched by the Dragon Mage himself.”


    “Uh huh,” Boss glanced, at the scroll. “The third?”


    “A fire giant, he’s was the most likely, but all three, if word gets out, would hunt down me,” Spark handed the paper over. Each one had a picture similar to the wanted posters but rather than a price it was listed flee on sight, plus a price for location updates.


    The first looked very disarming, the face of a cute woman, with her hair up in a ponytail. The name listed was Jinn. The second was a darker shaded woman with a single fang, her hair looked messy unkempt, name listed Succubus Queen. The third was a man with no hair, he seemed to have lines on his face that reminded him of rivers more than any symmetrical paint. He rolled the scroll farther when suddenly a fourth face appeared well it seemed so it was a Dragon, listed under Dragon Mage, request help if needed.


    “The Dragon Mage is on here as well.” Boss frowned Spark glanced at the page, he rolled it back up and found out why. The list was military most powerful entities.


    “Seems like a group we don’t want to cross,” Boss admired, “I take it lee already had this problem in mind,” as he handed the scroll back to her. She slipped it into her belt, with a solid nod.


    “He warned of other possible less powerful but less capable dangerous.” She admitted.


    “Sounds like the Dragon Mage would be the better company,” Boss pointed out.


    “After the cult guy, it seems he may have his own issues, besides I think he is spreading the word that I am with him for safety.”


    “Everything’s so complicated, so how did you handle Morgan?”


    “As of now, I think he is not used to people able to fight back, combined with him more or less ruling the city, he keeps damage to a minimum. Still, that wraith is concerning, something that can blend into the shadows would make an excellent spy.” She considered.


    The pair moved back to home base as Spark went on about the wraith, which was believed to be a corrupt spirit with an unfulfilled desire. “… the best we can do is some kind of blessed water, traditionally some kind of Druid would do it. Do you still have Druids.”


    “Druid,” the word echoed in his mind. “We are sending you in, the Druids are a powerful lot of magic men and hell-raisers. You have been given the tools needed to track and kill, dismissed.” Boss shook his head, as he realized Spark was a good ways ahead of him.


    “Boss you okay?” She frowned, but he waved her concerns away.


    “Fine, I’ll talk to Laurella on the matter wouldn’t be a bad idea to start checking shadows.” He insisted.


    The plan set they headed back to home base. “Is Captain lee still breathing?” Nathan asked,


    “Who?” Boss asked as Nathan nodded and the two walked inside.


    “Well good luck with Madison I am going to go check on Laurella. Boss opened his mouth only to spot Spark vanish around the corner. Boss could hardly blame her for the sudden desire to be anywhere else.


    He headed back up the stairs for the umpteenth time, as he headed into seeing Arken and Laurella still in work uniforms. Laurella in a pair of overalls and a white shirt spattered with dirt where Arken spotted a long back dress and apron with some kind of hair accessory.


    “Thanks, Laurella sorry about that you look like you had a hard day.” Madison apologized as the doctor picked at her clothing clearly not happy with her appearance.


    “We need to find your dad soon this is wearing my nerves, I need a hot soak.” She decided as the two infiltrators walked past him. Boss watched them go for a moment before Madison cleared her throat.


    “So I take it you couldn’t kill him?” Madison asked as she eyed him coldly.


    Boss was a little surprised but not too much that word got back before him. “Sadly the bastard got lucky, I saw a chance to end this farce sooner rather than later. I don’t regret it,” he admired shamelessly.


    Madison gave a hard glare, the look stretched on as Boss casually stood not really bothered by the look he received. “Anything to add?” He questioned,


    “I hate the chain of command,” she cursed,


    “It is rather lost,” he shrugged,


    “Sadly, I am not sure it’s appropriate for me to act as a commanding officer in this instance. Since the Eagle is out of commission, and the crew technically part of the Britannia military. I could consider myself the highest ranking officer.”


    “True but Richard is alive and is the captain. He is giving orders and we are actively fighting the very country we are part off so rank outside the Eagles chain of command is useless. So by that logic, I am the highest ranking officer currently in action.” He realized out loud.


    “Yes, you see the issue.” Madison nodded with a sigh. “Worse lee never enforced it so Laurella who holds no rank has taken authority and with no quartermaster to settle disputes and dull out punishment.”


    “We never did work that out did we?” Boss realized as well. “We seem to put a lot of things off don’t we.”


    “Right, we need to fix that, before shit gets out of hand. We can’t have people run off instigating people.”


    “Didn’t you technically leave the crew we don’t really need to take orders from you.” Boss eyed her as Madison blinked. “Don’t worry about it, wouldn’t feel right. We should get that taken care of tonight we may want to find someplace away from the safe houses just in case.” Boss considered.


  




  

    Chapter 65



    “So do I get a vote?” Nashton asked Boss as he kicked at the boarded up window. The two were on the observatory rails that linked the outside of the abandoned factory.



    “Only if you get recruited, I think you may be a bit late to get a vote in,” Boss commented as he gripped the old rusted rails and looked over the setup.


    The area had been cleared out with crates lined up for everyone they had everything planned out, so Boss was sure everything would fall apart quickly. They had a voting system, anyone named as a mate or had a sizable job was put out of the run, Madison and Audwine stayed off the list as well, for obvious reasons.


    People started to file in as everyone chatted, Boss watched as a few people already started pushing for the job while others were recommended.


    “So trying to find out who gets the job?” Madison asked she was in her full armor with a red cape fastened on.


    “Yeah, I can’t help but wonder what happens if they pick the wrong person.” Boss glanced over them.


    “Well, if enough people take up the issue they talk to the captain, they vote on the person’s competence. If they are not, they step down and vote someone else in. In some ways, it’s more effective than a monarch.” Boss gave her a look. “Some ways, if you get a bad ruler it’s not as difficult to remove but a good leader, with full power, can get so much more done.” She nodded,


    “No perfect way of doing things huh?” Boss commented. “Well from the looks of it Arvil is accumulating a large group.” He pointed out,


    “He’s one of the few with an extraordinary ability, while there are a few exceptions his ability is born of a long history.” Madison pointed out.


    “That smells of monarchy,” Boss snorted, as Madison nodded,


    “Even if it does we don’t live in a vacuum, I am sure that if we opened the floor I would get a good chunk of votes.”


    “Yeah, but you already have proven yourself, between scouting the island being a noble and the trust of the Dragon,” he nodded at the shield. “I don’t know many who could be a rival to your track record.” He admitted,


    “Please you make me blush,” she giggled at the string of compliments, “I feel Richard would vote higher, not to mention you, and if she was here Spark would have a good shot.”


    “Richard is practically bribing everyone, I looked around the perks of the Golden Eagle is worth listening alone not to mention they pay.” Boss shrugged as Madison nodded in agreement.


    “So ten gold that Arvil gets it,” Madison bet as Boss glanced around, he frowned he had a few possibilities, with both James and Tray working together, with Tray getting the warmer reception.


    “Tray, while I would prefer Kareem, he sadly doesn’t have the connection sadly,” Cheif frowned,


    “True the most qualified are often left behind, the more,” she frowned, “Charismatic.”


    “I agree the ability to talk the talk does not lead to being able to walk the walk. Let us see how it all falls come on I need to get at a good angle to make sure nobody cheats.” He nodded as she silently agreed and the pair split up. He stepped out into the roof as the night sky stretched out above him. He slipped the current back over the opening, he glanced over the area with only a few gaslights peppering the streets close by. He sat down near the edge, as people slipped in. The crew wasn’t too much bigger as the time loomed closer, he glanced around when a glint of metal hit his eye, he spins and for a second he thought he saw a figure in bronze armor.


    “Something wrong?” Nashton asked as he glanced around in the same direction.


    “Just nerves, we need to head back in.” He decided as they stepped back in he glanced back to see nothing but blank space.


    “I nominate Arvel,” someone announced, then sat down.


    “I nominate Tray,” James stood up with a rather sour look on his face. Boss heard Tobi was put forward as well. Boss zoned out as less familiar names were put forward, he noticed a few people looked just as sour as James in the back Arken stood out as the most visibly annoyed.


    Boss heard a sudden rustle, as he spun his hand drawing his piercing weapon as the translucent blueish Eagle landed on the railing.


    “Richard?” Boss blinked,


    “No time, I was dropping off an update you got a large group of guards coming, you don’t have much time you need to get out off here!” He shouted out of the spirit animal.


    “Got it,” Boss nodded, “Nathan, Madison, and Lagertha follow me we are stalling everyone disperses we deal with this later,” Boss ordered as the selected group


    “I think this would be a good idea to set up groups to disperse with, those who are put forward should lead forward if we don’t have enough stick to Madison or one of the mates.” The Eagle flew down landing on Lagertha’s spear. “Well move out!” He shouted.


    “Yes, sir!” Lagertha called back she moved as the startled bird almost fell off as everyone got a chuckle at the spectacle.


    “Changeup Arken, Kareem, and Tin!” Cheif called as Tin was tossed a large back.


    “What is this?” He asked as the Eagle gave what equaled a grin on its beak.


    “Just a few of my favorite things.” Richard singsonged.


    Tin opened the bag up to see a stockpile of Hernanes, just like the ones he used to blow up Brendan’s old ship.


    “They are heading from the direction of the castle they got a few people branches,” Richard explained as the Eagle started to blur and lose its shape. “Running out of time shit, good luck.” The Eagle shattered suddenly as the sudden act startled a few people.


    “Morsina, I need to be eyed in the sky, keep out of arrow range as best you can. Here,” Boss grabbed the curtains and tore them into shredded, drop these when the line gets to close so we know when to back off.” He informed as Laurella tossed one of Richard’s pistols at her as well. “Fire off a shot if they close in we scatter if you shoot close, I’ll shit the other when I leave last.” She explained and with Thay Boss headed out into the rooftop, with Arken grabbing a light torch and a mass of fuses.


    The group of guards didn’t seem to be in much of a hurry, as Boss scanned the area, no signs of others on the roof, sadly the road was too wide to flank them.


    “I got an idea,” Tin insisted as he headed down an emergency exit.


    “What?” Boss questioned as he watched the man drop down to the valley floor. He turned as he split his attention between the guard and the man as he took up and old crate tied a long fuze to it with only a small amount showing. He skidded it bottom up into the middle of the street. He climbed his way back up just in time to see the recession stop.


    “That should keep them occupied,” Tin admitted, as Boss smiled at the simplicity of the act.


    “Okay, now we set up.” Arken nodded, she moved along the roofs as she set up fixes as Tin slowly set grenades around the fuze. Boss caught on quick the idea. Everyone took up a spot as Boss watched the group, it was nerve-racking the group had given the crate a large birth as three people tried to inch closer the fuse had vanished from sight.


    Boss couldn’t help but grin as the three tried to figure a way to check the box as they tried to see if the crate was going to explode.


    Boss watched as someone finally had enough and kicked the crate, which flipped along the road. Revealed the group reorganized as Boss motioned the grenades flew the bricks splintered into the air as the group panicked forward, only for Arken to spread as mas explosion to cut the way off Tin moved after as a mass of continuous detonations carried on.


    Boss waited as the moved towards buildings he hit the fuse with the grenades and started to cut off escapes even throwing a few at the back of the line. Bodies started to drop as shrapnel dug in and the group broke and retreated.


    “Good job,” Boss congratulated as everyone smiled, as Morsina dropped down, “Anymore guards on the way?”


    “No, we have a new issue, a fire started up, at the factory.” She hastily informed as Boss squinted to see a mass pillar os smoke just different enough to make out as he noticed the missing night sky.


    The group rushed back, as Boss mentally cursed, “nothing is ever as easy as it should be,”


    Boss leaped in, “Duck,” he shouted, as his group dropped under a fireball that singed some of Boss’s long hair. The place was a mess of activity, some dumb ass was throwing fireballs around like it was going out of style. A loud shot went off as Boss spotted Laurella who afterward had swung at a man who tried to jump her from behind. The man screamed as he went head first into the ground from the backhand swinging.


    “Where did all these people come from?” Tin asked as Boss was just as confused he was.


    In the time he headed for the stairs he didn’t spot a single similarity between the attackers, no uniforms or even commonality of weapons.


    “Ahh!” Screamed a man with an ax as he swung at Boss, he avoided it as the blade skipped off the wall. He grabbed the man and slammed him into the wall as he could already feel beads of sweat on his brow.


    “We need to get out of here,” Morsina informed over the crowd as she shot a man. Tin nodded as he hefted a massive stuffed club. As Kareem grabbed the fallen ax, Boss moved to Laurella who had a group of people grappling around her when a lasso got around her arms, it was pulled tight just under her chest.


    “Shit,” Kareem pulled out a chakram and with a solid toss cut the rope as the Doctor fell to her rear.


    “Bounty hunters the lot of them.” Laurella hissed as Kareem buried the ax in the man’s head, just beforehand he went after his discuss weapon.


    “Ah,” Boss realized, “try to get the fire under control, I’ll check the escape routes. Oh shit,” he ducked under a blast of light magic as a body dropped, “Well things seem


    Under control, as He noticed Spark had a trail of people behind her as crew and foe alike started to get out of her way.


    “Someone put out that fire if it spreads we will have bigger issues!” She shouted a streak of Lighting zipped at her.


    “Stand still you disgrace, to the blood of the Mages!” Arvil shouted with unbridled fury.


    The bounty hunter was riding high was now rubbed down as the two used him as target practice.


    “Try to keep someone alive!” Boss shouted as he ran to the main door only to bounce against it. His mind frowned as he realized they had no windows low enough to use. He patted himself as he pulled out an extra grenade, with a good chunk of the building of fire he got the fuse lit as the door was blown open. People moved out as Boss hoped he didn’t stay in long enough to be burned.


    He didn’t get much time more attackers engaged as Boss decked the first one in the temple as the body dropped like a sack of potatoes. “That guy picked the wrong line of work if that’s all it takes.” He thought.


    “This is bad, Boss, get on a horse!” Tobi screamed over the chaos he spotted the man mount a horse as he noticed a series of carts lingered around, some looked in better shape than others but they had some kind of cage on them. A house cry caught his attention as he spotted one that was tied to a broken cart.


    “Easy!” Audwine eased as the road upon a white horse and grabbed the reigns to help bring it under control.


    Boss climbed on as he loosed the house. “Fill me in as we ride, as he followed after Tobi who had already raced ahead.


    “Laurella sent out a group of six with me first, we got some distance until we were jumped. The bastards set up traps in the area. They caught my group but snowball got me out of there.”


    “So that was your horse,” Boss realized but didn’t interrupt as he went on.


    “Tobi jumped in thanks to the noise and took out a wheel. But someone started off a fire and everyone’s plans went to hell. The next thing we know we are stuck back at the start with everyone and their grandmother trying to catch us, one of the carts got away with a few people in it!” He quickly explained.


    “Of course,” Boss muttered, “do we know where they are going or are we just hoping to get lucky.”


    “They need a holding place the carts are not going to hold if anyone has so much as a knife and a desire to get free. No, they are going to take to the closest jail, which we just so happen to be on the fastest route to, having single bourses helps.” Audwine grinned,


    “Watch out,” Boss warned only for the former captain of the guards to take a sign hanging over the road to the back of the head.


    “I am okay,” Audwine reassured, as he kept up his pace with little issue. “This happens a lot more frequently than I would like to admit!” He laughed, as the raced along.


    “You seem more like your old self,” Boss commented,


    “I got my old friend back.” He smiled as he patted snowball on the side as the horse seemed to snort in agreement.


    Boss bit back on his questions on why the horse was so important but decided against it.


    The sudden silence baffled the ear as the horse pawed at the stone. Boss shifted in the saddle uncomfortable with the sudden weight.


    “You sure, this not good there is a fire going on why is there, not a bigger panic.” Boss frowned this did not sit well.


    “We should hear them at this point, I’ll fall back, you head down Adams this is the fastest route they should take.


    “What if they knew that, and planned around it?” Boss asked as Audwine put his fingers to his chin, he muttered street names as his shifted as if reading an invisible map.


    “I have a hunch, any other location would be a risk, the only place in this direction would be the secondary docks, any other jail, they would need to head past us or close, they have no gates to go to from this point down.


  


  

    “So two options stay here or head to the docks if we chose wrong, some of us are fucked. I don’t like gambling with people’s lives.” Boss admitted,


    “When you lead, that’s a decision you don’t get to avoid, the longer we wait the more likely this way is wrong.”


    “Let’s move, right or wrong I can’t just sit here.” Boss dug in his heels as the pair raced off,


    “The secondary docks, are the older ones, not as well put together, but it’s cheaper and stretches along the southeastern ocean coast. They could be any were so keep your eyes peeled. This shouldn’t support the weigh of a cart so the should be on foot.” impale quickly informed as the skidded into view.


    The area looked like the main docks but the wood that set was now bowed and broken with age, much smaller ships, most looked like fishing boats. The tour along as people started to move the raced over a long hose as people seemed to notice the growing fire.


