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For Jim- I’d never throw you in the
brig.






“Manipulation is the salt
upon the dish of success.”

- Overlord Greed, Second Lord of
Whihelmish







Chapter 1: The Mist
Rises






The sun has set, and while
many of Lady Nocturna’s crew are resting soundly, midshipman
Dunklestein, jobber Colette, and the captain… The Captain, finish a game of wits and
luck.

With a scaled, greyish-blue hand,
Dunklestein lays his cards. “Pair of fives, pair of twos. I’ll see
you barnacles beat that,” he says with a wide, sharp
grin.

Colette gently scans over to Dunk’s
hand, and then over to the Captain. She clears her throat and lays
down her own. “Three of a kind,” she says with a smirk, displaying
her trio of kings.

“No!” Dunk leans over and
spitefully looks at her cards. “I can’t believe it! Not
again!”

“Don’t you wish you were
good at poker?” Colette asks as she reaches for the
chips.

The Captain, lurched over and
unmoving, scoffs. “Not quite yet, my little crepe. I have the
winning hand this night,” The Captain says as he lays down his
cards. “Look upon defeat, shipmen! A joker, a one, a two, a three,
and the instruction card. The priceless flush!”

The other two groan in defeat and
shell over the entirety of the pile, eighty percent of the game’s
chips, over to The Captain. As Dunklestein speaks up, a spited
Colette begins looking under the table.

“You’re way too good at
this game, Cap,” Dunks says with a growl, “You always win with that
flush- I’ve been playing cards since I was just a little kip, but
I’ve never seen anyone but you win with that hand.”

“Well, my dear Dunklestein,
that is simply because I am the best in the world at cards, and
stopped losing once I-”

Still peeking under the table, Colette
lets loose a gleed laugh. She peeks up with a long, sly smirk.
“Once you started cheating!” She says with a victorious tone of
powerful accusation.

The Captain readjusts his large, round
glasses and leans back a bit. “Why, dearest Colette, whatever could
you mean?”

She squints a hazel eye at
The Captain. “Finally, I figured it out. You made up that hand and have been
inserting those two into your hand at the end of the
game!”

The bandages around The Captain’s
mouth arch up a bit; he’s smiling. “Oh? Could you have some sort of
proof?”

With a snap of the leg she scrapes two
cards from below The Captain’s chair, and strikes up two cards, a
seven and a five. “These yours?” she asks, winning a shocked,
stricken expression from Dunks.

“C-captain! I trusted you!”
Dunks the half-shark says, covering his eyes in the painful
realization that The Captain’s a cheat.

The Captain leans back a bit more.
“Yes- they are, and I switched them out when it was most convenient
to me.”

“How does it feel, then,”
Colette asks, “knowing that you didn’t deserve to win?!”

The Captain’s smile widens a tad.
“Rather, my muffin, would you mind telling me since when was poker
a game in which cheating was not part of the rules, and instead of
accusing me of doing wrong, why are you not instead asking why you
both did not cheat as well?”

Colette’s expression is
dumbfounded. “Because it’s wrong!”

“What it is, is a higher level of playing.
If you were more resourceful you would realize that poker, much
like life, is many games in one. The one that all can see and
understand, and the one that is played under the table.”

Colette squints and points her nose
up. “Except by playing the game you’ve agreed not to
cheat!”

The Captain turns his head down.
“Really? What made you think that? Sounds like a dangerous rule to
me if you’re hoping to win. You must be willing to put aside
anything for your goal.”

“So you’re saying that a
good Captain’s a cheater?”

The Captain flips a chip about his
fingers lazily. “If that’s what it takes. Certainly, morals are
useful for a safe society, but people of command must bear the
burden of being able to make the decisions others
cannot.”

“Captain?” Colette
says.

“Yes?” Captain
says.

“That is a
total load of
b-”

The room turns and tilts violently,
throwing the three from the chair, and leaving Colette and Dunks in
an unfortunate pile with the chairs and cards. Hanging on one of
the room’s turbulence handles is The Captain, holding the heavy
table from crashing into the two as well. The ship’s alarm sounds
and sailors roused from their sleep dash out to check the damages.
The mist is the thickest The Captain’s seen in years, and there’s a
distinctly arcane feeling in the air.

The Captain sighs as the ship rights
itself. “How very unpleasant. I wonder what that could have been,”
he says as he steps out onto deck. Colette and Dunks join him
shortly after.

“Sir!” An anglerfish
seasort says, firing off a jaunty salute to The Captain.

“Engineer Luisoix. Damage
report.”

“There’s fighting in the
helm! We were redirected into a rock!” He says, his bobbing head
light shining brightly.

The Captain turns around to the helm.
“Dunklestein, Colette- let’s go.”

The three step up a flight of stairs
to the helm room and the Captain reaches for the knob. At the
touch, a shockingly-fast, grey figure bursts through the reinforced
glass, and rushes down the stairs. The Captain is hot on the figure
with Dunks right behind them. Colette takes a moment to feel for
the new revolver at her side. The figure leaps into the blankets of
rolling mist, and leaps out from the opposite direction, catching
The Captain off guard and delivering a devastating kick to his
back. The Captain turns to grasp the figure, but in the same
instant the figure leaps off him, and again to the opposite side.
At a speed Dunks can barely see, let alone react to, The Captain
and the mist-walking figure exchange vicious, lightning strikes
between one another, but The Captain’s hits are too slow, and the
figure’s are too weak. They trade consistently as other sailors
join the brawl, but each one that comes forward receives a quick,
mist-driven boot to the face from the figure.

As the two fire off
scathing, powerful punches and kicks, the blond jobber takes aim.
She draws a deep breath, rests one hand over her wrist, and pulls
back the hammer. Watching The Captain struggle against the
mist-walker, she can hear his voice: “Remember, little bun, when
you draw the gun, it is not taking out a weapon, so much as it is a
statement to your crew that the one you point it at
shall be hit. It is an
authoritative declaration of your position as captain, and a
reassurance of the crew’s security. It is a simple rule: if you
miss, you are not really the captain of the situation at hand, and
thus not the true captain of your crew. Do not leave it up to
fate.” His words ringing in her head, she pulls the trigger, and
marks the Captain in his shoulder, missing her mark by only a half
second. A strange, black-powder like substance leaks from The
Captain’s wound, small, bead-like orbs of fantastical
soot.