    “Boss!” Shouted Morsina as Boss turned to see the moth woman flying towards him. “What are you doing here!” She shouted as she landed on a sign, they set up a holding area Tobi was getting swarmed!” She cried out,


    “Lead the way,” Boss roared, as he felt the frustration build up as his last nerve was slowly being worn down as he white-knuckled the reigns. “Come on, more speed, as he glanced at Audwine, “if you got the damn speed don’t wait, go!” He blurted out in frustration as the snowball blitzed the man leaned in as the horse almost doubled in speed.


    Snowball vanished around a corner, as Boss watched Morsina hover as he headed above, the woman darted along as she flashed towards the destination.


    “My lucky day!” Shouted a voice as he suddenly was in the air and being knocked to the ground a glint of steal was above his head, as he caught the figure’s wrists stopping the blade from entering his chest.


    The figure was another bounty hunter with a crazy smile and wild eyes. As he threw his weight into a second attempt to pierce the skin. The third time Boss kicked his feet under him, then kicked him off. “Die, e,” he leaped back only to impale himself on Richard’s steal pikes.


    “I don’t have time for this.” He grunted as he pushed the bid off, with another corpse on the street he had to hoof it thanks to the horse being spoked. The sounds of combat started to pick up, Boss spotted both men still on horseback as they fended off a group outside a house that its windows barred.


    Boss blitzed forward, “at your six!” He announced, as he thrusters into the group as all four pikes, found a mark as they dug into fleas and slipped in between ribs, as Boss ripped the steal free and let loose a roar as blood and rage filled the night.


    “Fuck this!” Shouted one as he fled into the night, the rest scattered as well as someone dropped the keys to the house.


    “Well that’s one way to do,” Tobi chuckled, as Boss grabbed the keys to get everyone out as Gerald gave a tired smile and stepped into the doorway.


    “Die!” Shouted a familiar voice, as Boss spun he instinctively ducked under a knife aimed at his head.


    “Bastard!” Tobi cursed as he rent the man’s head from his shoulders. Boss watched the corpse drop as he noticed the long trail of blood behind the man.


    “Oh, all the unlucky bull…” Boss turned back to see the redhead drop the knife embedded between his fourth and fifth rib. The body dropped to the ground dead as well.


    “Oh shit,” Boss realized as a few more crew members quickly circled him, Boss pushed his way forward but realized the man was dead.


    Move out!” Tobi shouted, “Everyone back to their points gets some sleep we still have a mess to clean up.”


    “What do we do with the body we can’t just leave it here.” Boss pointed out,


    “Why not people do it all the time in this part of town,” Audwine remarked bitterly, Boss frowned at the idea. Boss shouldered the body the dead weight was heavy but a bitter determination forced him forward.


    The escapees scattered as the three headed back, the smoke had dwindled to nothing as bodies started to pop up more frequently.


    The area was more or less empty with Laurella ending a conversation with a strange tattooed fellow with similar skin tone to Kareem.


    Boss waited, as she checked up on a few other people’s bandages before everyone headed back.


    “Another one that needs tending?” She sighed the woman looked ready to drop from exhaustion.


    “Sadly this one needs a burial, I don’t know what to do,” he admitted helplessly.


    Laurella had started to move around the bodies but froze when Boss admitted the lack of a pulse.


    “Right, I would say, a burning.” She frowned, as she stepped back, Boss watched as she made her way around the bodies, “I am heading out now everyone has dispersed, see you after, you finished.” With that, she went off into the night.


    He headed to the docks as he found an old wooden rowboat and with a heavy hand pushed the man out with a fuse set lose and the boat went up in a small fire. Boss turned he was tired and needed to sleep he headed along when he noticed a newspaper on the ground “Looks like we might need to speed this up. Else we may lose another memeber,” He cursed as he picked up his feet the paper read public excution for Assasin.


  




  

    Chapter 66



    As the night solidified a group of rouges moved along the streets keeping silent as they moved towards there destination packed with supplies.



    The lead figure cut an imposing form as he recalled his mission.


    “Okays so we all know this is a trap,” Madison frowned as the mates and the most pivotal members of the Eagle’s crew. Nobody commented, “right to the place going to executioners block. It has four towers at equal distance with a range of about a hundred feet. This is set up to prevent exactly what we are doing but allow a lot of people to show up.” She pointed at them.


    “Sounds like fun for the full family.” Laurella sniffed at the idea.


    “Something like that, the area is home to the focal point of a few patrols and these buildings will have a few scouts. Like with any cleaning job you start from the top and work your way down.” Audwine explained,


    “If we take these guys out, won’t it be obvious what we are doing?” Boss pointed out.


    “That’s a good point, I say we make a few sporadic attacks maybe shave the castle. Make it seem like it’s a retaliation to the newspaper,” Madison agreed,


    “but what we will need is plenty of muscle for the main job with me.” Boss frowned.


    The group moved over to a building as Goliam set down the two barrels he set his hands down as Tobi was bosted upward. Boss watched as the man closed the distance on the lookout and, watched as Tobi dropped the figure as Boss moved over to the fire escape and quickly moved up the latter the noise drew I. The figure as Boss grabbed the man by the collar and threw him over the edge. “Ew,” Boss winced in sympathy as the man was brained against the ground. Boss realized headed up as he glanced over to see York with a bow out as Boss noticed there was one as the arrow was set there was to much distance to hear anything but the figure grabbed at its neck before dropping.


    York pointed at the other corner as Boss strung up the bow, and gestured at the figure, Tobi lowered the bow as Boss lined up the shot, a whisper hit his ear from an immeasurable distance. He lined up the shot and the figure was hit dead center, Boss was sure he hit a lung. Not a clean kill but that man wasn’t going to be pleasant. He scanned the tops, just in case of a patrol shift. Boss gave the go-ahead, as York stood in place as Boss shouldered the bow as he climbed down he headed into the clearing as he raced after Goliam, Tin, and Tray the two humans carrying a barrel of their own.


    Tray headed up to the first tower as Boss pulled out the metal rods. As Boss got up to the top right under the banner that was draped down. Tray held the barrel in place as Boss quickly screwed the bars into place as Tray pulled out a long fuse and slowly lined down one of the beams.


    “This seems like a bad spot wouldn’t people notice this,” Tray frowned, as Boss smirked,


    “How often do you look up?” He asked as a few nails kept the fuse as out of sight as possible. The two quickly gathered supplies and cleaned up any wood shavings.


    The two headed down as Morsina gave them the all clear. Tin took the lead as they rushed to the next as Tray and Goliam moved to there own target. Tin and Boss repeated the process.


    Boss glanced around, they still had to fix up one more barrel plus they had their roadblocks to set up in one of the buildings. The group seemed to be lingering outside of a bar as Boss sheathed his weapons and headed into in. Well, he was right about it being a bar as a woman walked past him topples as she had a round tray with a few drinks balanced on it. He watched the woman walk past her hips swaying with the music that carried with a heavy beat.


    The oddities didn’t end there a woman with a snake lower have slipped by just as topless with a loin cloth just covering the more interment aspects. Sadly the windows were darkened so it wasn’t easy to tell who was outside. A bird-like woman approached him she had a wide but short beak and red feathering.


    “You new here?” She asked, “a drink please a table with a view, or maybe a room with a view?” Her beak was malleable to give a coy smirk.


    “I’ll take a table and a drink, something hard,” he rolled with the situation best not to look like he didn’t want to be here.”


    “Sounds good,” she hugged her tray to her chest an intentional move as she bowed gesturing to the table. “Be sure to be nice, Sandy Shores might be a bit nervous,” she winked. Boss smirked as he sat down. The floor had one long stage with plenty of standing room as a very busty figure spun around the pole her face obscured by a vale.


    The bar had a few patrons and one massive man with a bullhead. His horns almost scrapped the ceiling as a few of the doors seemed to have been widened to accommodate him. A woman with more bottom than top gracefully stepped onto the table.


    “Sandy I presume?” Boss smiled,


    “Hope you don’t mind the company,” she gave a slight pout,


    “If I wanted to drink alone I wouldn’t have sat at the table,” he smirked as he glanced out to see large group rushing, while darkened he could tell they were uninformed.


    The exotic dance was very stirring as the drink was hard. The room was busted into as Boss looked at the prices that were set up to the side.


    The music was cut off as Boss frowned as his dance was interrupted after he had slid across the payment.


    “Not on duty,” the barkeeper blew air out of his nostrils as the guards quickly focused on him.


    “Dandy, think we can take this to the back?” He pushed across the needed funds.


    “You still want your dance?”


    “Don’t think it would be good service otherwise.” Boss smiled as he was lead off by the fat bottomed dancer.


    He was lead away as he finished his drink, the room was small with a good sized bed as he was pushed back into the bed. She slowly slipped her minimal clothing as her panties slide down she stepped up to the bed as her hips swayed hypnotically.


    Sandy slowly worked her magic as Boss was slowly robbed of his own clothing and found the warm touch enjoyable familiar, and the pleasure provocative. Flesh and hair were grabbed as the music drowned out the moaning and grunts of the night’s lovemaking.


    With the final release, he relaxed on the bed with the woman resting on his chest as her fingers twisted into his beard.


    “That was pleasant,” Boss couldn’t help but grin as he removed the rubber and tossed it to the ground.


    “Happy to be of service, but it’s not the only one I can provide,” she smiled as her brown hair reflected the candlelight.


    “I am sure,” he responded he really wanted to just lay there but he had a job to do.


    “Yep, my card you seem safe enough to feel free to come back if you need some release, or just need some less intimate company.”


    Boss nodded as he held the card in his mouth as he dressed, “You can leave now,” he slammed his fist against the wall, as a person crashed behind the wall.


    “Always be careful with those not proven safe,” She shrugged her form more world-weary.


    “Good luck,” he put his shield over his shoulders, “you got a back door?”


    “No reputable place like this wouldn’t,” she gathered herself up as she showed the way to the back door. She opened the back door,


    “Be careful,” she warned him and with a friendly slap on the ass Boss found himself outside only a red light to illuminate the back.


    “Why am I the one who feels used?” He twitched in amusement as he headed off still a little warning from the night’s activities.


    But he could put it off no longer as he picked up his feet. Boss didn’t bother to keep quiet as he closed the distance the spot looked empty.


    “You sure took your time,” York called him out, as he turned to see the man still armed to the teeth.


    “I got roped into some activities while escaping,” Boss admitted as York tapped his nose. “We got everything finished up?”


    “Yep, all ready for the slated day. Let’s go,” he motioned as Boss’s mind went back to the meeting.


    “So why all this effort?” Spark asked, I mean I understand trying to save the guy. But this is a lot of effort. And Audwine standing up with his talk I mean do we really need that?” She looked at the former Captain of the guard.


    “Well this rescue is going to double as a distraction,” Madison spoke up, “We will have three groups the loud, proud, and the sneaky.” She nodded a bit unaware that everyone seemed to be giving her.


    “So what does that entail?” Laurella asked,


    “The Proud will be the group set up to save Stefano. Audwine will address the people as that group escapes with the assassin. The loud will be our best fighters minus me who will be storming the castle.” She glanced at Boss.


    “I take we make up the second distraction while team sneak brings out both Parents to help bring Morgan to justice.” Boss guessed as Madison nodded as she confirmed his suspicions.


    “So I bet I will be part of team sneak?” Tray brought up.


    “I would like to make up the majority of team Sneak and Loud to have everyone who has been part of the infiltration. Sadly, Laurella, we need you to be with Stefano In case of any long-term harm from captivity.” She glanced over at the woman nodded.


    “Right so I guess that would mean I get Tobi, Arvil, Lagertha, Tin, and Nathan to make up the bulk of my group.” Boss shrugged,


    “Plus a few more but yes, Lagertha will be your guide to keep her close.” Madison nodded, “Tray, James you will be joining me Arken and Morsina to hunt down my parents.”


    “Right so does that leave me in charge of the Proud team,” Audwine asked but Madison shook her head.


    “Laurella will be on the ground for that one and Goliam will be joining you with Kareem, I figure with Cliff you would be able to make a massive hit and run, not many are willing to risk a jungle cat or Goliam don’t worry you guys are just to scare up some space no killing anyone.” Madison clarified,


    “So why Morsina?” Boss asked I figure she would be more helpful with team Proud to help mitigate numbers they seem to have the smallest team. He checked the numbers he was getting the most.


    “The escape, Boss you will be on your own sadly but she will have a spot near the back door stacked with explosives when that gets blown up it’s time to go,” Madison explained as Boss nodded,


    “So my job will have the highest risk as such I get the largest fighting force.” He realized everyone had gone silent on the matter.


    “Well dismissed,” Lagertha ended the meeting as everyone separated to spread the word.


    Boss spotted the main safe house afterward he had gathered up the muscle to add to the first distraction makings sure the escape into the crowd would be all the easier.


    Nathan still looking like a bum waved at him as he stood up to head inside as Boss found his little team waiting for him.


    “Good now I can get some sleep,” James sighed as the others slowly headed up the stairs. Boss frowned as he felt a tingly uncomfortable feeling prick the back of his neck.


    Boss frowned as Nathan locked up the door, and removed the dirt from his face he really didn’t feel all that tired. He spotted the chess board set up but with nobody around, he settled for playing against himself, a losing battle if ever there was one.


    “How do you play?” Nashton asked as Boss about jumped,


    “Sit down I’ll explain it,” He motioned,


    “So when am I getting kicked out?” He asked mid-way through the explanation on the knight piece.


    “When you knowing this location is no longer harmful to our goals,” Boss admitted as the boy nodded and Boss proceeded with his explanation. “… do you want to leave, now?” Boss asked,


    “Not really, I get a nice bed and the meals are much better than the workshops.” Nashton glanced away from him.


    “As good a reason as any,” Boss nodded as he continued on with his explanation. The two played Boss kept silent as he reasoned holding to much back wouldn’t be advantageous to learning even if he considered throwing a match just to help keep his interest, Morsina was the only person who seemed to want to play with him.


    “So anyway I can stay on?” Nashton asked casually,


    “Hmm, that’s not really up to me,” Boss wasn’t sure Richard usually had the final say in any hires, but they seemed to be playing fast and loose on pretty much everything when it came to the Eagle.


    “Who do I have to talk to?” Nashton asked,


    “Richard’s not readily available at the moment and he has final say on the matter,” Boss admitted,


    “Right,” his ears folded back against his shaggy hair, “how about an apprentice?” He spoke up as Chef paused he hardly considered himself a craftsman most people who took on apprentice had something to teach.


    “Well, the bad thing about the Eagle is she takes care of herself. So my primary obligations are search and rescue, as well as security making sure people are safe. My other tasks are not available to do to the lack of a ship.” He admitted,


    “Teach me that, more any skill besides picking locks and pockets I can do that already.” Nashton pressured.


    “Things won’t be very organized, we have some important tasks,” Boss scratched his beard not really sure. Nashton seemed to shrink as Boss felt a little bad, “I’ll give you a preliminary when we get some time, we have a rescue mission soon” Boss left out that it was a dangerous one and while he planned to act as if he would perpetuate he didn’t want to put something in stone.


    “Sounds fair,” Nashton seemed hopeful but still reserved.


    The door suddenly clicked UPenn as Boss stood almost knocking the table over. “So nice to be remembered,” Lagertha shut the door behind herself as she relocked the door as Boss relaxed not realizing how on edge he had been.


    “Surprising I thought I was the last person back,” Boss greeted, as he and Nashton walked into view Lagertha paused as Boss noticed she had seemingly stopped herself from taking her wig off as she rested her spear was rested against the wall.


    Her armored dress was a little ruffled as Boss figured she had been moving around the city. “I would have been back sooner but I ran into some people taking advantage of us pruning the tree that is the city guard.” She sighed,


    “Hmm, I didn’t consider that this would be prime thieving time,” Nashton considered it as Boss glanced at him. “Well, it’s not like you aren’t breaking the law already.” Nashton pointed out,


    “Well, stealing isn’t the issue but is poor to steal from the government we are working under. We are professionals and are held to that standard.”


    “Right, can I at least steal a fancy hat?” Nashton asked the two Adults glanced at each other.


    “I’ll bite, why a hat?” Boss asked,


    “Cause the authority comes from the bigness of the hat,” Nashton explained,


    “Really?” Lagertha responded, as Boss didn’t buy it for a second but then again Spark was of a different time. He, however, noticed a better explanation he could see some of the signs of the lack of sleep something he grew familiar with not too long ago.


    “Besides it’s the best part about being in charge,” he nodded enthusiastically.


    “I am going to bed,” Boss sighed as he decided to head to bed. “I expect you to get some sleep as well, as Lagertha pointed at herself. “No, but you clearly need some sleep, you,” he pointed at Nashton, ” You want to learn you will need to keep up have a routine and you will be expected to keep up so sleep.” He insisted as Nashton nodded and snapped off a salute.


    “Yes sir,” Nashton stood ready as Boss felt his lips tug into a smile as an odd warm sense of nostalgia washed over him.


    “Well I need to write up a letter, anything We need to let Richard know about?” Spark asked as she picked up a list of notes Laurella and Tobi had left since quite a few people couldn’t write Boss weighted possible ways around that.