The Captain, giving no reservation to
the pain, continues fighting, and Colette gets over her failure.
The Captain isn’t reacting to her screw up, so neither will she.
She takes aim, the crew watching, and even the elusive chef
creaking open the kitchen door to take a look. With another click,
she fires again and hits the misty assailant in the forearm. The
figure smashed into the floor, realizes that its been shot, and
then swipes the nearest person that looks like they would be easy
to pick up. Amidst the chaos, young jobber and best friend of
Colette, Grancis Vereyrty, is the one grabbed. Her frying pan falls
to the side as the figure takes her up and leaps off the ship into
the dark and the mist.

“Colette!” she screams in
the shrouding fog, her voice fading quickly to silence.

“Gran! You dumbass!”
Colette screams off the port bow, staring blindly into the mist.
With a deep breath, she places the gun back in her holster,
exhales, and goes up to The Captain, standing straight as he
usually does. “We gotta get her back!”

Dunks gets to his feet, rubbing his
head. “Damn, that dude was fast!”

The Captain nods. “Indeed, though we
cannot very well pursue with the Nocturna, her hull having been
breached, we’ll have to send a small party across as the others
work on repairs.”

Colette sighs. “But, Captain! The
Nocturna’s fine with a few holes, its not like its
sinkable!”

“Only because we have
maintained her so well. You don’t really believe that tall tale
that the ship’s alive, do you?” The Captain raises a brow under his
bandages as a couple of crew mates sweep up the black powder and
return it to him.

Another sigh. “You honestly believe
I’d think otherwise? Come on, do you really think just three folks
could take that thing? We need the cannons!”

“We certainly do not need
the cannons, dear bagel with cream. If you have any doubts, you can
join me on the away trip. You missed one shot, but you hit with the
other, marked improvement considering the speed of your
target.”

Colette looks to the mists of the port
bow as they fade into a clear, starry night. She shrugs. “Thanks,
but I didn’t slow it down much.”

The Captain draws back. “I gave you a
compliment. I suggest you receive it properly, miss
Ketiere.”

Colette Ketiere takes a
deep breath, and nods in submission. “Wow, thanks Captain. I’ve gotten better but
shot you.”

“You shouldn’t let that
discourage you. Now enough of your warbling and let’s get our third
and be on our way. Jim-”

Jim, his malefic tattoo sticking out
and shifting on his arm, struts happily over. “Alright! Reporting
for dut-”

“Sir! You cannot be
serious!” Colette quickly cuts Jim off.

The Captain hums. “About bringing him
along? Of course I am.”

“But last time he almost
killed us, twice!”

The Captain is silent a moment. “Did
he really come with us on that expedition for that witching
book?”

“Yes!”

Another pause from The Captain as he
presses the rest of the black something back into his shoulder.
“Ahh yes, I suppose he did. I truly was not expecting him to tie us
up like that. Mr. Masthaven.”

Jim Masthaven winces. “C-come on, sir!
That wasn’t me! It was the other me!”

“Which can emerge at any
time. I think you actually would be better off waiting on the
ship.”

“Sir!”

“Unconscious in the brig.”
With a snap of The Captain’s fingers a group of sailors run up and
beat the ever-sailing crap out of Jim. The Captain watches the
out-cold Jim get carried off with a smirk as Colette looks on in
shock.

“C-Captain what the
hell!”

“I would remind you not to
use such foul language, after all that deck hand’s had it
coming.”

“Captain, Jim’s your
son!”

There’s another silence. “No that’s
ridiculous… I think,” The Captain says, taking a flask out from his
coat pocket and downing a gulp. Colette just stares at him
dumbfoundedly as he goes on: “Now then, the other person… I think
Boris would be the most sensible choice.”

Colette spreads her hands
out in confusion and emotion as if expecting a lightning strike to
take her. “What?! The cook? Boris the cook?
The creepy dude that Gran has to suffer with and
test all his weird dishes?!”

The Captain, hands behind his back in
uniform professionalism, nods. “Absolutely. He’s the one for this
operation,” he says. The Captain turns to the creaked open kitchen
door. “Mr. Boris, your apprentice chef has been captured. You will
accompany us on the expedition to retrieve her.”

As Boris, a giant lobster
seasort with an apron and a chef’s hat, bursts from his lair,
Colette waves her hands in spite and confusion.
“Why?! Please don’t
take him with us! He’s… he’s-”

“I AM OF THE SAVING!” Boris
exclaims, both human-sized claws clapping with righteous
indignation.

The Captain nods. “Boris, while
territorial and eccentric, is a valued member of our crew. Besides,
he has her scent memorized, he’ll be perfect at tracking her
down.”

“He thought she was food
the first time they met. He was asking you if you had a cut chart
of her.”

The Captain shrugs. “A simple mistake.
Besides, that’s usually what I mean when I tell him to ‘take care’
of someone.”

Colette, again with a dumbfounded look
on her face, is quickly hugged by Boris, who also hugs The Captain.
“I AM OF THE READY! MUCH SAVING OF THE ASSISTANT, YES?”

The Captain nods. “That’s right,
Boris. Enough praddle-tallying. Let’s be on our way.”

The Captain, chef Boris, previously
known as “Tyrant-Butcher of the Waves” Boris, and a huffy Miss
Ketiere step into the four-man shore-boat. Boris is the size of
three people, so The Captain and Colette have to hang on the rim of
the boat as they start up the motor and head off for the only body
of land in view, in the same direction that the figure spirited
away Grancis.












Chapter 2: Whitewave
Cove






An hour later the three are close
enough to the island to make out all the lights:

Before them is a shining town of many
colorful lights nestled in a wide, miles-long cove. The lighthouse
the brightest structure by only a lumen’s worth. Two towering
mansions, both at opposing sides of the cove, flare out their own
lights, one of a light, aquatic blue, and the other of a powerful,
burgundy red.