    “Nope, nothing that will cause him any harm.” With that Boss retired confident in a good and successful day at work he climbed up the stairs as a few familiar faces nodded as they patrolled along the quiet halls before he turned in for the night feeling a bit of pity for the night shift.


  




  

    Chapter 67



    As the night solidified a group of rouges moved along the streets keeping silent as they moved towards there destination packed with supplies.



    The lead figure cut an imposing form as he recalled his mission.


    “Okays so we all know this is a trap,” Madison frowned as the mates and the most pivotal members of the Eagle’s crew. Nobody commented, “right to the place going to executioners block. It has four towers at equal distance with a range of about a hundred feet. This is set up to prevent exactly what we are doing but allow a lot of people to show up.” She pointed at them.


    “Sounds like fun for the full family.” Laurella sniffed at the idea.


    “Something like that, the area is home to the focal point of a few patrols and these buildings will have a few scouts. Like with any cleaning job you start from the top and work your way down.” Audwine explained,


    “If we take these guys out, won’t it be obvious what we are doing?” Boss pointed out.


    “That’s a good point, I say we make a few sporadic attacks maybe shave the castle. Make it seem like it’s a retaliation to the newspaper,” Madison agreed,


    “but what we will need is plenty of muscle for the main job with me.” Boss frowned.


    The group moved over to a building as Goliam set down the two barrels he set his hands down as Tobi was bosted upward. Boss watched as the man closed the distance on the lookout and, watched as Tobi dropped the figure as Boss moved over to the fire escape and quickly moved up the latter the noise drew I. The figure as Boss grabbed the man by the collar and threw him over the edge. “Ew,” Boss winced in sympathy as the man was brained against the ground. Boss realized headed up as he glanced over to see York with a bow out as Boss noticed there was one as the arrow was set there was to much distance to hear anything but the figure grabbed at its neck before dropping.


    York pointed at the other corner as Boss strung up the bow, and gestured at the figure, Tobi lowered the bow as Boss lined up the shot, a whisper hit his ear from an immeasurable distance. He lined up the shot and the figure was hit dead center, Boss was sure he hit a lung. Not a clean kill but that man wasn’t going to be pleasant. He scanned the tops, just in case of a patrol shift. Boss gave the go-ahead, as York stood in place as Boss shouldered the bow as he climbed down he headed into the clearing as he raced after Goliam, Tin, and Tray the two humans carrying a barrel of their own.


    Tray headed up to the first tower as Boss pulled out the metal rods. As Boss got up to the top right under the banner that was draped down. Tray held the barrel in place as Boss quickly screwed the bars into place as Tray pulled out a long fuse and slowly lined down one of the beams.


    “This seems like a bad spot wouldn’t people notice this,” Tray frowned, as Boss smirked,


    “How often do you look up?” He asked as a few nails kept the fuse as out of sight as possible. The two quickly gathered supplies and cleaned up any wood shavings.


    The two headed down as Morsina gave them the all clear. Tin took the lead as they rushed to the next as Tray and Goliam moved to there own target. Tin and Boss repeated the process.


    Boss glanced around, they still had to fix up one more barrel plus they had their roadblocks to set up in one of the buildings. The group seemed to be lingering outside of a bar as Boss sheathed his weapons and headed into in. Well, he was right about it being a bar as a woman walked past him topples as she had a round tray with a few drinks balanced on it. He watched the woman walk past her hips swaying with the music that carried with a heavy beat.


    The oddities didn’t end there a woman with a snake lower have slipped by just as topless with a loin cloth just covering the more interment aspects. Sadly the windows were darkened so it wasn’t easy to tell who was outside. A bird-like woman approached him she had a wide but short beak and red feathering.


    “You new here?” She asked, “a drink please a table with a view, or maybe a room with a view?” Her beak was malleable to give a coy smirk.


    “I’ll take a table and a drink, something hard,” he rolled with the situation best not to look like he didn’t want to be here.”


    “Sounds good,” she hugged her tray to her chest an intentional move as she bowed gesturing to the table. “Be sure to be nice, Sandy Shores might be a bit nervous,” she winked. Boss smirked as he sat down. The floor had one long stage with plenty of standing room as a very busty figure spun around the pole her face obscured by a vale.


    The bar had a few patrons and one massive man with a bullhead. His horns almost scrapped the ceiling as a few of the doors seemed to have been widened to accommodate him. A woman with more bottom than top gracefully stepped onto the table.


    “Sandy I presume?” Boss smiled,


    “Hope you don’t mind the company,” she gave a slight pout,


    “If I wanted to drink alone I wouldn’t have sat at the table,” he smirked as he glanced out to see large group rushing, while darkened he could tell they were uninformed.


    The exotic dance was very stirring as the drink was hard. The room was busted into as Boss looked at the prices that were set up to the side.


    The music was cut off as Boss frowned as his dance was interrupted after he had slid across the payment.


    “Not on duty,” the barkeeper blew air out of his nostrils as the guards quickly focused on him.


    “Dandy, think we can take this to the back?” He pushed across the needed funds.


    “You still want your dance?”


    “Don’t think it would be good service otherwise.” Boss smiled as he was lead off by the fat bottomed dancer.


    He was lead away as he finished his drink, the room was small with a good sized bed as he was pushed back into the bed. She slowly slipped her minimal clothing as her panties slide down she stepped up to the bed as her hips swayed hypnotically.


    Sandy slowly worked her magic as Boss was slowly robbed of his own clothing and found the warm touch enjoyable familiar, and the pleasure provocative. Flesh and hair were grabbed as the music drowned out the moaning and grunts of the night’s lovemaking.


    With the final release, he relaxed on the bed with the woman resting on his chest as her fingers twisted into his beard.


    “That was pleasant,” Boss couldn’t help but grin as he removed the rubber and tossed it to the ground.


    “Happy to be of service, but it’s not the only one I can provide,” she smiled as her brown hair reflected the candlelight.


    “I am sure,” he responded he really wanted to just lay there but he had a job to do.


    “Yep, my card you seem safe enough to feel free to come back if you need some release, or just need some less intimate company.”


    Boss nodded as he held the card in his mouth as he dressed, “You can leave now,” he slammed his fist against the wall, as a person crashed behind the wall.


    “Always be careful with those not proven safe,” She shrugged her form more world-weary.


    “Good luck,” he put his shield over his shoulders, “you got a back door?”


    “No reputable place like this wouldn’t,” she gathered herself up as she showed the way to the back door. She opened the back door,


    “Be careful,” she warned him and with a friendly slap on the ass Boss found himself outside only a red light to illuminate the back.


    “Why am I the one who feels used?” He twitched in amusement as he headed off still a little warning from the night’s activities.


    But he could put it off no longer as he picked up his feet. Boss didn’t bother to keep quiet as he closed the distance the spot looked empty.


    “You sure took your time,” York called him out, as he turned to see the man still armed to the teeth.


    “I got roped into some activities while escaping,” Boss admitted as York tapped his nose. “We got everything finished up?”


    “Yep, all ready for the slated day. Let’s go,” he motioned as Boss’s mind went back to the meeting.


    “So why all this effort?” Spark asked, I mean I understand trying to save the guy. But this is a lot of effort. And Audwine standing up with his talk I mean do we really need that?” She looked at the former Captain of the guard.


    “Well this rescue is going to double as a distraction,” Madison spoke up, “We will have three groups the loud, proud, and the sneaky.” She nodded a bit unaware that everyone seemed to be giving her.


    “So what does that entail?” Laurella asked,


    “The Proud will be the group set up to save Stefano. Audwine will address the people as that group escapes with the assassin. The loud will be our best fighters minus me who will be storming the castle.” She glanced at Boss.


    “I take we make up the second distraction while team sneak brings out both Parents to help bring Morgan to justice.” Boss guessed as Madison nodded as she confirmed his suspicions.


    “So I bet I will be part of team sneak?” Tray brought up.


    “I would like to make up the majority of team Sneak and Loud to have everyone who has been part of the infiltration. Sadly, Laurella, we need you to be with Stefano In case of any long-term harm from captivity.” She glanced over at the woman nodded.


    “Right so I guess that would mean I get Tobi, Arvil, Lagertha, Tin, and Nathan to make up the bulk of my group.” Boss shrugged,


    “Plus a few more but yes, Lagertha will be your guide to keep her close.” Madison nodded, “Tray, James you will be joining me Arken and Morsina to hunt down my parents.”


    “Right so does that leave me in charge of the Proud team,” Audwine asked but Madison shook her head.


    “Laurella will be on the ground for that one and Goliam will be joining you with Kareem, I figure with Cliff you would be able to make a massive hit and run, not many are willing to risk a jungle cat or Goliam don’t worry you guys are just to scare up some space no killing anyone.” Madison clarified,


    “So why Morsina?” Boss asked I figure she would be more helpful with team Proud to help mitigate numbers they seem to have the smallest team. He checked the numbers he was getting the most.


    “The escape, Boss you will be on your own sadly but she will have a spot near the back door stacked with explosives when that gets blown up it’s time to go,” Madison explained as Boss nodded,


    “So my job will have the highest risk as such I get the largest fighting force.” He realized everyone had gone silent on the matter.


    “Well dismissed,” Lagertha ended the meeting as everyone separated to spread the word.


    Boss spotted the main safe house afterward he had gathered up the muscle to add to the first distraction makings sure the escape into the crowd would be all the easier.


    Nathan still looking like a bum waved at him as he stood up to head inside as Boss found his little team waiting for him.


    “Good now I can get some sleep,” James sighed as the others slowly headed up the stairs. Boss frowned as he felt a tingly uncomfortable feeling prick the back of his neck.


    Boss frowned as Nathan locked up the door, and removed the dirt from his face he really didn’t feel all that tired. He spotted the chess board set up but with nobody around, he settled for playing against himself, a losing battle if ever there was one.


    “How do you play?” Nashton asked as Boss about jumped,


    “Sit down I’ll explain it,” He motioned,


    “So when am I getting kicked out?” He asked mid-way through the explanation on the knight piece.


    “When you knowing this location is no longer harmful to our goals,” Boss admitted as the boy nodded and Boss proceeded with his explanation. “… do you want to leave, now?” Boss asked,


    “Not really, I get a nice bed and the meals are much better than the workshops.” Nashton glanced away from him.


    “As good a reason as any,” Boss nodded as he continued on with his explanation. The two played Boss kept silent as he reasoned holding to much back wouldn’t be advantageous to learning even if he considered throwing a match just to help keep his interest, Morsina was the only person who seemed to want to play with him.


    “So anyway I can stay on?” Nashton asked casually,


    “Hmm, that’s not really up to me,” Boss wasn’t sure Richard usually had the final say in any hires, but they seemed to be playing fast and loose on pretty much everything when it came to the Eagle.


    “Who do I have to talk to?” Nashton asked,


    “Richard’s not readily available at the moment and he has final say on the matter,” Boss admitted,


    “Right,” his ears folded back against his shaggy hair, “how about an apprentice?” He spoke up as Chef paused he hardly considered himself a craftsman most people who took on apprentice had something to teach.


    “Well, the bad thing about the Eagle is she takes care of herself. So my primary obligations are search and rescue, as well as security making sure people are safe. My other tasks are not available to do to the lack of a ship.” He admitted,


    “Teach me that, more any skill besides picking locks and pockets I can do that already.” Nashton pressured.


    “Things won’t be very organized, we have some important tasks,” Boss scratched his beard not really sure. Nashton seemed to shrink as Boss felt a little bad, “I’ll give you a preliminary when we get some time, we have a rescue mission soon” Boss left out that it was a dangerous one and while he planned to act as if he would perpetuate he didn’t want to put something in stone.


    “Sounds fair,” Nashton seemed hopeful but still reserved.


    The door suddenly clicked UPenn as Boss stood almost knocking the table over. “So nice to be remembered,” Lagertha shut the door behind herself as she relocked the door as Boss relaxed not realizing how on edge he had been.


    “Surprising I thought I was the last person back,” Boss greeted, as he and Nashton walked into view Lagertha paused as Boss noticed she had seemingly stopped herself from taking her wig off as she rested her spear was rested against the wall.


    Her armored dress was a little ruffled as Boss figured she had been moving around the city. “I would have been back sooner but I ran into some people taking advantage of us pruning the tree that is the city guard.” She sighed,


    “Hmm, I didn’t consider that this would be prime thieving time,” Nashton considered it as Boss glanced at him. “Well, it’s not like you aren’t breaking the law already.” Nashton pointed out,


    “Well, stealing isn’t the issue but is poor to steal from the government we are working under. We are professionals and are held to that standard.”


    “Right, can I at least steal a fancy hat?” Nashton asked the two Adults glanced at each other.


    “I’ll bite, why a hat?” Boss asked,


    “Cause the authority comes from the bigness of the hat,” Nashton explained,


    “Really?” Lagertha responded, as Boss didn’t buy it for a second but then again Spark was of a different time. He, however, noticed a better explanation he could see some of the signs of the lack of sleep something he grew familiar with not too long ago.


    “Besides it’s the best part about being in charge,” he nodded enthusiastically.


    “I am going to bed,” Boss sighed as he decided to head to bed. “I expect you to get some sleep as well, as Lagertha pointed at herself. “No, but you clearly need some sleep, you,” he pointed at Nashton, ” You want to learn you will need to keep up have a routine and you will be expected to keep up so sleep.” He insisted as Nashton nodded and snapped off a salute.


    “Yes sir,” Nashton stood ready as Boss felt his lips tug into a smile as an odd warm sense of nostalgia washed over him.


    “Well I need to write up a letter, anything We need to let Richard know about?” Spark asked as she picked up a list of notes Laurella and Tobi had left since quite a few people couldn’t write Boss weighted possible ways around that.


    “Nope, nothing that will cause him any harm.” With that Boss retired confident in a good and successful day at work he climbed up the stairs as a few familiar faces nodded as they patrolled along the quiet halls before he turned in for the night feeling a bit of pity for the night shift.


  




  

    Chapter 68



    Boss lingered in the shadows the wait for the barrels to go off was a pain. As they knew what was going to happen. Everyone with him was geared up with padded armor and some backup weapons. Second, stretched on as everyone shifted and shuffled behind him. His body seemed comfortable in this lingering time before combat. He found he treasured it on that damn island he was always in danger constantly at him so even these small moments were could consider plans to act of if anything went wrong was an extra second he would prepare it.



    The explosions echoed as Boss mentally counted down as Morgan and his forces rushed from the castle.


    “Get ready,” Boss glanced around the corner as a massive amount of barrels rolled from another street. The group of guards lost a lot of cohesion as the barrels cracked open spilling a lot of salt water onto the main streets. The delay worked like a charm and hopefully would slow down traffic so anyone coming back would have a lot to deal with. The large group headed out as they casually walked towards the main gates a second smaller explosion went off near the far left wall of the castle and with everyone’s attention to a pointless gunpowder explosion the large group apron had the two main guards as Boss grabbed one and tossed him into the moat while Tobi kicked the other. Arvil Locke’s up to the door and with a blast of wind the portcullis snapped shut behind them.


    Boss grabbed a lantern and light it upsetting the drawbridge one fire behind them.


    “Okay, you know the plan stay in groups stay in eye contact and draw as much attention outside as possible.” Boss reminded as he grabbed a round shield as the noises the front gate brought the remaining castle defenders back to the real threat.


    “Incoming!” Arvil called out as everyone scattered arrows started to rain down as Lagertha sent out a beam of magic collapsing the rock to prevent further strikes.


    The group broke off as the Boss headed for the ramparts. His shield collected arrows as he slammed into the wall to avoid any limb shots.


    A crack hit his ears as a series of lead balls shot forward. Boss glanced back to see Arvil floating a few stones as another zipped past embedding into someone’s head.


    “Ouch,” Boss commented, as he looked out as the city. Nobody had seemed to be heading in, probably leaving the drawbridge intact probably would have given them more time. Boss shrugged his shoulders as shouting started to erupt.


    The towers had thin walkways along the castle was as a mass of archers gathered shooting. Boss rushed along the wall the closest caught him out of the corner of his eye, as Boss bent out of the way of an arrow thankful Arvil wasn’t directly behind him. The attention slowly shifted but it was too late. The pointed weapon hit home and as Boss forced his way down the line bodies slowly started to drop. The rest started to break as Boss gave himself some time to breathe.


    Tin did something similar on the ground level his studded club smashing shields to bits whoever was in charge wasn’t helping. Despite the smaller size of the invaders the guard would group up and dissolve.


    The chaos of the field grew, as Boss strung up the bow. Tobi was being snuck up on, the arrow whipped past as the attacker clawed at the arrow of his neck. Tobi shared a node as Arvil started to strip arrowheads and shot them from his palm.


    Boss frowned a group of soldiers had opened up a building as a cannon caught his eye. He waved over lining his hand at the cannon.


    The two aimed not every shot was a kill, but the two had slowed the cannon, the forces ended the threat.


    Boss felt a light tap Arvil moved his hand replicating his previous motion as a tower that had in moved guards. Arvil raised an eyebrow as Boss spoke.