Colette squints at the glowing port.
“Captain, you know this place?”

The Captain hums as he looks over the
lights, his glasses mixing the yellow, red and blue colors into a
colorful sheen. “I haven’t. I’ve been to many ports, but not this
one.”

Colette scoffs. “But knowing you, you
probably forgot.”

The Captain accidentally pushes
Colette off the boat. “Oh my, Boris, it seems Miss Ketiere fell off
into the freezing midnight waters. We’ll have to turn around and
retrieve her,” The Captain says in a dead serious tone. A few
seconds later, a shivering, cussing Colette is pulled back on
board. She decides she’ll stop bringing up The Captain’s capacity
at thought for now.

“Boris, please warm her
up,” The Captain says bluntly.

“N-no that’s quite
unca-”

“THE WARMING WILL BE ME,
YES?” Boris gurgles as he squeezes her with his bulking red arms.
Of course, Boris being a manner of crustacean, his embrace is less
“warm and soft” and more “spiky and hard”. As they sail for the
island, Colette seriously questions if all this suffering will make
her a more formidable person, and whether or not the world truly
belongs to overlords, monsters, men, and those who have forgone
their sanity in the pursuit of strength.

They dock at the commercial sector and
tie up their ship. A short, official-looking man with a wig steps
up with a pen and ledger in hand. “Good morning. It is twenty sins
to tie the ship for a d-” Once he looked down at the people
climbing up to the dock, however, he sees it is in fact a giant
lobster, a soaking wet woman with a military pistol, and an
official-looking, bandaged captain of a ship of horrors.

“Truly? I would appreciate
it if you were to let us dock here for free until we’ve finished
our business. It was one of your island’s inhabitants that
kidnapped one of our crew-persons, after all,” The Captain says,
towering over the official as he adjusts his glasses. The Captain,
his face angled at the red mansion, gains a deep crimson sheen in
the black contrast of the night.

“Uh… um, yes, please go
right on ahead! I would like a name to put down, though!” The official says, watching
Boris stretch his layered crustacean back.

“The Captain,” The Captain
says, nodding politely to the man and heading down the
dock.

“N-no, sir. Your
name.”

“The Captain.”

“S-… Oh, damn it all!” The
official storms back to his post after writing something very rude
in place of The Captain’s name.

The three walk to a nearby canteen,
open the door, and the musical, lively bar instantly goes
silent.

“Good day, ladies and
gentlemen. We’re searching for the ruler of this port. Would anyone
be willing to help?” The Captain asks with perfect
posture.

A mix of laughter and sighs are heard
among the patrons, and one particularly brawny sailor speaks up.
“You a captain?”

“The Captain,
actually.”

The man gets up from his seat and
approaches the three. He stops just an inch from The Captain’s
face. “You didn’t hear about the travel embargo? You’re probably
one of those hired Kalamest hands.”

The Captain hums in thought.
“Kalamest? I cannot say I’m familiar.”

“Why else would you come to
this gods forsaken sea rock?” The man says, cracking his knuckles
as others join him in the stand.

“One of my hands has been
kidnapped on the deck of our ship. This is the only island for a
hundred in a hundred kilometers- the kidnapper must have taken her
here.”

The men exchange a few glances, and
the front one looks back to The Captain. “This kidnapper. Did it
seem like he could, fly? Teleport, even?”

“Why yes, he seemed to
appear and disappear in the surrounding mist at will.”

Some of the patrons get back to their
seats, and the front man gives a knowing look of sympathy. “Ahh, a
victim of the Kalamests, then.”

The bar slouches into a gloomy aura,
the musicians taking their time, and the patrons intently listening
in.

“What do you mean? Who, or
what are the Kalamests?”

The man shakes his head. “Tell you
what, you buy and I’ll fill you in on the story.”

The Captain nods. “Sounds fair,” he
says as he goes to the man’s table, all seats but his empty, and
sit down. Colette follows along, but Boris is rarely a simple
person to take along.

“ARE WE OF THE
SITTING?”

“The sitting is of us,” The
Captain says calmly. Boris slams his giant body into a chair,
shattering instantly and sending long splinters into the openings
of his shell.

The Captain nods again and waves over
the waitress. “Excellent, Boris and our friend here will have
something that won’t kill them, but would still be considered
alcoholic. Our female on the other hand will take something fruity
and far less intoxicating; such is the manner of women, of course,”
he says, nodding over to Colette, who is immediately offended that
the waitress doesn’t seem to care.

“As if I couldn’t handle
it,” she says under her breath.

The Captain looks to her. “Oh, could
it be you’re willing to take control of the situation rather than
have me dictate things for you?”

She shakes her head lightly with a
look of confusion. “And just what would that look like,
Captain?”

“Tell me, I haven’t ordered
my drink yet. Are you willing to trade drinks with me? Are you so
confident that you hold your own fate?” The Captain asks, pressing
his glasses to the bridge of his nose.

Colette slams her fist on the table.
“Of course! I can deal with anything!”

“Ahh, color me impressed,
Miss Ketiere. Very well, I’ll have a pint of vinegar,” The Captain
says. Colette’s jaw drops as the waitress slowly puts down the
order, cringing at the thought of the unheard of order.

Colette stares into nothingness.
“W-what? Don’t you drink like… liquor?”

“Only when I don’t have a
job to do. Vinegar keeps my nerves high. I hope you enjoy,” he says
as the waitress turns away. Colette has nothing to say, and instead
looks on blankly as the sailor begins his story.

“Alright you three. For
generations there have been two families that hold the land rights
to about ninety percent of our port: the Ganasteres and the
Kalamests. They’ve been more or less at war against each other the
whole time- usually in the shadows, but this is a whole new level.
Ya’ see, the Kalamests have an heirloom, a powerful witch relic:
The Gauntlet of Mist.” As the man speaks, The Captain lowers his
head in thought. It all sounds so familiar. “At midnight every
night it can be used for one hour, shrouding the user in mist and
making them one with it. For decades the gauntlet’s been largely
unused, until two weeks ago. It all started when the primary heir
of the Ganasteres mysteriously disappeared into the mists of the
night. There was a wide search for him until one morning four days
later. He was nev-”

“Here are you drinks!… and,
vinegar,” the waitress says with an uneven tone, handing out the
drinks and delivering a tall pint of vinegar to Colette. She is
thanked, the three men enjoy their first gulps, and Colette just
takes deep breaths as she composes herself.