    “Gather everyone up in a tower of the wall. I’ll investigate that alone.” He shouted his voice harsh over the noise as a new disturbance as he saw planks being put over the remains of the drawbridge.


    “No back up?” Arvil frowned, Boss shook his head he didn’t want anyone behind him. He headed down the side as he spotted the individuals slowly making there way back. He stood above the planks as he gave a glance, over the edge from the looks that some kind of device to pry open the portcullis, he considered them as noticed a large cauldron it was filled with a thick substance with wood gathered up. He frowned putting together what the set was for as he prepared the trap.


    He lights up the tinder under the oil as he heard the sounds of footsteps echo into the direction he had intended to go. He pressed himself out of view as a few guards grabbed the wheel to slowly start to open it up. The gears groaned as Boss waited.


    “The other Portcullis is down!” Shouted the voices.


    “Hurry the fuck up you lazy pirate!” The groups argued back and forth as they locked the outer gate back into place, they headed to the second wheel only for Boss to undo their hard work. Screaming erupted below as the four figures as they wheel spun around stunned. Boss kicked the hot oil as the attackers seemed to move in slow motion and panic as Boss dumped the oil down. The screaming worsened Boss didn’t have much to worry the hole limited their attack options as one leaped over the hole only to crack his jaw on the edge.


    The clash continued as the attacker swung wildly. The telegraphed moved was easily avoided, as he flipped the man down into the pit. A torch whipped past his ear as he slides at the limb taking a sizable chunk. The man dropped the torch as the uninjured figure moved to grab the torch As it threatened to light up the oil. Boss grabbed the man and dropped over the edge. The fire burned below as the forked pike was stabbed into the remaining attacker finishing him.


    Boss was a bit surprised the courtyard had slowly gotten quiet, he spotted Arvil and The blonde wig of the disguised Spark on a tower wall. The escape plan was set and ready as he went to investigate the tower.


    He kept to the wall getting glances the guard outside the walls kept the civilians at bay. He got as close to the tower as possible. The two guards, however, noticed him and had both polearms ready to go. Only for the two guards to lose their heads. Spark gave him a wave as Boss dropped to the ground as he realized he never got to see the after-effects of one her magical blasts.


    The neck smoldered as the head was clearly removed with only a burn mark of what looked like a sun stain with black lines making it look like the target was hit with a miniature sun.


    He had to admit he expected for more but with little idea what he thought he would see. The door opened up as Boss wondered what was inside that the two would warrant two men so dedicated, he frowned as the smell of loosed bowls maybe it was fear rather than dedication.


    A cannon went off as he glanced back to see the smoke coming out of the tower as both Arvil and Spark looked down and a good size hole in the castle all to stir up the guard.


    Boss hopes they would be allowed to leave the city with all the damage they seem to be raking up.


    He checked the door, the rooms seemed extensive well crafted and unused. He frowned as he headed up the slow down was worrying and the lack of an explanation was frustrating. He decided to check one last room before marking the tower as a lot of cause.


    Only his own reflexes allowed him to keep his blood running through his own veins. “Figures, come to finish me off?” a familiar tone sniped as Boss spotted o e of the twins on the bed with a leg up in a cast.


    “Hardly, I was hoping for some blackmail rather than a bedridden assassin.” He could cover the ground but the woman probably had more than a single knife and she only need to hit once to drop him.


    “Cute,” she glared bitterly, “So are you going to make a move?” She seemed to tense


    “Not until you do, and I would rather not find out how many knives you sleep with,” Boss felt the smirk spear for a second.


    “Your delaying,” she realized,


    “I am definitely in no hurry that’s for sure.” He could take as long he needed if it meant keeping his head on his shoulders.


    He slowly shifted his foot as a second knife flashed into her hand. “How are you that fast?” Boss asked,


    “Practice,” she answered as her eyes locked into his.


    “It’s more than that, I can smell magic, like that mirror only subtle and it’s missing something.” He watched her for a reaction.


    “Don’t you have your own assassin, ask him,” She waved off his request.


    “Unless you plan to let me leave,” Boss doubted it but the worst thing she could say is no.


    “Hardly,”


    “What is it a blood ritual, did you remove have your organs?” Boss prodded it was a dumb plan as his eyes glanced up at her knife hand to see if it was shaking.


    “Hardly it’s training and Ki manipulation,” she explained,”


    “Ki?” Boss frowned something tingled in the back of his mind something he felt he should be familiar. “I think Richard made some kind of mention of it, a form of physical energy, I take it amplifies physical attributes and makes you a bit lighter on your feet.”


    Boss reasoned, “Sounds damn useful.”


    “It has its perks, but if you think it’s a shortcut it’s not, it only amplified what is there can only impact the body itself. Not that I am going to let you put that into practice.”


    “Right,” Boss heard the sounds of people below. “Shit,” he thought he needed to move but if this chick could speed herself up that would mark seven points on his body he would need to keep intact unless he wanted to bleed out on the floor.


    He risked a glance down the stairs only to see a series of knives already aimed at his body. His twin weapons were out as the precision aiming worked in Boss’s favor as the blades deflected away a few hitting his armor a few grazed his skin as a form tackled into him knocking him out of the way, only to realize he hadn’t been hit but a person but a body of wind.


    Arvil grinned, “you were taking to long so Spark sent me in.


    “Mageson, you lot are the blue blood!” She screamed realizing.


    “Easy there,” Arvil frowned as in concern.


    He walked past the doorway as he deflected a few knives with his rapier.


    “What is she screeching about?” Boss frown as he realized he had been cut up a bit more than he thought Arvil had to help him to his feet.


    “How much do you know about the Pirate Lords?” Arvil asked as the door suddenly slammed shut, muffling the woman’s voice.


    “Well, now is a good time as any, he grabbed a polearm and gave it to Boss to help steady himself as Boss frowned as realized she had gotten a leg. “They want to form their own nation, however, the thing that sets them apart as well the idea of anyone can be a Pirate Lord. Until then, most of the men fighting for their own throne has had blue blood and backing of a crowd. Blackbeard opened up a door of merit with the title of Lord. A place a man was free of family lines and your blood making up your worth.”


    “I bet the hypocrisy is lost considering what it takes to make a Pirate Lord,”


    “Yep, but being a mageson, and having these gifts passed down we are often criticized for perpetuating the system, or being glorified attack dogs. Also, those who train in one of the arts, such a spiritual or physical arts often,” the headed down the stairs as Boss checked his injuries and tried not to bleed out. “Bitter as those born of mages don’t have to earn their abilities, as you can see some are very effective.”


    “Sounds like you got a full hand,” Boss chuckled,


    “It was its perks,” he smiled as Boss wondered if the man was real.


    “What’s the catch,” Boss asked, as the peaked out of the castle as they glanced up to check the window.


    “A story for another day,” he pointed out the growing forces the sounds of the gates were pried open. Tin dropped down as he grabbed onto the other half of Boss as they raced along the grounds. They opened up the door. Nathan slammed the door shut. Arvil and Tin grabbed everything they had as desirable and bookshelves were piled in front of the door.


    “Did we bring anyone who can stitch people up?” Boss asked as he contemplated treading himself up.


    “I don’t think so, outside of Laurella I only think Laurella bothered to learn.” Arvil frowned.


    “When we get some time I might join in on those lessons.” Boss frowned as he headed up the stairs under his own power. Kareem had already blocked up another door as Cliff eyed him as he headed up.


    “We got the escape plan all but ready with the exception of the line itself. He pointed out the harness they had around Cliff who was surprisingly unperturbed by that things.


    “I think the cat needs to go first, and it’s getting busy downstairs so we are looking at a very small window of time.” He explained as he already hears the pounding on the doors downstairs startup.


    “I don’t think we can keep this up!” York shouted as from the roof. “I think Morgan is heard! Yep definitely hear. I am not liking that rope idea.


    “Sounds like we got a target,” Boss grinned as he grabbed a bow.


    “I am running on fumes but I think I can still wound him.” Spark grimes,


    “You have a limit?” Boss asked,


    “Enough I want in on this as well,” Kareem grinned as all four off them headed up as they set down as many arrows as they could find as Cliff was raised up to the roof, which now had a fair amount of discarded blades. Tin grabbed a large tower shield after the barricaded everything. They all readied an Arrow as Tin intercepted the falling blades.


    The four moved in near perfect unison as Morgan who had been under the impression that he was safe, suddenly found four arrows aimed at him. Morgan ducked away as everyone just tossed accuracy to the wind as Lagertha brandished his spear thrusting at the men who finally broke into the tower.


    “What a target rich environment, twelve,” Tobi shot another one.


    “Fifteen, do try to keep up,” Kareem mocked,


    “Wait when did we start counting?” Tin asked as he cracked off a chunk of the tower and kicked it down the trap door. “Um five?” He ducked his head back as he narrowly dodged an arrow.


    “Morgan is sticking his head out again ten points for him!” Arvil spotted him as he started to send out more of his little lead balls.


    “We are running out of time, explosion or not we need to leave.” Spark grabbed out the long rope and lopping it through the ring, on Cliff’s harness as Boss tied it to the crossbow bolt and spotted the group waiting on a rooftop ready to receive it.


    “Come on,” Boss gritted his teeth, he needed that last mark to know it was time to go when he spotted Morsina he breathed a sigh of relief as he launched the crossbow.


    The explosion went off signaling the time to go, as Boss pushed everyone off as they hooked onto the rope. Arvil sent out a gust of wind scattering the remaining arrows as he hit everyone with a gust to speed up the descent. The attackers started to brave up as Boss took a second to light up a grenade which granted him just enough time to be the last one off the rope. He measured out his line he took out a knife and slashed the rope. He grabbed onto the rope as he startled a few people as who followed suit. He braised for impact.


    He regretted his action, as shoulder banged into the building as pain shot into him. He held onto the rope, as he struggled to keep his grip.


    “We need to get to them, of course,” he dropped to the ground he hadn’t had much of a drop. They didn’t have much time while the guard had rusted the castle it wouldn’t take long for them to follow.


  




  

    Chapter 69



    “They are off,” Arken nodded back as Madison nodded, she slipped her watch necklace under the plate mail it seemed they started a bit early.



    “I’ll take point, the Knights will stay close to Morgan, and my parents, that will be the biggest issue.”


    “Any knight fight is going to drag unless you can pry him out of his armor,” Tray smirked as his older brother frowned.


    “We got a lot of ground to cover but the maps show places they are not. Everyone got their candles?” The four held them out as Madison headed down with ark as the brothers moved upward both in guard uniforms to help blend in.


    She headed down to the room she last spotted her father. She headed down as her heart sunk, “Sir Eric,”


    “Madison,” said the knight, he kept his visor down but she could still see the aged face. “Turn back,” he drew up his mace, as he raised up his shield a serpent intertwined with the hilt of a sword.


    “You know me Sir Eric I am here to save my family,” She frowned as she reluctantly drew her blade, as Arken Pulled out a dagger as Eric turned to the bendact.


    “I have to know way of knowing that, and you could be bewitched while I doubt you have been, the soul thing but, I can’t risk it.” He took up a defensive stance, as about three more knights formed an all but impenetrable wall.


    “William, Micheal,” she swallowed, “I am so sorry,” as Arken frowned, Madison charged then leaped everyone had a second to contemplate this odd action as she drew her feet up, “Arken! Jump!” She ordered as the woman obliged as the shield expanded as the five defenders were taken out at the legs as the dropped to the ground amidst screams of pain.


    “I am getting to old for this,” Eric howled as Madison let the shield return to normal size,”


    “Worn a girl before you start pulling shit like that,” she stepped over the Knights as she leaped out of the way of a hand.


    “Stay here,” She gestured to the wall as Arken shrugged as she leaned up against the wall as she walked in.


    The room was cleared out the bed everything thing outside the electric lights as Morgan sat on a chair in bright shiny armor, a long sword rested on his lap with a shield on his left arm. He smiled at her as he shifted the shield showing a white skull and crossbones on a red background.


    “Not even pretending anymore?” She sighed


    “To some yes, the charade continues but why bother? Besides I it’s been far too long since I struck my colors.” He shrugged,


    “You really are a gluten for punishment, you think to put yourself in armor his going to give you enough of an edge?” She drew her blade as she held it by the blade, the confusion froze him for a second as she brought the hilt down. The blow staggered him into the wall his Shield pinned as Madison grabbed both hands on the blade and drove it into the armor plate. Blood flowed out as she shoved his shield as she put her weight on it.


    “Ah,” he cried out as blades fell down but they bounced off her armor harmlessly.


    “Bad place to pick a fight in, with your abilities,” she swatted his sword away. “Have you ever fought in your life? You come into my house, sport my kind of armor, and think that will best me?” She raged at everything this man did piss her off, she brought the sword around his struggles did little as she slammed the hilt into his dominant hand.


    “You live for now cause I want you to root for your arrogance, but you have gotten away too often from now on every day this continues every time you fight I shall take something.” His hand smashed as he let out a silent scream his eyes teamed up as he tried to move.


    “You bitch,” he clutched his hand as his breathing hitched.


    She remained silent as she left the room with Arken waiting for her. “Brutal,” she shrugged as the two women rushed along, the cracked open doors as they inspected everything. Room after empty room as the Sounds of explosions hit the ear. “At least someone is having fun.” Arken chuckled as Madison made a noise but didn’t say anything as she busted open another door.


    “Next floor,” she pressed on as Arken paused for a breath before continuing her mad dash after the fully armored woman.


    “By the Son, woman give me a second, too, breath,” Arken had to brace herself, Arken paused as she watched her companion as she busted doors and the occasional head.“Why am I even here?” She exasperated gestured as a guard dropped to the ground as she paced herself to keep up.


    “Isn’t that suit tiring?” Arken asked as she checked the closest door.


    “Hardly, everything is light in order to allow one to fight all day if needed.” She knocked into a door. She paused as she looked outside as a series of colored explosions just noticeably outside against the blue sky.


    “Oh thank god,” Madison felt relief hit her,


    “Madison!” Came a long cry as she followed it guards moved in as knights spurred by the cry started to fill in the hall.


    “I think that might be a few more than we can handle,” Arken mentally counted as Madison was more convinced she was on the right track.


    “I have an idea follow my lead,” Madison frowned, Arken gave her a detrimental look,


    “It’s what I have been doing since I got here,” she gave a slight chuckle as the shield grew to take up most of the hall. “Oh shit,” as a little arrow slight popped out.


    “Make sure I don’t smash the two brothers,” Madison pointed at the spot before she charged forward.


    “How are you this strong?” Arken swallowed as she looked at the shield,


    “The weight doesn’t change for me,” she bolted as Arken needed a second to comprehend that detail as the sound of panic roared as Arken spotted for her.


    “She’s a demon!” Was the shout as she turned a corner and the shield grew to lock it in place. The remaining defenders turned to scope the situation.


    “Oh by all means,” Madison taunted, as she pulled out a dagger, that pulsed with light, “but I borrowed this from Audwin, and I am running out of patience,” she snapped, they seemed torn as they eyed each other but true to her word, Madison marched forward, she moved around each one watched her nervously as Arken followed as she gingerly kept out of reach. They moved around a corner as everyone started to shout and argue when the each other.


    Madison held up her hand as rock and steel scrapped against each other as the Sheild speed after her. Arken ducked out of the way.


    “The seemed to have wised up to how many did we have to kill to get to this point?” Arken contemplated, as she noticed Madison had stopped her search. A large set of doors looked down the hall with a bill at an arch around it two Knights stood attention, they didn’t even turn to acknowledge the pair.


    “Lady Stronglance seeks an audience, your companions are inside,” One said in a deep voice but Madison hesitated, the pair were unfamiliar with armor far to thick looking to be practical.


    “Right,” she stretched the word as she opened the doors.


    The silence was defying as she glanced over to see her father lying in his massive bed, her mother sat in a chair watching over him as a few nurses lingered watching Madison and Arken. Tray and James were out on the balcony they glanced to meet her eye before making themselves scarce as they edged away from view.


    “There is always the worry whenever a suitor shows up, it’s not common but those old concerns always crop up. I know you far to well to buy that drivel Morgan claims. He can’t be moved, and sadly Nora won’t hear anything negative about him.”


    “The plan was to bust you all out, we have a carriage set up and ready.” Madison lamented, “Dragons eye by the way,” she added,


    “Lions claw,” she nodded as the word code to confirm identity was passed, “never thought we would have to use it.” She admitted as Arken shifted uncomfortably in the background as the dame lingered above her father.


    “I heard David got out and is in the capital, I take it he wants someone with a bit more standing with the crown?”


    “As sharp as ever,” Madison smiled at her mother. She stood up shifting her dress to remove any creases.


    “Yes however for the sake of your sister, I feel my removal should be kicking and screaming,”


    “What?” Arken and Madison blurted out after a lingering second.


    “You heard me your two companions have already been informed.” Her mom insisted as Madison frowned before a curt nod, her eyes trailed back to her dad’s face. He looked thin hardly the larger than life figure she grew up looking up to. A note was set to the side, she reached for it half expecting her mother to prevent her action.


    “Beware of new additions” was written signed with the initials DM


    “Well that’s not very helpful,” Madison frowned,


    “He’s always been like that but he sent an antidote, which is keeping your father alive, how he seems to always know what’s going to happen.”


    “Can’t he do more? If he shows up this would be pretty easy to solve,” Madison pointed out,


    “I mirrored him seems to still be wrestling with that she-demon, how much destruction that thing did I can understand why he can’t help, not that your father wants to ask, you know how he gets,” a knowing look was shared between the pair.


    “Okay, let’s go not sure how much longer your companions can handle the guard.” She has a polite cough as the brothers scrambled as Madison chuckled.


    “Are you ready to go,” Tray swallowed who looked rather stiff and uncomfortable.


    “Proceed,” she allowed as Tray suddenly scooped her up as the screaming started, Madison winced at the volume.


    “My dear ladies in waiting do not risk it, guards! Let them pass the brute may harm me if his path is impaired!” She feigned,


    “Should we play along,” whispered Tray in a break between the lament and crying as she pretended to hit Tray over the back.


    “Oh by all means,” Madison grimaced as they headed for the back door as those still loyal would charge only to suddenly drop even if the faked retaliation was comical to far away.


    They hit the grass as they got to the emergency exit as Madison waved as Spark spotted her.


    Boss lumbered forward as Laurella and Stefano followed along. “All accounted for?” He asked as Spark ran in disguised followed by the rest everyone moved past Madison as she mentally counted everyone as she caught a shadow seemed to slither through the grass only for Stefano to chuck an open bottle as the shadow snapped back as his erupted form seemed to hiss as the water splashed.


    “Wraith,” Madison frowned as she was the last to exit.


    “Haha, a victory for the kidnappers of nobility!” Tray shouted at the battlements. As the guards lingered above as they pilled into the cart. Madison grabbed onto the back as the sound of horses reached her ears.


    “It’s far too early to celebrate,” she warned as Boss snapped the reigns as the team of horses started up as Nashton sat next to Boss as they where jerked.


    “Right,” Tray agreed,


    “How quaint,” Her mom observed only for a bad swing to connect.


    “Ouch,” he breathed as Tray slowly slumped to his knees “permission to put you down?” He strained out as they hit a nasty pump “ah,” he winced.


    “Yes, oh you poor dear,” she nursed him down, as they raced along,


    “Here is my stop,” Arvil saluted as he and Tobi dropped off at corner. The pursuers pas by as a wave of arrows rained down from the roof. Tin and James Took the next turn, as they systematically slowed and removed the horse’s friends until finally, the horses slowed down.


    “Oh, my what a trip, this reminds me of the old days when your father would take me out to deal with werewolves that lost control, I take it this is a temporary stop?”


    “Yeah, it took some convincing but we have a setup, Tray and James did their best work. We have a few guards and lookouts.” She admitted, “we stuck to the more trustworthy.


    A bluebird of prey lingered above the building as it seemed to look at them before dispersing. The building was hardly as grandiose as the norm for her mother as the first floor kept its ramshackle state, her mom did her best to hide her displeasure. But the support if you looked it was reinforced and as you climbed up the wood looked polished and stained until the top floor. “How quaint,”


    “Better than he expected,” James admitted as he walked in, the place was limited to the floor but they had managed a warm stove and plenty of carvings, books, and artwork to keep the noblewoman occupied.


    “Tin offered to be your gofer he’ll do his best to get things for you over the day, we should have the carriage ready tonight but we may postpone depending on how desperate Morgan is.” Madison listed off as she watched her mother get comfortable in a small plush chair as she settled in.


    “It’s been far too long since I had a moment to just relax.” She closed her eyes.


    “Mom?” Madison asked she approached her only for the light sound of sleep rising from the woman.


    “Well That makes things easier, David should have the carriage on standby, we need to plan out the escape if he has any sense every gate or boat on lock. So we need to tread carefully, and maybe play this out like today and have a few different groups.


    “I feel a small escape over the wall would be best I think the time for subtlety is now.” Stefano interrupted as he dropped in through the window.


    “Oh,” the moment of surprise interrupting him half way. Madison let him finish, “that may be better I’ll think on it, meanwhile, I am sure Richard already has David informed.


    The group moved down the stairs. Madison said a quick goodbye, as the headed back out to the streets as dinner time was only a few hours away.


    “Not picky is she,” Stefano folded up a paper with the ladies dinner request.


    “Different standards,” Madison sighed, “if she tries to escape just follow her, I don’t know if she fully believes us, but running after her won’t do us any good.” She instructed.


    “Sounds fair the last thing we need is some sort of misunderstanding. Not that having Tin around does not feel like it’s another prison.” Stefano pointed out as Madison frowned but didn’t respond.


  




  

    Chapter 70



    “So boring,” Nashton frowned as Boss walked him through the stances and movements with the spear. They had accumulated a few extra but Boss’s primary concern was the coon boy.



    “It’s not supposed to be fun, it’s to keep you alive,” Boss crushed the growth of annoyance this had been a regular complaint. With the Lady Stronglance rescued, her escape while a priority was not a large project. They carried on tracking the guard, but that required a basic disguise and sturdy pair of legs. Hardly the work of champions or the even mentally stimulating.


    A few groups had taken to training and others relaxed and enjoyed the time off but even the laziest among them was starting to creep into stir crazy.


    Madison moved in as she tossed the morning paper on the table, Nashton paused to watch on a few occasions there might be a dash for it but he was disappointed as the knight returned with a hot cup of coffee.


    Madison had gone silent since her mom’s break out, she moved into a set schedule that involved minimal interaction with everyone.


    “Nothing,” Madison broke the silence of the early morning as she tossed the paper. “Not a damn thing, no increased patrol, no security, not even mentioned in the paper that my mom is missing. He’s gone dark.” She frowned as she covered her hands with her face.


    “Well then we get her out tonight, we walk her out but I’ll get a carriage and play decoy.” Boss volunteered as he paused in his practice.


    “Sounds good to me,” Spark said as she adjusted her wig. “We should make a thing of it, send in our most effective and intimidating,” Cliff took the opportunity to walk in with Kareem as everyone looked at the cat.


    “Guess I am in,” he shrugged mildly amused,


    Boss pulled out a skin of water as he splashed it around as Lagertha shrunk the shadows in the talking space.


    “Damn that thing is hard on the nerves,” Spark frowned as everyone nodded the process was a massive pain they always had to check things out and make sure someone was always collecting water. “Thankfully these big cities have so many holy houses,” she mused to herself.


    Madison was unbearable for the next week everything was methodically managed nothing was taken quickly or moved close together horses were acquired individually and the cart was bought second hand and refuted just in case. Names were changed as Boss went out and doubled what that but less subtly that the first acquisitions.


    “I swear I am going to drown in this crap,” he frowned as he was doused with more holy water.


    “This almost feels sacrilege,” Tray admitted as Lagertha lingered with a bright ball of magic hovering in her palm ready to go.


    “Meh, there is no way we can completely prevent this Wraith from tracking us if the thing has any sense of determination it’s a matter of when.” He frowned.


    “Yes well we wouldn’t want to make it easy,” Madison frowned her armor was going to rust if they had to keep this up.


    “Okay we got the plan in place, Boss you know what to do, but subtly we don’t want this to be too obvious.” She insisted as they had both carts hitched up and ready to go.


    “Can’t wait,” Tray sniffed “I am sick of cleaning stalls.”


    “You only had to do it once,” Laurella reminded him but it fell on deaf ears.


    Boss climbed in as he had his own set destination with Tray, Tobi, Audwine and Laurella the later who was sporting plait mail. “Honestly I think you lot just sit around thinking of crazy plans.” She frowned at the clanging as Madison had to place her fingers on her lips. The last thing had been put in place as Kareem got into the second cart, Nathan looking very disheveled got into place as well. The cart rolled into midday,


    “Hope we don’t get held up, that stupid curfew is a pain.” Kareem chatted as he glanced out the window.


    “I am not too worried it’s the gates I have an issue with. If we don’t get close enough before they start the search we are gonna have a chase on our hands.


    “Nothing we can’t handle,” Kareem smirked confidently they pulled up to the designated point as Goliam Leander up against the building. Nathan tipped his top hat the door opened up as Madison spotted her mother, obscured with a thick hood, as she moved gracefully and quickly. The door closed as she got comfortable. Nathan whipped the reigns as they headed off as everyone remained silent. The line slowly hit up as they waited for the final move to head out. Nerves were stressed to the limit.


    “Any familiar faces?” Nathan asked as he casually looked around the area.


    “No, wait,” She paused, as Nathan paused as he glanced back at her. “Not a face, a sword.” It was an elite blade one for a general of the blitz core her great ancestor. Her father was the only descendant that still had access to his blade. Somewhere lost to time, others ‘sold’ to larger and more prominent royal families. The blade was sheathed but the black jewel work glinted even in the sun of the late day. She had to control herself from springing forward to get a better look at it.


    “What’s the swords name?” Nathan asked as he frowned at the man who had the sword.


    “Don’t get any ideas,” Kareem warned.


    “Pulse,” she answered as she eyed the sword not even seeing the figure wielding the two-hundred-year-old artifacts. The cart moved a bit closer,


    “So,” Kareem sighed, “I’ll bite what makes this sword so special as opposed to every other blade of this Blitz core? Also didn’t every sword get all enchant.”


    “Time most of the armor was enchanted via,” Madison frowned as she tried to recall it. “There was a liquid or was it a stone, anyway the marital enchanted the armor the armor of Lords and other nobility got the more personal touch, and as such got to request some personal touches.” She explained, “not to mention how much you can enchant something is limited by its surface area.


    “So why not enchant a castle if that’s the case,” Kareem shrugged,


    “Reminded me to tell you the story, of the theft of Camelot. It opened the second war and to top it all off the Nobel’s realized how dangerous it was to give rivals such a powerful tool.”


    “Why not now?” Kareem shrugged,


    Nathan glanced over his shoulder at Madison and she shrugged. The line was taking its time, so with the second shrug of his shoulders.


    “This is part history and part legend. After the first Mage War or shortened to MW1 few Mages that existed at the time, but the big four that were called the four horse. A nickname is taken from the final chapter. A story for another day. The four horse had an issue the figures that taught the mages were dead. Nobody really knew how to teach, they knew how to learn but the true secret to unlocking the door, for mortal men to alter reality. Each one had their own ideas. Death believed it was subjecting the body to major in its purest form. Conquest believed it was the blood of man.”


    “Like the pirates,” Kareem recalled, Nathan nodded as he breathed,


    “It’s not known if Conquest ever implemented his ideas. But the similarities are not lost on me. War, was sure it was born of blood but not of man but of magical creatures like of Spark he believed it was born of conflict a need. Famine the final Horsemen was oddly the less violent believed in a thing they all did a look at something called the void. Now, what is or what it does nobody knows but the void was something nobody wanted to mess with.” Nathan explained. He smiled,


    “We don’t know who was right, but we do know that magic didn’t come from a need. The city that was once the capital and the place the void was held, was taken” he sighed as he grabbed his waterskin the story was drying his mouth.


    “It was thought it would be the last war thanks to the at the time, What was considered inclusion of the whole world at the time. However, our arrogance at the time forgot that a lot of the territory the first war took place on. Well, it was very much inhabited, but nobility thought it was free game. Or well so the nobility claim,” he added, “The Mages normally try to travel the world to help keep the peace. But they had their own issues, this is where the hero arrives.” Nathan grinned,


    “Now that brings back memories, you missing out The Dragon Mage would create little whispy figures to act things out and show different creatures and leaders.” Madison smiled with a nostalgic look on her face. Nathan chuckled at the tangent,


    “He can spin a yard but for those who wish to tell the truth the more romantic story he tells can be an enemy for the historian.” He went on he noticed the look he got, “but what’s a little fun for a war generations past?” He smiled softly.


    “We have gotten completely off topic,” Kareem rolled his eyes as they hadn’t gotten around to the weapons and arms he was interested in.


    “Right, so long story short everyone was distracted and, or pissed about something a Succubus claimed ownership of the castle of Camelot. The castle was next to impossible to get into. The Mages final where pressured into doing everything in their power. So they started making shortcuts. Giving powers to mortals in the form of artifacts the most well known being the blitz core armor. The final fight was a massacre leaving only one survivor of the Dragon Mage.” Nathan summed up, “a lot of things were taken back a lot of the more dangerous shit. However, The Dragon is only one Mage so as things slipped through the cracks stuff being locked into families.”


    “Honestly you are so long winded, by the way, the guy wants you to move,” Kareem smiled as he pointed at the guard who was looking very annoyed as Nathan sheepishly got the horses moving. The trip outside the walls was more relaxed but Madison remained as alert as ever.


    “All that work and we just walked out, I always worry we are too cautious,” Nathan glanced back as Madison figured his mind was still lingering on Pulse her father’s sword.


    “Pride cometh before the fall, anyway let’s get going we have a meet up to get to.” Madison reminded as she couldn’t resist getting out of the cart. She opened up the door as she climbed up to sit next to Nathan, who scooted over to give her some room as Cliff leaped into to lay on the floor of the carriage. “I can’t stand inclosed spaces,” she gave the barest of shutters. “I just wish that it wasn’t poor form to sit on the open.”


    “There are some perks to having mellow people to hang with,” Nathan nodded, “How are you holding up?” he glanced at her for a second before his eyes returned to the road not that it was all that busy.


    “I wish Richard and Cheif had just killed the bastard when they had the chance, my first impulse to protect them emotionally may have been misplaced.” She admitted, Nathan nodded,


    “Most fathers usually would love to have a reason to ax a potential suitor,” he smirked, as Madison graced them with a laugh, as she nodded in agreement. Madison pointed out the turn as the headed off the main road as a much more extravagant set of horses and carriage lingered a group of uniformed figures lingered around on was tending to the horses as Madison noticed a familiar face.


    “Doctor Smith, glad to see you again, Boss told me your home is a wreck.” She frowned, as they shook hands,


    “Yes, well they were not exactly greeted at the door.” He admitted, “and I am not the only familiar face.” The door burst open as a familiar Black and Tan dog greeted them.


    “Jill,” she smiled as the dog noised her hand incurring a good scratch behind her ears.


    “Darn dog!” Richard shouted as Madison shook her head. She walked in and to her expectation to see the bound up Captain.


    “Ouch, you like shit.” She commented as Richard just laughed his left arm and both legs were wrapped up as his left hung from a sling around his neck.


    “Well, it was quite the explosion.” He breathed between his teeth. “Thankfully the eagle managed enough wood between us and the explosion to keep me from burning but being on the bottom of a pile of people was not so good. I think that is every limb with the exception of, my neck,” he grinned,


    “Sounds like fun,” Madison sympathized with him but Richard waved his good hand at her.


    “Sam has been a great help and I have been using the time to work on my signing, still hard with one hand.” He glanced over at Sam made a jester with his hand. “He says hi,” he interpreted,


    “I have admitted it’s good to see you I honestly thought it was your ghost talking to us.” She sat down across from him. “How do you do that by the way, I never heard of someone being able to do that.” She concentrated at Richard as he pulled out a wood object showing off the scar on his chest.


    “It’s a trick I learned from, an old native back in the colony. I need a piece of magical wood, crafted and placed around my neck. I release my spirit and this lets me well fly. But each piece of wood can only last a half hour max then it turns to dust.” He explained, “before you ask no, I can’t teach others. Also, it is very painful and dangerous. If this,” He pointed at the wood construct. “Is intentionally destroyed while I am away from my body I die.” He admitted


    “Huh, it’s amazing still dead useful. If you hadn’t shown up I think your crew would have fallen apart.” Richard nodded in agreement as she watched him put the totem back on.


    “It’s why I risked this, it’s been years. Since I used a totem, but thankfully I still have a knack for it. A real master of the skill can shift his spirit, interact and even walk into animals. The ability is amazing but sadly I was lucky to learn even these meager abilities.” He admitted.


    “Ever think of going back and learning more?” She asked, Richard, frowned and shook his head.


    “I would love to but, even to my young eyes when I left things were not looking well. I don even know if my teacher is still alive let alone the rest of my old, acquaintance,” he frowned.


    “I wouldn’t know I have never been.” She shrugged,


    “It’s still as amazing as ever I miss the old spiders, they look like giant haystacks. Use to jump on and ride them around, scarred my mother half to death the first time.”


    “I have no idea what you are talking about,” Madison shook her head.


    “Sorry, its kind of, a really big spider that can glide back down, so big you can ride them.”


    “How horrifying,” Madison blinked at the idea of a spider that big.


    “Hey, our VP is here,” Nathan reminded as Madison moved for the door before she paused.


    “Sorry,” she apologized as Richard gave a cocky grin. She dropped out as the second group escorted her mom out she found the Doctor talking to her mom. Audwine was standing close by he looked outside of his normal uniform but looked much more like himself.


    “Well, this definitely confirms my suspicions.” She admired as Madison felt the slight spike of sadness at the comment. To be fair she had been gone for a while.


    “Stupid, dumb,” the female doctor struggled as she hoped as she tossed aside the armor as Madison couldn’t help but chuckle as the woman struggled out of the gear.