“Right, dead. The dude was never found again,
except for a bloody scrap of his clothing found days later. Every
day after that, another piece of clothing belonging to one of the
disappeared people would appear somewhere in town, drenched in
blood. ‘Course, the Kalamests denied having perpetrated the crimes,
but that’s obviously a load of shit. The first victim was a
Ganastere, and the kidnapper hasn’t exactly been subtle about using
those mist powers to kidnap folks… They’re boarded up in their
mansion now- we’ve actually been waiting for ‘em to come out to
bring them to justice, though some folks have tried to break in.
It’s a right fortress that Kalamest estate- barred outside, trapped
inside. You look like some hard sailors tho-”

“Oh gods!” Colette says after taking her
first gulp of vinegar. The Captain swishes the pink drink around in
his hand chipperly as he takes casual, savoring sips.

“You were saying?” The
Captain nods his head.

The man takes a breath of the
salt-scented bar, and nods. “Right. I was thinkin’ if you’re
looking to get your friend back, you might try the Ganastere
estate. I hear they’ve been planning to help the town break into
the Kalamest house- and they need as much muscle as we can get,
especially if the assault takes longer than a day.”

Colette wipes a look of disgust from
her face. “Why just a day?”

The man leans in with a spark in his
eye. “Cuz’ if they know we’re trying to oust them at midnight, the
hour the gauntlet operates, we’ll be in deep shit. The gauntlet
user is fast as a blink, and hits like a truck. Saw a guy pick a
fight with the Kalamest using it to save his wife; he’s still in
the hospital- you got me?”

Colette raises a brow, wondering just
how The Captain could take a full barrage of hits, plus a bullet
through his shoulder, and still be alright the minute after. “I got
ya’.”

The man nods. “Hope that helped you
mates well enough.”

The Captain reaches over and shakes
the man’s hand. “It was perfectly helpful, my good man. We’ll take
up the Gainstare home ne-”

“Ganastere, Cap,” Colette says lightly,
taking deep breaths and nursing off the vinegar slowly.

The Captain nods. “Right, my dear
bialy. So at that I feel it best we keep you on a steady pace to
captain-hood and send you to the Krillesque estate to perform some
reconnaissance; but first you must finish my drink.”

Colette winces. “Uh, but Captain.
Boris hasn’t finished his drink yet! Do you expect me to rush my
cr-”

“DRINK IS OF ME?” Boris
asks, looking surprised.

The Captain nods. “That it is,
Boris.”

The Captain barely finishing his
sentence, Boris slams his head face down into the glass, shattering
completely and sucking up all the delicious moisture and broken
glass. The helpful man and Colette just stare for a moment as Boris
gargles in euphoria. “THE DRINKING IS TO LIKE OF ME!”

“I’m glad you feel that
way, Boris.” The Captain pats Boris on the head, and then turns to
Colette. “Now, Miss Ketiere, if you please,” he says as he gestures
to the pint-glass of vinegar, three/fourths still
remaining.

Colette snuffs out contemptuous air,
takes one more deep breath, and then raises it to her lips. Each
gulp sounds straddled with pain and disgust, as if it were poison,
and the breath she releases once she finishes has all the elements
of a person who nearly drowned, only to reach the salvation of air
at the very last second of consciousness. She presses her hand
firmly against her face in misery, but her lips are curved up in a
smile - she did succeed, even though it cost her a bit of her mind.
Colette looks up seconds later, and sees a rare, almost fatherly
smile on The Captain’s face.

“Well done, Miss Ketiere,”
he says in a voice more tender than his usual. “Now stop wasting
our time and get your ass to the Krillemolest estate,” he says in a
sudden shift of sternness.

Colette nods, gets up from the table
and starts out of the bar with a slight gait, like she’s about to
throw up.

Boris looks to The Captain, his black,
dreamless, crustacean eyes locking on with impunity. “ARE WE OF THE
GOING NOW?”

The Captain nods, ushers up Boris and
gives his goodbye to the helpful man. On the way out The Captain
chuckles under his breath, and says “Drinking vinegar. She really
doesn’t know me at all...”

At that the uniformed Captain and the
towering red fortress of Boris make their way down the rain-soaked
cobble of the cove to the Ganastere estate- glowing red against the
gloomy forest surrounding the town.












Chapter 3: Boris Ends up
Being Useful and Colette has a Less-Vinegary Night






The Captain and Boris step through the
salty, chilly streets just past the midnight hour. They approach
the fortress-like Ganastere estate, and The Captain gives a
sensible tap upon the large steel-enforced wooden doors. A dog
barks in the distance, and the two moons bend slowly through the
sky - no answer.

The Captain gracefully motions Boris
to the door. “Good chap?”

With the force of a battering ram
Boris slams his claw into the door, the sound reverberating out
through the entire town. “WE ARE OF THE BEING HERE. MUCH THANKING
FOR THE OPEN DOORING,” Boris says with a polite, delicate tone-
such a shame only another seasort could come even close to picking
up on that politeness.

A rush of steps approach from the
other end, and the doors shift open via a mechanism to reveal the
lavish interior of the home, and a man pointing a loaded crossbow
right at Boris. “So it’s come to this, ha-” the man stops once he
sees them clearly. He puts aside the weapon. “Terribly sorry. I
thought you were someone else. Who might the two of you be?” The
well-dressed, balding man says with an inquisitive raise of the
brow as he takes up the cup of coffee he has on a side table just
behind the doors.

The Captain steps up. “I’m The
Captain, captain of the M.S. Nocturna. We’ve come t-”

The man, in the shock of realization,
promptly spits his coffee in The Captain’s face, says a very nasty
word and shuts the door. The Captain and Boris listen to the man
lock the door and then frantically pace off somewhere.

“Quite a peculiar fellow,
that one,” The Captain says. Boris nods.

Just before The Captain decides to
give the order to break in and strap everyone inside to tables for
interrogation, the man returns and opens the door with an
apologetic look about him. “Eh, terribly sorry about that. It turns
out the master would quite like to see you,” the embarrassed
servant says, bowing for entry.

“Thank you for the warm
welcome.” The Captain steps in with the gigantic Boris lumbering
behind him on his many, shelled legs.

The two are led through long halls of
gold and rose. Suits of armor, paintings of snooty-looking
ancestors, and trophies of the hunt line the walls on both sides,
providing a much-needed artistic sound for the otherwise silent
hall. They approach a set of fancy doors, and a pair of maids open
them to reveal the office of the current head of the Ganastere
line.

He’s really quite plump, and this
excites Boris more than most people upon seeing a plump
person.

“Why hello there!”
the graying, short-bearded man says between sips of wine. “The
name’s Varr Ganastere.” He presents his hand to The Captain and the
two shake hands. “How can I help the prestigious Captain this fine
evening?”

The Captain adjusts his cap to perfect
straightness- a sure sign he’s been successfully flattered. “Well,
your legacy, we wanted to look into the disappearance of one of our
crew members- captured by an assailant made of mist, it
appeared.”

Varr squints an eye. “I suppose you’ve
heard of the recent upsets with the Kalamests, then?”

The Captain nods as Boris starts
smelling the air. “We have. I suppose it was not misinformation
that they’ve been suspected with the kidnappings, and have not
dealt with the matter publicly?” The Captain asks, looking about
the room to spot paintings, whitewood furnishing, and an old
grandfather clock.

“I am of the smelling,”
Boris states in a tone he considers a whisper, but in fact is a
bold decibel to any common ear.

The old, red-cheeked Varr laughs.
“It’s quite true; and by all means my friend, go to the kitchen if
you’re hungry. Is it true, dear Captain, that this is the one and
only Boris?”

The Captain shoos Boris away, and
turns back to Varr as the giant lobster seasort lumbers away on his
massive bright red legs. “He is. I suppose you’ve heard the
rumors?”

“That you were betrayed by
the Duke of Whales and abandoned in that Vuru forsaken
reef?”

The Captain helps himself to a chair
and kicks his leg up upon the other. “That’s right.”

Varr draws back in repose
as he takes another sip. “Oh my. I’ve heard stories- I’m just
shocked they were true. I must apologize for my doorman’s rude
demeanor earlier. A man o-… commander of your caliber would of
course have all sorts of distasteful rumors surrounding him. I am
curious though, if I may pry.”

The Captain switches legs. “You may
not.”

A breeze blows outside, whistling
through the window, and then Varr laughs. “O-of course! Pardon me!
Straight to business, then.”

The Captain nods. “Thank you. Are you
certain that the kidnappings were by the Kalamests?”

Varr nods back, his
eyebrows raised in a drunken attempt at composure. “Well, as there
is only one gauntlet of mist, it is either them that have been doing it,
or someone that stole it.”

The Captain caresses his bandaged
chin. “I see. And you’re planning an assault on their
manor?”

“It seems we have no choice
in the matter. They refuse to discuss what’s been going on, and so
we, with the townspeople’s help, must act in their stead. We could
use some stalwart sea-folk like Boris and yourself. What say you.
Will you help us?”

The Owner of the Nocturna delivers a
suave hum, and then nods. “Yes, I feel we can be of some use,” he
says as Boris storms in, sausage links strung around his neck
festively as he crunches down his fourth raw chicken
breast.

“MISTAKEN, I WAS,” Boris
says after chewing down the chicken.

The Captain turns to Boris with the
utmost of poise. “Is that so?”

“I AM OF YES. I WAS OF THE
THINKING I SMELL ANOTHER FOOD, BUT NO, JUST THE FOOD OF
THIS.”

The Captain squints an eye as Varr
makes a wide, uncomfortable grin. “Well, you win some and you lose
some,” The Captain says.

Varr nods. “Yes, well, we’re just
about to start the assault- I suppose you would be the finest to
lead considering your… reputation as a person of action. Will you
have the honor?”

A smile crosses the Captain’s
bandages. “I shall take the honor.”

“E-excellent… But there’s
something I suppose you need to be told before we go
ahead.”

“Don’t worry, my dear sir.
I’m already quite aware of the situation. Would you mind if I got
some food from the kitchen?”

Varr’s breathing picks up in
decibel.






Meanwhile, a far less comfortable
Colette has reached the far side of town, and overlooks the
Kalamest estate in front of her. It is a tall, solid, elegant
building- windows, doors, and all points of entry hatched down with
metal. The sailorette scowls, sighs, and stretches a moment before
she leaps for one of the windows, latching onto the bars. The weeks
of jobbing on the Nocturna, though proven unpleasant and soring the
first few days, have developed a rather competitive set of muscles
for her in comparison to other ladies her age.

She scales the bars with gymnastic
ease, pulling up ledges, other bars, and any outcropping she can
grasp to pull her way up to the top of the roof. A cold,
ocean-bound wind blows freely up top. She shivers but once before
she buttons up her long shipman’s coat and puts on her brown gloves
made from the leather of some monstrous beast the crew encountered
on the island of U’ellawat. Colette checks for any sort of entrance
into the manner, but finds nothing. She then goes to the back of
the manor’s roof to check for a balcony she could drop down on, but
instead finds something much more interesting.

A suspicious looking figure steps out
from the first floor backyard door, locks it behind him, and starts
off into the backwoods. She snuffs in the cool air, and quiets her
breath as she descends the keep and enters the forest.

It is a dark, tombstone gray in the
wood, only the light of the two moons providing any light to travel
by. Colette sneaks with light steps across the moist ground,
following the clear trail of the figure’s clumsy, frantic footwork.
She spots that the tracks are consistently deep, as if the person
were very heavy, or very tired. In just minutes of walking, she
finds a silhouette slumped over, panting in exhaustion.