    “You will need some help in most cases of armor you need help to get in an out,” she gave a hand to help steady her.


    Laurella looked ready to reply before she bit her lip. “Thanks,” she decided as she dropped the last bit of armor.


    “No problem, by the way, Richard is here he’s in the carriage,” she thumbed the direction behind her.


    “Oh, really?” She rolled up her sleeves,


    “You ratted me out!” Richard’s panic shout came as Laurella stormed out. She headed in as Arken tossed off the disguise as everyone lingered not sure what to do.


    “Easy,” Laurella slowly helped Richard out as Tobi whistled at the show of damage Richard was still recovering from.


    “Greetings my Lady,” Richard bent stiffly as Lady Stronglance sighed,


    “Don’t kill yourself over it, I’ll be waiting in the carriage we best not linger long.” Smith nodded and kept close to the woman, as they left Richard to talk.


    “Now then, I figured you may want to hear this from me.” He reaches inside his coat and pulled out an envelope. Madison hesitated before bracing herself as she gingerly took the paper as she flicked it open. She just needed to glance as she shredded it.


    “Wedding, well this is going to be fun.” She frowned as Richard nodded everyone eyed her as of expecting something.


    “With your mom’s help, we should be more than able to put the kibosh on this.” Richard pulled out his pipe when someone cleared their throat. “Damn Doctor,” he glared before pocketing it. “We should have everything wrapped before the end of the month. Be that as it may. I’ll send the day we plan to take care of this. So you can move in early to keep your sister and dad safe.”


    “Knowing Morgan he would,” Madison sighed,


    “But until then keep everyone safe and Don’t do anything stupid,” Richard stressed,


    “You mean like you?” Laurella raised an eyebrow at him only for Richard to shrug,


    “Do as I say not as I do.” Richard quoted. “It’s good to see you all, so I need to get going,” he frowned as his face showed the pain just for a brief second.


    The task was painful to watch, but it didn’t take long for the caravan to be on its way. Madison frowned she had hoped that sending her mom off would alleviate her concerns. She still felt like the weight of everything was still on her shoulders.


  




  

    Chapter 71



    Madison wasn’t sure how she managed it, but she woke up covered in flour as she found herself in the kitchen. “What?” She blinked half awake. She sat up as she found herself on the table surrounded by baking tools. She watched as Tin rummaged around the larder with a few pieces of jerky.



    “Why am I here?” She asked as Tin Froze as he looked at her.


    “You started to cook when you got back, then you and the other girls started to drink and you conked out. They laid you on the table and well nobody was brave enough to try and wake you.” He took a bite of the food.


    “Right,” she recalled as the hangover finally started to it as a groan drew her eye to the side as Laurella headed in. The doctor shook her head as she started to mix something together. Madison rolled herself on a chair as supplies clattered to the ground as both women hissed at the noise.


    “Too loud,” Laurella glared at the Dame. She groaned back at him, Lagertha headed in briskly as she glanced at the drink Laurella was cobbling together.


    “I hate you,” Laurella frowned at the bushy-tailed Fairy in disguise.


    “I only had like two drinks,” She shrugged, “I learned my lesson the first time.” She smirked.


    “Eh,” Arken hopped onto the table with some salted fish. “Only wimps get hangovers, true drinkers don’t get them anymore.” She mocked as the two suffering glared at her.


    “Put your dicks away, it’s been a while since I have had such liberal access to booze. So I won’t be jumping into the deep end.” Laurella frowned at Arken.


    “Well, it seems you all desire to join us,” Morsina commented, she bites into a slice of bread with butter and jam smeared over it.


    “Party popper,” Arken eyed the winged woman but Morsina sat down less than concerned about the comment.


    “That looks good, say who is in charge of the kitchen now?” Lagertha frowned,


    “Eh it’s a little bit of everyone, but I normally keep an eye on supplies. Add that to list off everything I do around here.“Laurella muttered to her drink as she quickly downed as she made a face. “Yuck.”


    “I saw what you put in that thing what did you expect?” Spark frowned at her,


    “It’s all part of the recovery process.“Larisacommentedd


    “I am starting to doubt you have a medical degree.” Madison eyed her suspiciously,


    “Who said I had a degree? You know of a university that takes women?” Laurella glanced back.


    “Just like that all my confidence has been discarded,” Arken sarcastically quipped,


    “Well good luck never needing medical attention in this line of work.” Laurella grinned, Everyone chuckled nervously at that statement.


    “Madison!” Shouted a voice as the idle chat was interrupted as Nashton rushed in with a newspaper as Boss casually walked in behind but he looked as grave as ever.


    “You may want to read this,” Boss slapped down the day’s paper.


    “I am starting to hate these papers,” Spark,


    “What do you mean starting?” Laurella quipped as Madison didn’t need to pick the paper up the headline was the wedding.


    “It never ends,” Madison groaned as she dropped her head on the table.


    “Yep, he’s a petty bastard,” Laurella admitted, Madison’s eyes shifted as her face turned to look at her.


    “You know this guy you fingered him, didn’t you,” Madison stated,


    “Yep, fucker dragged me off the boat he attacked back in the day. I need a drink,” she seemed deflated the stern taskmaster who was more a first mate than Boss himself seemed lost.


    “If you don’t mind me asking what do you know of the man?” Boss cut through the unease.


    “Well as you can see he’s always been very concerned about his image. Most pirates when they attack usually give people time to surrender.”


    “Well until the Pirate Lords started putting doubt in. Prior to the outbreak Pirates rarely if ever killed the goal was to supply, not take lives. It would make things difficult if people feared for their lives and caught back.” Madison interrupted but Laurella didn’t seem to mind as she clearly did not want to talk about it.


    She wasn’t alone both Arken and Morsina both seemed distant. “When I headed out I was going to meet a betrothed it was a government program sending young women to the colonies it wasn’t the first time. I got mixed in with some gypsies and so rather than being locked up I was sent over.” She rubbed her face. “I was about fifteen at the time and inspire of my protests they sent me along. Since this was a government project we were part of a group of ships a few wealthy second sons who were given estates were on separate ships. We were about halfway in when the attack hit. The May weather the ship I was in surrendered immediately sending out messages about women on board. The fight carried on and our ship got hit in the crossfire.”


    Madison rubbed her ankle as she got up she shifted, “You okay?” Spark asked as she scratched her blonde wig. She nodded as she moved to the bar as she crossed her arms and remained silent.


    “The ship was more or less totaled as blades just dropped from the sky. The ship I was on was taking water, but for some reason, they still roped in our ship. The group came in but I only remember him as he started to inspect the bodies and ship. A few blades were dropped into bodies.” Her body shivered and seemed to shake.


    “You don’t need this level of details, this doesn’t look pleasant for you.” Boss shifted as Madison noticed Nashton looking very uncomfortable, and a bit of green.


    “Can I leave?” Nashton, “I don’t feel comfortable listening to this.” He raised his hand and pointed at the door. “Ack,” he was brought into a rough hug. He gave everyone a pleading look as Laurella used his head as a rest for her chin.


    “Morgan closed in on me but he missed someone one of the mates had pulled one of the blades and stabbed him. The mate was quickly dispatched with extreme prejudice. Morgan had dropped as he pulled himself into a sitting position trying to keep himself from bleeding out. He looked at me “If you can make yourself useful you can live” I complied.” She curled around Nashton who looked very nervous.


    “Watch the tail,” he winced only for a teardrop to hit him, it may as well be a slap for the stunned confusion on his face.


    “I stitched him up. He kept his word, but I was kept below deck, called a witch they always brought people in and that’s how I got so much experience stitching people up. I don’t know if it was a sick joke they started to toss in dead bodies, refusing to feed me unless I, brought them back,” she swallowed as Nashton tried to pry the woman’s arms away from his neck.


    “Help,” he gasped out as Laurella released her grip a bit.


    “Well you can’t bring people back, so Morgan called me a failure. I pleaded with him about the bodies that had been pulled in my room. But he said he was an honest man that I would love. He had me thrown from the ship within swimming distance of that cursed island.”


    “Right, I think Nashton needs some breathing room,” Boss motioned down as Laurella released him but he stayed put despite the punishment.


    “Well, Morgan is very much, a burn it all he prizes his reputation above all things anyone who saw him as a Pirate was killed. His first Mate was a Man named Bernard a rather dim fellow even by pirate standards but he is loyal. I spotted him during the attempted execution of Stephano, outside his preference for the finer things in life usually keeps his mouth shut.”


    “Let’s not forget the twins or the wraith,” Spark added in,


    “I was not aware of either of those three, to be honest, last time I dealt with him it was only him that had any abnormal abilities.” She admitted,


    “The twins have been overall less than effective, just give the word and we can deal with all of this tonight,” Cheif frowned “One is bedridden, which is why they have not been very active. The Wraith, while not eliminated, has been at least cowed enough for us to remove the lady from the city.” Cheif frowned as Madison and him locked eyes.


    “Why do I get the feeling we are getting involved in another hair-brained scheme, I could have sworn the Captain said to keep our heads down.” Cheif reminded as Madison shifted nervously.”


    “To be fair I really do want Morgan dead, so anything that speeds up that prosses is good in my book,” Laurella spoke up.


    “Does he have a hat?” Nashton asked,


    “I think so,” Spark answered as she shrugged not really sure. “I’ll bring this up with the crew, but regardless I have a duty to deal with the Wraith at least so if you act it won’t be alone,” Spark smiled as she stood up with a firm nod of the head.


    “I am in, I think that would be a good idea to let crew members opt out of jobs if they don’t want to risk it.” Laurella mused to herself.


    “Only on the condition they don’t get rewards on a successful mission,” Cheif inserted,


    “I am going to talk to Redwine, I feel he would probably want in on this all things considered.” Pheobe got up and with a pat on Laurella’s back headed off to find the former captain of the guard. He had taken up a room more towards the center as most liked the view of the higher rooms or the convenience of the lower rooms.


    She found him in the directory and headed up. The building had thin but closed curtains on the lower levels, as the long rugs looked very well worn.


    “Anyone in, its Madison,” she knocked on the door.


    “By all means,” Redwine answered as she opened the door to see the man in the middle of his morning exercises. “So, What can I do, for you?” He breathed out between push-ups as he glanced up at her.


    “Did you see the newspaper?” She asked as He stopped.


    “Yes, I noticed it during my morning jog,” He admitted as he jumped to his feet. He grabbed a towel to remove the perspiration from his face.


    “I plan on speaking against this marriage,” she looked him dead in the eye.


    “Sounds good what do you need me to do?” He tossed the towel aside.


    “No idea, storm the castle?” She shrugged weakly.


    “Well it’s definitely unexpected if nothing else,” he seemed unsure how to take the idea. “But we broke in before it should be easier since there will be guests.” He admitted,


    “Are you kidding me?” Came to a shout as the pair heard James from the hall. “More of this we aren’t even getting paid for this shit.” James frowned,


    “Come on bro we are helping Madison she’s a good person,” Tray tried to reason.


    “Look, the Captain said to keep our head down we are not getting compensated as it is, no loot either we have been insanely lucky and now to test it more they want us walking back into that castle. Just cause Boss and the other meatheads have a death wish does not mean I do.” He puffed himself up clearly as headed off to his room.


    “Well I am in,” Tray admitted, Spark nodded with a smile on her face.


    “Well one can’t expect everyone to stick there neck out, but if all goes well I am sure price won’t be much of an issue.” Audwine shrugged,


    “There you are,” York all but announced, “You up for some more blade work?” The bald man grinned as he hung the two oversized blades over his back.


    “Sounds good,” Tray caught the blade as Arvil lingered behind,


    “Can I go?” Audwine pokes his head out with big puppy dog eyes.


    “Sure,” York grimaced not sure about the big guy as the four headed up.


    Madison lingered in the hall. She headed down to her room as she opened the room. She opened up the room, low cheep bed was pushed up a corner as a majority of the room was taken up by the wall was a giant map. She sighed as she started to organize the loose stuff. A knock at the door snapped her out of it, “Come in,” Madison allowed as the door opened up,


    “Well we got a good amount of volunteers,” Spark walked in I also sent Richard a letter for some consulting he’s always up for a good plan.” Her smile faded as the Madison sat down on her bed her armor set on a small table polished to at the door, as Spark pocked it with her foot as she guided it closed. She took off her wig and set it down next to the armor.


    “You want to talk? I know you and Laurella probably had similar experiences.” Spark glanced around and sat down on a stool bending her legs to the side as she looked at the knight.


    “I am not big on this stuff, it feels uncomfortable to discuss these past, failings” she got up, “I would much rather deal with the heat and snow.” She grabbed the newspaper.


    “Take your time the beauty of hearing someone else’s voice is not lost just yet.”


    “Right, well now I feel self-conches how can one complain of confinement when you endured so much.”


    “Perspective measuring emotions is like measuring the unmeasurable. I would say stars but things may have changed. Since nothing changed time bleed together, I ended up just sleeping or purging memories that were just long runs of time.”


    “That sounds worse the human mind couldn’t contemplate such torture a man would go mad.“Madison looked horrified but Spark shrugged.


    “I am not human, Madison it is simple my mind is housing a power which can alter reality for an extended period of time. I individually cannot access it, however, it does come with some perks the ability to cope with the potential extremes such a wish could create. We have a legend that a man wished to be the sole occupant of the world. That fairy needed to endure a thousand years of lonely ness until the wish ended and reality set back in.” Spark explained.


    “Is it really that easy just shout I wish and bam realty is altered,” Madison blinked.


    “Well, it used to be until a fairy wished on another fairy so long as that wish is perpetuated I have to assent any wish before it can be used. A detail the gargoyle had forgotten over its thousand years of doing nothing more than continuing to exist. It’s a safety lock so to speak.”


    “Huh, well that’s useful,” Madison snarked, Spark shrugged, as the two settled into to silence. “So I guess me going in and dropping him won’t be allowed,”


    “This sounds selfish but I really want to kill him,” Madison admitted.


    “To be fair it would be hard to sneak up on him even at your smaller size.” Stefano interrupted,


    “My the shaper, knock or something,” Madison patted her chest.


    “Sorry but I think we can tone Dow that water thing, I have just finished a thirty-six-hour watch that Wraith has been lingering around the inside of that tower nonstop,” he yawned, “he is also going


    Luny he has been getting almost there the bare minimum of, of sleep,” he swayed as the two looked at each other. “That Bernard guy has been running the show, the daily stuff thought you ought to know,” he slumped into a chair as a mass of papers dropped out of his sleeveless coat.


    “Stefano?” Spark pokes him as his bloodshot eyes snapped open before they closed and he started to lightly snore. The two women shrugged as they accumulated the notes.


    “I love Intel,” Madison grinned, she helped herself to a large letter with a wax stamp on it. “I just found an invitation. And a plan. But I am going to need to borrow that coin from Richard think you could pick it up for me?”


  




  

    Chapter 72



    “What an event wouldn’t you say?” A booming voice sounded. The suit fit the shoulders and chest of the figure perfectly. The clothing was pressed and cleaned to the highest extent as the figure fingered the ruffles that peaked out from the sleeves.



    “I swear if you call me some weird stereotypical man servant name I will guy you,” James grumbled. “Yes quite the event, our invitation,” James handed the man the envelope.


    “You look familiar,” the guard glanced at James,


    “My younger brother use to work here,” James answered.


    “Sir Butchington Alfred Winchester Bethania the third,” the guard read off,


    “Quite right,” ‘Butch’ nodded with a polite grin.


    “Right any weapons or gear need to be turned in at the station. We have had some security issues I do apologize for the inconvenience.”


    “Ahem,” James held up his hand, the guard frowned,


    “That as well,” the guard game both men a frown but motioned them they had a long walk to the red carpet.


    “As if I wasn’t crippled enough,” James adjusted the eyepatch over his right eye.


    “Don’t worry our inside man has us covered,” ‘Butch’ replied as the stopped at a new addition they dropped of the hook as well as two fancy looking swords then headed into the gate.


    The pair had arrived very early, they were so many dignitaries arriving from knights to lower lords. They had free movement to a small extent as the staff waited on them.


    “So Butch now what?” James frowned as ‘Butch’ paused to look at a painting.


    “Be on the look out for a familiar face,” was the response.


    “Good evening, gentlemen have you been shown your seats?” inquired a polite voice as the two glanced over to see Arken in her maid uniform.


    “Not yet, we would like to see more of the castle if at all possible.” ‘Butch’ thanked as Arken got really close to James as she slipped him a replacement hook into the inside pocket.


    “Ma’am,” James almost swallowed his words.


    “Double check your pew seat it will have your shield, and sword pressed up under it. Stephano is keeping an eye on it but it shouldn’t be moveable.


    “Thank You is everyone in that we could get in?” Madison asked,


    “Yep, Lagertha took care of anyone who might try to get too far away. Have a good evening,” she headed out.


    “So now what?” James frowned,


    “We mingle,” ‘Butch’ smiles,


    Down in the kitchens, things were a bit more hectic. “Get moving we need more finger food!” Shouted one of the Kitchen heads as everyone bustled around.