She cocks her revolver, and the figure
flinches. “Good day,” she says as if she met him down a street at
noon.

The wind howls. “Y-you… shit. You’re
with that crew that arrived.” His voice is young, pure- about her
age, actually.

She squints an eye. “How would you
know that?”

He scoffs, “We’ve banned guns
here.”

She clears her throat. “Ahh… My turn.
You’re a Kalamest.”

“What’s left of
one.”

Colette reasserts her posture;
straighter, as if she owned the place- like The Captain. “Am I to
believe that you just decided to abandon your fortress at a time
when the whole town was raring for your head?”

The figure gets to his feet, trained
perfectly under Colette’s sights. “The manor’s defenses won’t hold.
Didn’t hold last time, won’t hold when they decide to come,
either.”

Colette exhales a puff of steam. “Last
time?”

“Our heirloom, the Gauntlet
of Mist, was stolen from us two weeks ago.”

Colette listens to the wind a minute.
“And just how did the person get in?”

The man pauses, shakes his head.
“Spose it doesn’t matter now. Everyone’s out of the manner, so I
guess I might as well tell you. We weren’t expecting so much force
at once- someone got in during the changing of the guard. It had to
be an inside job; not that it matters anymore.”

Colette nods her head a bit to the
side. “…So this happened two weeks ago. When the kidnappings
started?”

“Yeah.”

“And no one believes you, I
guess.”

“Of course not. No one
could steal something so well guarded… unless they also had a
gauntlet for themselves.”

“What do you mean?” She
lowers her gun.

“I suppose you’ve heard
about the kidnappings, how the person did them?”

“…Yeah?”

The figure shakes his head. “There’s
two gauntlets.” Colette’s quiet, and the man sighs. “I’m guessing
you haven’t heard the whole story… I suppose I might as well. Come
on, I’ll let you into the Manor and I’ll fill you in- I can’t very
well take you to the family hideout,” he says as he turns to a
stride.

Colette holsters her gun, and enters
the large manor. She’s let in by the man, and she’s met with the
deep warmth of the Kalamest manor, its boiler running by the
constant upkeep of the very same man that allowed her entry. He
offers to take her coat, she denies. She then takes a seat in the
sitting room before he offered to do so, and once he offered to
give her some tea, she denied again. For the sake of not keeping
her waiting, then, he takes to the opposite chair and sits
politely, quite unlike his almost sulky demeanor in the forest.
“Yes, well. You see, for generations the Gauntlets of Mist have
been safely in the hands of the Kalamests and the Ganasteres. The
man who wielded both was none other the intrepid captain Skellson
of legendary repute. He forged these gauntlets from the soul of a
warlock who terrorized the island. The warlock, you see, had powers
over the mist- so much so that he could create, manipulate, and
transform into mist at any time.”

“Huh,” a relaxing Colette
mutters, cozening up to the corner of her chair.

“The gauntlets, when
separated, display only a fraction of the warlock’s power, capable
of being used during a single hour, the witching hour.”

“Midnight.”

“Precisely. But together,
they achieve the full extent of their power- a perfect mimicry of
the warlock’s magic. Skellson, not needing the power and being a
good captain, decided to split the gauntlets between the warlock’s
two sons, Ganas and Kalam, one for each. From those boys we get the
Ganastere and Kalamest families- but it seems like the balance of
power is all going to end soon.”

Colette squints an eye as she relaxes
herself. “You think the Ganasteres stole the other
gauntlet?”

“No one else but them could
have done it. Really I’m impressed more than anything. The moment
they got the other gauntlet they ‘kidnapped’ one of their own, and
another each night. By keeping to midnight only, not only could
they stay out of the suspicion of it being them, they’ve also
turned public opinion against us; not that it was ever
good.”

Colette leans in. “Yeah? Why
not?”

“They run the mailing
service. A small operation but they have the printing press. The
WhiteWave Includer’s been including some very skeptical opinions
about us, presumably written by anonymous sources.”

“Wow, that’s…” her initial
skepticism, melted into confusion, cools into a weary compassion.
His deep brown eyes carry his case quite well, she feels. “That’s
real shitty of them. But that does make sense… I guess. I guess I
should apologize,” she says, averting her gaze in some sort of
embarrassment. “Name’s Colette. I’ll do what I can to
help.”

The man, looking equally abashed,
brushes his forearm with a hint of pain on his features, and nods.
“Itrim Kalamest. I’m sorry, but I don’t think there’s much we can
do at this point,” he says, looking through the halls and rooms to
the front window— lights and chatter are approaching.

“So you think the kidnapped
people are with the Ganasteres, held up somewhere?”

Itrim nods. “Probably. Either that or
one of their farms.”

Colette strokes her chin in a very
Captain-like way. “You know, we can’t win this with so many. My
commander is joining in with the Ganasteres, but once he hears of
this, he’ll see things my way.” She leads him to the back door.
“Look, Itrim, you need to get back to your friends and tell them to
get the Ganastere estate noon tomorrow, I’ll have The Captain
turned around and we’ll blow this whole thing wide open. Fighting
the Ganasteres will be hard, especially when they have the
gauntlets, but if we show them to be the kidnappers the people will
turn on our side.”

Itrim smirks, and nods as they lock
the door behind them. “You got it. I… I don’t know what to
say.”

She smiles. “It’s an upstanding
captain’s duty to be a ready and willing help.”

Itrim’s smirk grows into a grin, and
he nods again. “Thanks, captain Colette.”

She’s quiet as Itrim rushes off to his
hiding place. It’s very cold, but there’s enough in her for her
cheeks to redden, if only a slight increment.

“Captain
Colette,” she says to herself in awe. Colette
turns about to the main street, moving around through the woods to
avoid the Kalamest estate’s assault party. She then approaches the
back of the group, and finds The Captain and Boris at the front of
the crowd.







Chapter 4: The Captain,
the captain, and their Disagreeable Disagreement






“Captain!” She shouts,
practically into his ear.

The bandaged man in officer attire
turns to Colette while he presses his glasses to his face. “Ahh, my
dear Miss Ketiere, what news of your watch?”

“It’s…” she looks about the
crowd, noticing a few pointed gazes aimed at her “Can we talk
somewhere privately?”

“Now is an inopportune time
for privacy, my dear doughnut. I’ve agreed to spearhead the assault
into the keep. Now what have you learned?” He says, stepping up to
the front doors with Boris. “Dear Boris, if you please.”

“PLEASE OF WHAT?” the
hulking seasort asks, his long, lance-like whiskers twitching in
confusion.

“That door called your
mother a bottom feeder,” The Captain says, nodding his head over to
the Kalamest front set of doors.

A splurge of saltwater and sausage
spit out from Boris’ crustacean jaws. “IS DOOR HAVING OF THE DEATH
WISH?”

“And he also said your
shell’s the color ‘coral’ rather than simply ‘red’,” The Captain
adds.

“BORIS IS HUMBLE MAKING OF
YOU!” the seasort expels, flying at the doors with more speed the
speed of a bullet. Cheering erupts from the crowd and Colette’s jaw
drops at the sight of Boris dividing the iron-reinforced doors into
a trashed heap of splinters and scrap-metal in a matter of seconds.
“YOU ARE NOW OF THE HUMBLE!” Boris shouts, pounding his huge claws
into the heap. For a few seconds until he turns around. “CAPTAIN! I
AM OF THE RED, YES?”

The Captain nods. “You certainly are,
Boris. You are the reddest lobster I’ve ever seen.”

“THIS IS OF THE PLEASING TO
ME!” Boris shouts as he ranks back next to The Captain.

There is a massive, anticipating
silence among the crowd as they see that, not only is the door no
longer blocking them, there is no force field made by Kalamest
magic that would block their entry. For the first time, they can
step inside the mansion. The Captain turns to the group, and calmly
gestures into the house, as if to suggest entry. Suddenly a wave of
frantic enthusiasm overturns the armed crowd and they rush into the
estate, searching for their loved ones. Colette escorts The Captain
and Boris into the manor as she speaks again. “Captain- there’s
something incredibly important I have to tell you! Like, something
that’ll make you rethink this!” She says, her hands waving in wild
enunciation.

The Captain stops in the crowd of
Pro-Ganastere rioters, and shrugs. “So be it. Off to the
restroom!”

The three make themselves comfortable
in the fourth- floor restroom, two floors ahead of the raiding
party who, along with searching for the lost ones, are also looting
just about everything of value.

“Alright, Captain. Gran
isn’t here, and neither are any of the others!”

“Oh? Is this what you’ve
found?”

“Yeah, I met one of the
Kalamests, Itrim. He told me that their
gauntlet was stolen.”

Boris gasps in shock, sounding more
like a wheezing, drowning pig than anything else. “CAPTAIN! THIS IS
OF THE MEANING THAT THE FOOD I WAS OF SMELLING-”

“I am not asking for your
input at this time, Boris,” The Captain, adjusting his tattered
coat of the Lascardian Navy, says.

“BUT CAPTAIN! I WAS OF THE
SMELLING OF OTHER FOOD!”

Colette squints at Boris.
“Boris, I’m not talking about food here. I’m talki-… Wait, food?
Don’t you use that word for people
too?”

Boris nods. “YES! LITTLE FOOD. YOU ARE
OF THE RIGHT!”

Colette grins and turns to The
Captain. “See! He’s obviously smelli-.”

The Captain cracks his
knuckles, and Colette’s Pavlovian terror kicks in. “Miss Ketiere- I
do not desire input on this matter either. I simply wish to know
what you have found out, not what you advise.”

She presses her hand into
her face as she grinds her teeth. “But if you’d just
listen, Captain!
I-”

“Miss Ketiere, am I going
to have to take away your sailor card and put you back through
basi-”

Colette cringes. “Oh
gods! No! Sorry! Damn!
Okay! Itrim told me that it was the Ganasteres that had done the
kidnappings!”

“Thank you, anything
else?”

“Yeah, he thought the
Ganasteres had both the gauntlets- there’s two by the way, and
they’re holding back with the gauntlet’s power to make it seem like
the Kalamests are misusing theirs! It’s such an obvious trick,
Captain! Of course a Ganastere would be the first one kidnapped!
Who would be so dumb to believe that the Kalamests would go
straight for their enemy! It’s so, so obvious!”

“Is that all,
Colette?”

“Well, I told him and his
group that I’d make you see things their way. They’ll be attacking
the Ganastere Estate tomorrow at noon to blow it all
open.”

The Captain sharpens his posture
diligently. “Excellent. Good thinking. So we will lie in wait for
them and ambush at the opportune time.”

Colette’s blank for a moment as a
raider busts into the restroom, and asks for Boris’ help moving a
gold-plated shower curtain rail. “Wh-what? What do you mean?”
Colette asks.

“As I said, my dear muffin:
we will wait for the Kalamests and administer justice to
them!”

“No, I think you’re missing
that it was the Ganasteres
that did it!”

“Oh my,” The Captain leans
in, his shining glasses glinting an aura of authority. “Could it be
you intend on disobeying my orders?”

“Uh, hell yes I do! You’re helping
criminals, even when you know it’s the truth!”

“We’ve helped criminals
before so long as they pay us.”

She draws back in confusion.
“C-Captain, are the Ganasteres paying us?”

The Captain shakes his head.
“No.”

“Then why don’t we help the
good guys!”

“Because the Kalamests are
not the good guys.”

“Wh-What?!” Colette shakes her head about
dumbfoundedly.

“My plan is the most
efficient solution to this island’s problem, and you must follow
along, or I’ll revoke your sailor’s card.”

“Captain! You’re going to
hurt innocent people! You know the truth!”

The Captain’s silent a moment. “You
want the truth, Miss Ketiere?”

“Of course!”

“Would you believe me if I
told you?”

“Duh!”

“I already know Miss
Vereyrty is inside the Ganastere estate. She’s safe and sound in
the kitchen basement.”