    “Well, at least it didn’t have anything on it.” Nashton placated, as Boss waited with a large group of burly men waiting for things to unload.


    “I don’t care you are slowing things go clean dishes with the scullery maid! And try not to break anything those dishes are worth more than your life!”


    Boss frowned as he memorized the man’s face. A large part of the muscle was with him and hidden under a cart just out of sight was everyone’s gear. Boss watch as Tobi and York made rounds with extravagant dishes jerking the nobles well fed and watered.


    “I still can’t believe I have to sit here under this covering.” Laurella frowned,


    “Well You didn’t want to go back to that uniform, and we need you to help the Lord.” Boss reminded,


    “Oh shove it,” Laurella grumbled as a package dropped down Boss was cover by Tin’s size as he slipped it under his thin coat. He glanced up to see Spark in her wig she gave a wink as she vanished from sight.


    The uniform was a Commander’s uniform with a red scarf. He checked the coast and geared up as a smaller uniform. He vanished from sight as he geared up and wrapped the additional red scarf to cover up his hair.


    He found Nashton as he tossed the gear as the apprentice now looked the part as he pulled the flat cap over his eyes to cover his birthmark. The night moved on as the group moved into the castle guards where swapped out for crew members.


    The door in the old dungeon clanged shut. Goliam whistled as the growing number of guards started to pile up.


    Boss smiled as they headed back up to the main hall LordStronglance lingered in a wheelchair next to his daughter as Boss waited in the hall. Barthalum waited as the opening song started up.


    “It’s the death march,” Stehano shivered as Boss chuckled, Tobi lingered in the other side as Stronglance gave his daughter away as soon as he was rolled away the group jumped the man.


    “Grab his sword quick,” Boss ordered in a desperate but hushed tone as the Lord watched impassively as the new guard captain was robbed of his sword and wrestled into a hogtie.


    “I think this is yours,” Boss rested the blade on the man, as his hands slowly but firmly gripped the blade.


    “Okay let’s see, this should counteract whatever is ailing you.” Laurella moved forward. As they tried to get the man off death’s door.


    Madison glanced back as she spotted the thumbs up from Boss. She flipped the coin as she stood up ditching the facade.


    “I know that this is way early, but I object on the grounds that you are A pirate lord and a spy,” Madison slipped the coin in her pocket.


    “Sister, He is not a pirate lord!” Nora shouted she looked so amazing in her dress but the tears running down her face ruined her makeup.


    “Well then explain your attempted murder of Captain Richard Zane. He places you at the scene of the crime. Even as we speak he escorted our mother to speak with the queen and are fathers most trust Dr. David Smith!” She accused.


    The room went silent for a long moment as Madison waited, “if you are expecting your guard to run in to drag me off we already dealt with them.”


    “So cruel to come into your sisters big day, throwing lies. Richard is dead, I made sure of it, we his bloodied body washed up. Your mother was found killed by bandit in the forest you left her in.”


    Madison blinked that last detail was worrying, her eyes shifted as she looked at the man. “I saw it he had his coat and sword,” Nora confirmed,


    “I figured this might happen I see know you didn’t lose your soul, just someone filling your ears with honey sweet lies.” Morgan stepped to the side as he pulled out Talon.


    “No,” Boss’s voice echoed,


    “You liar!” Laurella shouted even over Boss as Morgan noticed them.


    “I ask you to stand down in the face of truth, all I ask that we put this all behind us. I beg, no implore you to see reason. All the innocent men you ended in your quest for justice will be put aside, simply let your sister do what she desires,” the man had taken the sword and rested the blade on the Lord’s throne.


    Madison frowned as she crossed her arms that sword heightens on her. Richard wouldn’t have parted with easily and if he was tagged that meant all the help she had was at best a long horse ride away.


    Suddenly the squeaky wheel of her father’s chair broke the silence as none of the noblemen or women knew what to do or who to believe.


    “It seems we have an issue, that needs to be resolved,” Basil spoke his voice found if a bit week but carried.


    “I would ask my Daughter to kindly step back and as Lord Morgan to open the gates and allow a third party to intervene.”


    “Intervene, your daughter and her hired goons have killed to spite me and you want to allow these killers free reign?” Morgan held back his voice but it only just contained his outrage.


    Madison blinked as the sounds of footfall rumbled in. “Madison we got a problem,” Boss informed as the crew slowly backed into the hall as the presumably locked up guards moved in.


    “Were is Goliam?” Arken panicked, as Madison watched as the two side doors.


    “Apologizes my concerns are a bit more personal.” said one of the newer recruits.


    “Please don’t hurt them,” Nora insisted, she made sure to stay close as she looked at her sister to Morgan.


    Madison frowned as she shifted her shield but her sword kept in its sheathe. Morgan stepped forward as Everyone sized everyone up Morgan seemed to be looking for something.


    “So how did they get unlocked,” Madison asked when something caught her eye as a large shadow moved forward behind the would be married couple.


    Nobody in the crowd seemed to notice the fact that Goliam moved forward. Towards the throne before taking a step to the side to see Richard pick up his sword as he shifted in the throne. The guard all stopped, Morgan seemed to know something was up.


    “So dead huh?” Richard spoke up as he made himself comfortable. “Bad news but good help is so hard to find. The trouble with would be killers for hire, as well if you can give them more money without any risks well. It’s just good business. Thanks for holding onto my sword by the way.” He nodded at him as the lights suddenly cut out as blade dropped from the ceiling.


    “Well, I guess that confirms everything, and here I was going to congratulate you on behalf of the queen for your wedding.” Richard chucked as nearly ever noble men I. The room stood up and started to pull out weapons which could only be figured by the sound of steel ringing in the dark.


    “Ahh!” Nora screamed as the ruse was stopped, a single stretch of light hit the couple as Morgan was illuminated with his blade at the ladies neck. Madison glanced up to see the light was manned by Stephano who Madison guessed was waiting for a cue or something.


    “Now then nobody moves, you Richard soon as I can I will kill you, you cunning bastard.” Morgan pointed in where Richard last was seen.


    “I am not smart your just an idiot if you just played dumb and made yourself scarce you probably would have succeeded,” Richard echoed around the building.


    “Eh, Hindsight,” he shrugged as the man slowly moved down the hall. He was within striking distance as he used Nora as a human shield as his back up slowly retreated even if only the outlines of them could be glimpsed.


    “Where is Lagertha?” Madison frowned as the crew resentfully parted to let the man pass as a blade was pressed to the woman’s neck.


    The glass shattered as a blast of light drew everyone’s attention as one the beautiful stain glass window was shattered. The light was distracting but Madison caught the space in the ceiling was filled with blades, and they started to drop.


    “Oh shit,” Boss noticed as the enchanted shield was raised up and grew just in time. The sound of steal thunking down tang in the hall as almost everyone had to clamp down on their ears.


    “How are you supporting all that weight?“James asked as he looked up in the darkened space as the lights went back on.


    “How in the world?” James touched the shield, “you should not be capable of holding up that much weight.


    “It doesn’t move unless I want it.” Madison glanced in his direction as the voices around echoed around.


    “Well after them!” Richard shouted as everyone would be on their feet was ready to go.”


    Madison felt the weight alleviate and with the shield shrunk and the lights on everyone could move. She glanced to see her fathers throne had been partially cut and Richard was missing.


    The group of wedding goers were limited by the doors but Boss had already procured a carriage as she rushed after. A final jump and she climbed onto the back.


    “Do we know where they are going?” Madison shouted,


    “Morsina has a lock on them we follow her, but it looks like the docks.” Nathan pointed up as Boss took a hard corner. The streets were Ali e as the sounds of violence erupted.


    “I can’t stand this!” Tin suddenly busted up the roof of the carriage as everyone they had with them was able to get a good look where they were going.”


    “How did you all fit?” Madison asked as the dimming sky was life up by another long line of magical energy.


    “I wonder what is giving Lagertha such a hard time?” Tin asked aloud,


    “Three guesses and the first two don’t count,” Tobi commented grimly, the light show traveled fast if not sporadically.


    The cart made it to the dock as Morgan’s ship was out and ready as his crew quickly getting into position as the Wraith seemed to grow as Lagertha stood alone firing at the creature.


    “Should we help her?” Arvil asked but Madison and Boss had already stated to sprinted towards the ship. Madison grabbed on as she spotted Morgan at the wheel he drew blade.


    Blades started to drop down, as Madison made use of her shield the blades went flying as she swatted them away.


    He danced around the wheel as Boss and the rest of the crew started to push back the Morgan’s support.


    “Where is my sister!” Madison shouted over the fighting.


    “Close at hand!” He grinned maliciously, she tried to stab him as he caught her blade with the wheel. “But without all your armor your nothing but an oversized bitch!” He took a stab at her. The lion’s shield caught the blade at a bend as it snapped a new blade replaced it in his of hand. The blade missed its mark as it grazed her chest. Blood dripped from the wound, as her blade racked for his neck. A larger blade impeded in the deck stopping the blow long enough for Morgan to break away.


    “Give it up girly you’re outmatched and outnumbered,” he grinned,


    “Never again,” she hissed only for the ship to suddenly be rammed into. Canons blasted away as the Golden sails shone even in the dark.


    “Sorry I seem to be running a bit late to the reception!” He waved over as Morgan looked like he was ready to blow a vein.


    “Someone Jill that bastard!” Morgan ordered as reinforcements arrived as Madison spotted her dad locked his sword still in his hand. He swung it once.


    “Everyone down!” She shouted as an arc of magical energy passed over them slicing the masts as they were sent crashing into the deck and into the ocean.


    People screamed as the boat was left still the Eagle turning aside as-as Richard watched the Wraith seemed to shrink as Lagertha kept an orb ready.


    “Brother!” The Wraith called as Madison tried to find him as well.


    “Nobody move, if anyone so much as moves I spite her throat!” He threatened Morgan looked wild and gone was any charm he had.


    “The only thing keeping you alive is her heartbeat,” Richard called back. Madison swallowed she wasn’t sure who would act first but Richard never struck her as a man to back down.


    Everyone remained still, nobody made a move as the Wraith darted into Morgan’s shadow.


    “Little brother, can you still fight?” He whispered to his shadow.


    “The light bringer has tired me, brother I can’t I can’t keep together.” Madison calculated could she close the distance. She wasn’t sure and the hesitation cost her the moment.


    “Kill them if anyone moves-” he stopped as a sharp point exited out of his mouth. Morgan dropped as Boss plucked Nora up and jumped off the ship and onto the Eagle.


    “Brother!” The Wraith screamed breaking everyone out of the sudden shock of seeing the Pirate Lord’s lifeless body sprawled on the deck. “Brother!” Screamed the Wraith as it seemed to have found its own life.


    “This more like what I expected,” Lagertha admitted as Madison followed the crowd,


    “Richard we are clear!” Boss shouted as the Eagle shot away as the Wraith grew to the size of a three-story building.


    The Eagle moved fast enough to keep out of reach of the Wraith as it grew claws and teeth longer than spears.


    Nora clung to her father’s wheelchair. She wasn’t alone Nobody seemed brave enough to truly move without something to hold onto.


    “What are you doing?” Boss shouted,


    “Putting some distance between us and the city, you want cannons going off with so many bystanders?” Richard glanced back with ocean the Eagle took a sharp turn as canons opened fire. The canonballs sadly seemed to pass through them. “Shit!” Richard cursed as the main mast was shattered. “I just got it back!” Richard roared in fury as the ropes of the ship rangled the falling object preventing anyone from being crushed.


    “Sister!” Nora shouted as she waved at her to come over. The Eagle didn’t stop moving as she had to cling to the rig and move around crew from both ships as everyone was equally freaked out.


    “What!” Madison shouted whatever was going on had better be worth it.


    “Dad needs to talk to you!” She shouted as Madison winced at the ship was knocked into as a few men went flying as the ropes caught them mid-flight as the Eagle changed directions.


    “This is awesome!” Richard laughed, as Sam and Nashton cling to the railing as everyone was looking at the captain as he had a look of pure glee on his face even as the Eagle was knocked into again.


    “Here,” he pushed pulse into her hand. Madison wanted to decline.


    “Fuck the formalities damn it and kill this thing!” Boss shout as the three relatives jumped at the hostile shouting as the main mast cracked back into place.


    “Ahh!” Madison swung the blade as the ark connected she suddenly felt a little tired as her sister grabbed on to help steady her.


    The Wraith lost an arm as the whispy limb dissipated. The ship erupted as Richard turned the Eagle to ram into the Wraith. The vengeful spirit roared a most inhuman cry as it charged as well.


    The ship skimmed the side bring the Wraith in close as Madison swung the boat circled taking a sharp turn for a second pass.


    But it wasn’t needed the Wrath cry diminished as the full body slowly evaporated as the sun slowly started to set in the distance. The Eagle slowed down as Everyone cheered,


    “So are we supposed to go back to killing each other?” Tray pointed out as everyone kinda looked at each other.


    “Anyone who surrenders peacefully will get a full pardon,” Lord Stronglance cut in. The remains of Morgan’s fighting force surrendered.


    “Don’t look so disappointed Boss,” Richard consoled as a good chuckle erupted from the crew some more awkward than others.


  




  

    Chapter 73



    The warp up was quick, Nora and Madison escorted her father back home as Richard explained what happened. He needed a cane to help him along but it seemed that he almost back to normal. Jill sniffed around the road back.



    “Well even with your mom’s statement the Queen still couldn’t comprehend one of her favorites was a spy. So I, your mom convinced her to let them test the theory. We intercepted the normal guests and filled in the seats where I would goad him into the truth.” Richard explained as if discussing the weather.


    “So how did he get your sword?” Madison pointed at Talon.


    “Well, it was a trap he knew we would break out so he bought a large force from the thieves guild.” Richard explained, “Well the thing is criminals are always up for more money. I promised to double his pay, it took some convincing from your mom but he wanted something personal. So my sword he may have bloodied it and sold it for more cash.”


    “You didn’t actually pay him, did you,” Nora frowned at him.


    “I am a man of my word, I paid him off cost a pretty penny.” Richard looked almost affronted at the idea of not fulfilling his promise. “I wouldn’t worry about it, they were finned badly they were breaking a lot of laws they lost every coin on them and were forced to disperse with the leader being arrested.” He shrugged, “but that was the Queen’s men I made no promises that he would keep it.”


    Nora gave a slight giggle at the idea, “Madison, I am going to need to talk to you soon,” he pulled out an envelope with the royal seal on before placing back into his coat.


    “Oh, that’s not good,” Madison thought, the queen didn’t normally make requests of individuals.


    The group lingered in the drawing Room as Nora moved to leave but she paused. Despite the blood on her wedding dress, she has Richard a quick peck on the check. “Thank you,” he blushed as he gave a cough as he was given a Look by the two relations in the room.


    Richard handed the letter to Madison as he leaned against the wall his expression as unreadable as ever.


    Her mind went back, Richard one of many people that were dragged in. Richard had no facial hair then, he had shorter hair and unlike most of Richard’s eyes where the only thing that showed fear his body was seemingly relaxed if a bit on the chubby side.


    He stuck by another man who was much for fit, tattooed and dark haired. Madison recalled that the man she later found out was the father of two half-siblings.


    “Madison the letter,” Richard interrupted her from her memories.


    “Oh, that explains it,” she read over the letter was short.


    Dear, Stronglance


    I fear the loyalty of an Earl they have acquired a large amount of property and has been interacting with more aggressive and younger nations from the North. I need some token to make sure the Earl of North point Lord Archie. I would appreciate no violence and hope to see his Daughter Petunia Archie soon and in good form.


    Her Majesty Queen Ann


    “A kidnapping,” Madison summed up as she passed the letter to her dad.


    He placed the sword to the side, as he inspected the paper. Richard remained neutral as her father sighed and handed it back.


    “I don’t like it but this is for the betterment of the nation.” He reasoned, Madison nodded slowly but more firmly as she looked at Richard but he simply shrugged.


    “She requested some extra supervision as well, I don’t know who else you would trust to go along,” Richard recalled.


    “Take Audwine with you, he can help sadly since he lost his job he has some free time.” Stronglance insisted,


    “I am not sure where he is, after we got everything settled things are odd, I think I need to be back on deck we can leave when you are ready,”


    Richard walked off as Jill patted along after him. “What an odd man,” her father commented,


    “In What way?” Madison asked she looked at him.


    “I have found what he is like depending on who you ask. Audwine considered a man of honor and discipline. Your mother said he was laid back and charming if not a little crude. From what I have seen he seems to be an adrenaline junky, not a bad think for the line of work he is taking on.” He frowned,


    “Something about Richard bothering you?” Madison could tell her father had something on his mind.


    “No, Richard himself is not an issue. I just wish you could stay here a bit longer, but I doubt the man gained such a ship with out the impulse to use it.” He smiled sadly.


    Madison headed out she moved to the Eagle for some reason the castle didn’t feel safe. She headed down only to here Richard talking. He was at a bar, he had a hip flask that he had taken a swig from it.


    “So how did you get so far with out a chair, Mr. Reeves.


    “Some children playing a nasty prank,” Mr. Reeves waved off, as Richard shrugged as Madison walked in. The man Richard was talking to was a dark-skinned individual with short curled hair and had a blanket over his legs that looked like it was amazing quality.


    “Madison I was hoping for Lagertha she is out hunting for this gentleman’s chair.” He smiled,


    “Dame Madison what a surprise,” He seemed to struggle to move more than a little Madison felt uncomfortable as the man slowly moved his hand to give a shake. He looked at the shield she had on with a fondness before he turned back to Richard.


    “I appreciate the company but I don’t want to bother you two.” He waved them off.


    “You sure?” Richard frowned in concern for the man.


    “Yes I am expected and I doubt my old friend will be leaving for long.” He admitted with a smile far larger than one would think of such a man.


    Richard stood up as he passed some coins to the bar man despite not having a cup in front of him. “So what was that all about?” Madison asked as Richard spotted Lagertha as he waved at her.


    “No luck I couldn’t find anything,” She admitted her blonde wig bouncing as she came to a stop.


    “Bummer what an odd man,” lee glanced back,


    “I would say so he screamed when he first saw you,” Lagertha agreed as she glanced back. Jill padded along in front of them as they walked slowly.


    “Odd fellow, something about him seems off,” Richard agreed.


    “Think it might be the Mage in disguise?” Madison teased.


    “Possibly, the Mage has been known to do it, taking on appearances is a common folk story.”


    “How weird,” Lagertha frowned as they walked along.


    “Not really, if you can’t do something to help you empower others to help. If you can’t give time you give money,” Richard shrugged


    “I don’t like this idea kidnaping person,” Lagertha spoke up as they hit the docks.


    “Me either, but it’s part of the deal, for now, we will keep going, see if this is worth the effort. Or until I can justify this,” Richard frowned


    “We are simply doing what is best for our the home land,” Madison frowned at the pair,


    “What’s good for the country is not always good for the individuals inside the country itself,” Richard shrugged as Madison studied the shorter man.


    “That doesn’t sound very patriotic,” She chided as Richard turned walking backward as he returned her expression.


    “I never told you how close you were to being rescued. It had been about five mounts in I had been sent into the Kitchen when we spotted a Britannia flag on a distant ship. Brendan struck colors and we attacked we where bored and I tried to surrender as soon as we clashed I was called a liar and was almost run through.” Richard glanced behind himself to avoid a pot hole.


    “One bad event hardly makes it no longer worth being patriotic,” Madison raised an eyebrow at him.


    “You know what this is right?” Richard whipped out the letter. “This is to lock me in, first it will be this nation then Frankia, then Forge, each time I strike against another flag it limits my options and your father knows it,” Richard explained before he slipped it back in.


    “So why do it?” Madison shot back, you don’t have to play the game, heck you came her asking for a job.” She reminded,


    “Just on the off chance this is true. Do you know how many lives could be saved if we prevent one war?” Richard grinned, “hundreds of thousands. That’s reason enough to inconvenience one princess wouldn’t you say?” He looked at Spark as she blinked at the sudden turn.


    “Makes sense, still don’t like it.” Spark frowned, as Richard nodded in agreement.


    “Me either, to be honest, I am not sure but if I back out Madison I’ll at least bring you back here. You have my word on that.” He stopped before the gangplank of the Golden Eagle.


    “Who could ask for more?” Madison shrugged as she walked past him.


    “Do you really think one person could stop a war.” Spark asked Richard as Madison paused to look at them


    “Yes, not that it makes much difference women don’t have to many opinions to a princess we are more or less taking her from one golden cage to another.” Richard shrugged


    “How morbid,” Spark commented,


    “Beats the alternative, we live in a man’s world sadly were any dumb bastard can make a life but only the best and the brightest of woman have a prayer, unless your the queen.” He added the last exception. “Also couple words of advice Quartermaster…” he hooked an arm around her shoulder.


    “Do they really think that would work?” Spark glanced at Richard,


    “Look I am just covering all my bases we may have brave men we don’t necessarily have the brightest.” Richard chuckled as Madison lingered on the deck. She watched the two part ways as she decided to look for Audwine.


    She made a pass on the upper decks only for a loud noise to break her concentration. “I think that’s everything,” Tin glanced over as Madison noticed a small group with a large cart filled with supplies pulled by a donkey.


    “What’s all this stuff?” She asked,


    “Personal stuff we just locked up the safe house and get this all the work that was done on some of the old places we gave away to those who got displaced in the fire. Nobody laid claim to them so we technically owned them.” Tin grinned, “everything left at the safe house was generic gear so all we had to worry about personal stuff.”


    “I wonder who owns some of this stuff?” Nashton frowned as he tossed a flat cap into the air only for York to nab it out the air and put it back on his head.


    “So saying goodbye?” Boss commented as he walked forward,


    “Nope, I got another job that requires me to go along for at least one more adventure with you Rouges,” she smiled,


    “So another job already good,” James appeared on deck. “Me and my brother are going to take are leave after this next one.” He announced,


    “One more willing than the other,” James muttered but his older brother didn’t seem to here him.


    “Well that’s a bummer,” Boss frowned as they started to pass the supplies up on deck.


    Pleasantries were passed as two sailors walked past them Madison paused mid-conversation. Boss makes bed close by as the pair headed towards the door towards the Captain and Mates quarters. The two glanced at each other. As Boss moved after them matched by Madison and followed by the rest followed,


    The two were not in the best disguises as the twins tried to wrench the door open. “I don’t get it the picks broke, why won’t this door open,” muttered one as the tried to force the door open. “This is just sad, I mean come on,” Boss startled the pair.


    “Parlay,” they both said, “we got business with the Captain.” One pulled out a small black glass ball.


    “Is that supposed to me mean something?” Tin raised an eyebrow as he looked at the orb then back at the holder.


    “Right, these usually don’t get brought to people who are not pirate Lords. It only works if the designated recipient holds it.” She sighed, “Look I am just the messenger,” Davina sighed,


    “Go get Laurella just to be safe,” Boss pushes passed the pair and with a thumb on his weapon as he knocked on the door. “Richard I know your awake open the door,” Boss insisted.


    “Well, I guess I can open the door,” Richard headed around the corner,


    “Your not in your quarters?” Tin observed,


    “I was contemplating getting a secretary I had to pass out the mount ha paychecks.” Richard shrugged as he spotted the twins. “I wondered when you to would show up.” Richard frowned with a deep sigh.


    The door sprung open, he walked in as Richard sat down at his desk as everyone kept standing as they waited.


    “Here,” Davina set the black orb on his table.


    “Okay, What is it?” Richard glanced at her, then at the orb.


    “Oh do this where the insanely in-depth information ends, of course,” Davina looked even more annoyed as she grabbed Richard’s wrist and shoved the ball into his hand.


    “Oh shit!” Richard dropped the orb as Boss grabbed Darcy ready to kill as Madison pulled Davina back a knife at her neck as the orb disintegrated and took on the form of a man with a big bearded and seemed to glow as if the man was made of ash. The figure dropped off the table and grew to the full imposing height of Blackbeard.


    “Huh, well I think this is pretty scary,” Richard chuckled, “Well, Ed it’s nice to see you again what’s it been fourteen years?” Richard asked who visibly and slowly relaxed.


    “So we have met but I don’t remember you,” Blackbeard stroked his ash beard.


    “Well, much smaller and I was about ten,” Richard admitted.


    “Haha, if it was a snake it would have bit me,” he laughed as his voice filled the room but everyone was confused except the twins.


    “Little Richard the one that walked away. The coward finally grew some balls.” The mocking words seemed to not bother Richard.


    “I had forgotten about that, feels like a lifetime ago,” Darcy admitted,


    “What did you think I didn’t kill you out of the goodness of my heart?” Richard frowned at the younger twin.


    “This missing children,” Madison snapped her fingers in realization.


    “Looks like someone’s been snooping,” Blackbeard eyes her for the first time. “The Dame right I forgot what happened to you, we were supposed to sell you back, but I guess that got lost in the shuffle.” He turned back to Richard.


    “Missing Children?” Tin asked,


    “On a ship that was on its way back to Britannia twenty one children went missing on an island in the archipelago. Richard was the only one they found.” Madison explained,


    “Well that’s now gonna be public knowledge,” Richard grumpily commented.


    “Good times, what the hell, I was a teacher back in those days and I ended up stumbling on an old Mage base storage from the second war. I found myself with a group young kids who were all to willing to take control of there life,” Blackbeard chuckled, “to create a world were people can choice there own destiny. Rather than being born and stuck in family jobs be it King or shit slinger.” The red ember-like eyes glanced at Madison as she surprised a shiver as the odd individual stood at the edge of the desk.


    “Can you get to the point?” Richard rubbed a temple, “I would like to get some sleep.


    “Fair enough, I am here to kill you,” he said with a smile.


    “Parlay,” Richard pointed to the twins,


    “I would say it’s a fair trade,” Blackbeard shrugged as a mass off ask and ember suddenly engulfed Richard who went wide-eyed at the sudden end to pleasantries.


    “Richard!” Was the universal shout as the blonde man vanished in the smoke. Tin tried to tackle but passed through the figure slamming into the desk. Boss watch Tin fall coughing as he moved away as the cabin was filled with ash as The figure slowly diminished. As the ash and ember slowly stopped and settled Richard coughed as Tin got up sporting burns from the brief moment of contact.


    “How unpleasant,” Richard opened up the windows as he took in a breath of fresh air as he looked like he had been used to clean a chimney.


    “Well that complicates things,” Blackbeard was now shrunk down to the side of the orb. “Seems my suspicions were right you took on some ability from Brendan. I figured this was possible I had hoped you would be the next Morgan.”


    “In what way another foolish dog you can sick at your leisure?” Richard frowned as he tried to clean himself up.


    “Morgan is hardly my idea Lord, he was already one, he stole it from you but I know now such an event is impossible. Watch you back Coward,” his voice depended as the form turned into a pile of dust on Richard’s desk.


    “Well, so I am fire proof, good to know,” Richard chuckled nervously as the unshakable Captain suddenly started to giggle nervously, as he suddenly laughed.


    “Son a bitch,” Davina cursed as Richard glanced over at them.


    “Oh right, I forgot about you two, throw em out,” Richard waved them off.


    “They just delivered a good weapon and your just letting them go?” Boss all but shouted at Richard.


    “Yeah let’s start shootings messengers, they are under the agreement of Party. I am not going to cheapen my word by killing them. After they leave the ship they have five minutes, then next time we see them it’s fair game.” Richard pulled out a rag as he cleaned up his face.


    “We should clean this up this is our fault,” Davina blurted our,


    “What,” was almost simultaneously echoed by everyone. Darcy was giving her older sister a hard look but what ever the pair were trying to communicate Richard interrupted.


    “Fine, what ever!” He tossed his hands I need a bath. He headed out of the room as Madison glanced as everyone seemed stunned at Richard’s willingness to allow them there time.


    Madison chased after him. “Richard Look I am all up for some chivalry but what the hell, how many assassination attempts do they need to preform before you deal with this issue,” she criticized.


    “Especially considering they all but escorted me to the gallows,” Stephano interrupted as he frowned at the Captain.


    “Yep and on the list of people who have tied to kill me you would be on that list as well. So but out on who I decide lives and dies for past transactions.” Richard shut down.


    The man blinked as Richard headed out. “Besides I know what Davina is doing she is buying time to think and saying her options.” He found a barrel of cold water and taking a bucket full he set on the rail and started to clean himself up.


    “Look the island was a free for what happened there can’t be held against anyone. Out here it’s different they,”


    “Haven’t succeeded in killing a single person. We killed more of our own men on accident then they did intentionally.” Richard stripped of his coat.


    “Not for lack of trying,” Madison argued,


    “If we all got points for trying we would all be a bit richer and a lot lazier. I am not going to break my word and I am not killing anyone unless they are actively trying to kill me.” Richard held firm.


    “I might as well be talking to a brick wall.” Madison jumped as her hands flew up in frustration.


    “What’s your angle?” Laurella spoke up,


    “Some ones paying attention.” Richard smirked as the doctor made her self known. “Knowledge is power and this is game of high stakes just like every gamble so far. He smirked, as he cleaned up his coat.


    “You play a dangerous game,” Madison shook her head as Richard let out a laugh at the comment.


    “Let’s see if this pays off.” Laurella frowned at him.


  




  

    Chapter 74



    Halfway across the ocean a mass of ships slowly crossed. A massive black cloud of ash glowing with Embers. The crews of the navel vessels soon spotted this oddly long border it closed inas a massive cloud of the ash obscured the horizon in front of them. The embers slowly billowed over the salt water as small fires started to erupt around the bottom. The ships tried to turn and escape as the crew panicked trying to repair the damage and put out the fires as the ships burned and slowly sunk into the ocean. Long black chains erupted from the large cloud as a massive ship outline could be seen. The chains dig into the lead ship as the cold clicking slowly dragged the ship in. The Queen Ann’s revenge revealed itself shadowing the ship as the captain dropped down onto the shrinking ship as a poor crewmen in his panic rain into the man.



    The figure took a step back and slowly looked up into the visage a black reign of black smoke with two cruel eyes looking down at him. A thick hand grabbed the neck hoisting the man up to eye level as the man tried to break free as he swung his feet and legs desperately as the smoke slowly enveloped him. “AHHHH!” The scream picked up as the rest of the panicked crew stopped only to see a charred skeleton drop and shatter to dust on the deck. The crew jumped ship despite many not knowing How twin the figure was feared to the point that such logical concerns gave way to unbridled panic.


    “It’s odd for you to move against the navy,” a young man dropped down next to the ashy figure as the cloud slowly dissipated.


    “I had a bit of a scare, Mr. One it seems an old specter from our mutual past has decided to act against us.” Blackbeard brushed the ash of his thick black coat he inspected his stoned rings before he looked over the damage. Everything was burning or swallowed up by the ocean.


    “Every navel power on the planet, is set against your ambitions. How could anyone act against you?” One glanced at him in concern. One was a odd figure he wore a leather vest and dark pants and boots and cross between a pirate and a butler took a second to clean up the ash that lingered.


    “Well I sent an ash clone to deal with. Oddly he seemed to shake off the burning so effectively that I might as well covered him in coal dust. The ship seems as burnable as well I had to make sure my powers were not diminished.


    “Well I think a personal immunity seems more likely as you powers are no less impressive than the first day you saw fit to unleash them.” The sight before them was hard to argue as were a fleet once was the ocean was black with ash and chocked with the remains of masts and small chunks off hull that been doused is just enough water to prevent from burning.


    “I thank you my oldest companion for your praise and diligence. But this one seemed to have perfectly armed to survive any direct threats I may throw.” He stroked his beard as he grabbed the chains and headed back to his ship Mr. One close behind.


    The massive ship was more of a moving fortress and thanks to the massive additions deceptively fast. “If you want I will hunt him down and slit his throat.” Mr. One volunteered.


    “No, not this one, I have someone in mind who should be perfectly equipped to deal with him. In the mean time inform the rest of the Lords and hopefuls it be best to avoid him for the time being. The last thing we need is him getting any more experience in fighting Lords I wouldn’t look good if we started to fall apart now.”


    “As you wish, would you rather I clean up the tree?” Mr. One asked


    “Hmm, that would be unwise for now just keep an eye on the tree see if there is anything we can use to dissuade Richard in the future.” Black beard allowed as he dismissed his first mate the vested man bowed before he set off.


    Cannon fire echoed in the distance. Richard glanced back along the large river he was walking down he had long since lost the ability to see his ship. It was frustrating to have to part with it again but the Eagle was far to eye catching to bring along for this operation.


    “So monster hunting not exactly what I expected to be doing,” Tray commented as he shifted his armor. Richard smirked as he glanced back at him.


    “Well we only are doing enough to get a reputation for it. We need to accumulate knowledge a lot of these new kingdoms that pop up keep their capitals well guarded and the royal families are well hidden.”


    “Of course another long job why can’t we hunt for treasure not ridged royalty?” James asked,


    “Buried treasure is an old wives tail,” Nathan rolled his eyes.


    “Is it always like this? I am use to my travels and work being less talkative.” Audwine glanced at Richard.


    “Maybe your men were not as comfortable with you. Then again I don’t really bother enforcing professionalism.” Richard glanced back.


    “Little late for that,” Madison chuckled as the ground started to rumble beneath there feet.


    “What are we looking at?” Richard shouted as three shadowed figures dressed in green leaped onto a nearby tree as Stephano pulled down his mask.


    “Ogre about eight foot probably a few years before adulthood hood.”


    “Ugly fucker,” Davina commented as Stefano glared back. “What?”


    “What part of being stealthy is so difficult we are on duty, so keep your gob shut.” He hissed, she rolled her eyes. “No wonder you couldn’t kill anybody. I might be spending most of this trip getting these to back up to speed.” He muttered,


    “Just try not to get yourself killed. Let’s go we got an Ogre to deal with.” Richard followed the sound of thunder in the distance as he checked his pistols the trees were forced a part as a giant grey blob of flesh parted the trees “Check your ears and spread out.” He took aim and fired his first shot.
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