“Then why don’t we do
something?!”

The Captain smiles. “We will, but I
suppose your mind is made up?”

She searches his face for some answer
to his impenetrable idiocy. “Yeah. Tomorrow I’m going to do what’s
right, and if you’re on the other side of my sights, I sure as hell
hope I’m not you.” Colette turns around and starts for the steps
leading out of the manner.

He taps his boot, and it causes her to
look back once more. He smiles, and says, “I won’t stop you, little
croissant. Go on and show me just how far you’re willing to go out
on a limb for someone else. But before you go, I have a question
for when we meet tomorrow: Should I fight you like one captain to
another, or just an impudent sailor?”

She stops at the steps.
“Croissant? It’s captain
croissant to you.” Colette then storms off into
the dark of the night.

The Captain watches her disappear as a
chandelier-toting Boris comes across him. “IS THE YOUNG FOOD OF THE
UNHAPPY?”

“She certainly is, Boris.
The indignacy of her youth is too strong to do her any good. I’ll
have to stamp this one out personally… Boris.”

“AYE?”

He straightens his glasses. “That
thing we talked about on the way here…”

“OH, YES, CAPTAIN! IT IS OF
MUCH GOODNESS!”

The Captain looks out to the dark, and
enters a more casual composure as some of the raiders exchange
ideas as to where the kidnappees could be hidden.
“Excellent.”












Chapter 5: The Dirty,
Nasty Scheme

Time passes slowly for Colette. She
returns to the bar and slumps over in a corner table, is asked to
leave thirty minutes later by the barkeep, and then she tells him
that she’ll leave if he can finish a glass of vinegar. He leaves
her alone, and she wiles away the hours in that sort of half-sleep
that most find quite uncomfortable. Hours pass with strange,
shifting dreams of friends, family, and that damnable overlord that
tormented her home. Just when she gets to the part of the dream
where she has the means to fight back, does a hulking cloaked
figure bust into the bar. The figure scans the bar with two
vertical, crustacean eyes, poking out of two holes cut into the
hood, and finds Colette’s table. The sleeping bartender awakens,
and is just about to tell the figure to leave when the cloaked one
steps over to Colette’s table and slams down into a
seat.

She wearily opens her eyes and frowns
snidely. “You know, Boris, you’re not the sort that gets much use
from a disguise. Old Salt sent ya’ here to spy on me?”

The figure raises a massive claw to
pull up the hood. “THIS IS NECESSARY DISGUISE. CAPTAIN’S EYE IS OF
THE SHARP ONES, YES?”

She leans back and crosses her arms.
“I guess. So why’re you here then, Boris?”

Boris leans forward, his large lobster
whiskers pointing out from his cloak. “I AM OF THE AGREEING WITH
YOU. THE CAPTAIN IS OF THE CRAZY SINCE THE DAY I KNOW HIM FIRST,
AND WHILE CAPTAIN IS OF THE GOOD AS CAPTAIN, HE IS OF THE BAD IN
HEAD.”

She smirks. “Wow, I had no
idea,” she says with no sarcasm at
all.

“YOU WERE NOT OF THE
NOTICING? I WAS OF THE THINKING IT QUITE OBVIO-”

“No, Boris. Of course I
know he’s nuts!”

“BUT YOU WERE OF THE SAYING
TH-”

“It’s called sarcasm,
Boris, shit.”

“OH, I AM NOT ALWAYS
GETTING OF THE FUNNY WORDS.”

“It’s cool.”

“I AM GLAD THIS IS OF THE
COOL, BECAUSE I WOULD BE OF THE WORRYING IT BEING
TOO MUCH OF THE COLD. BUT
I AM OF THE DIGRESSING. I COME TO JOIN YOU AGAINST THE CAPTAIN. IF
THE GANASTERES ARE NOT OF THE REVEALING, THE KALAMESTS WILL BE OF
THE DOOMING, AND THE JUSTICE WILL NOT BE OF THE
SERVING!”

Colette raises a brow. “Well you’re
right there, and if we do nothing they’ll have no chance. The
Captain’s gonna be sorry he messed with me. He trained a true
killer.”

Boris is quiet a moment. “ARE YOU OF
THE MEANING THAT YOU’D BE HURTING OF THE CAPTAIN?”

Colette’s quiet too. “I certainly am.
I’m going to shut down his parade. I’ve grown a lot since I’ve been
on this ship, and I’ve watched him a good deal. I know how to take
Old Salt alright. He’s a better shot, and a better fighter, but I
have my head, and that’s the most important asset one can
have.”

Boris shakes his entirety. “I AM OF
THE DOUBTING, THE CAPTAIN IS OF THE UNMATCHED IN THE FIGHTING. YOU
MUST HAVE A PLAN OF MUCH GOODNESS TO BE OF THE STOPPING OF
HIM.”

She glances to the windows, half
expecting a looming Captain to be staring at them. “I do, now that
you’re here. What’s his weakness, Boris?”

“I… I AM NOT OF THE SURE I
SHOULD BE OF THE TELLING.”

“Come on, Boris. Lives are
on the line. The Kalamests’ll probably get killed for crimes they
didn’t commit if you don’t.”

Boris takes a deep breath. “VERY WELL.
THE CAPTAIN IS ONE OF MANY WEAKNESSES, I SHALL TELL YOU OF THE ONE
I AM KNOWING OF THE BEST. TAKE A BANDAGE OF HIS, AND TIE IT IN A
KNOT. ONCE HE IS OF THE EXERTING, HE WILL BE IN FOR THE
SURPRISING.”

Colette hums. “What sort of
surprise?”

“YOU ARE UNDERSTANDING THAT
THE BANDAGES ARE OF THE CONTAINING FOR HIM?”

“Yeah.”

“AND SHOULD EVEN A SMALL
SPIN OF THE BANDING BE OF THE FOUL, HE IS OF THE
DANGER.”

“Yeah? So? He can just wrap
himself back up like he usua-”

Boris reaches into his cloak and
places a long roll of bandages upon the table.

Colette’s eyes spark in ambition and a
large grin forms across her face as she handles them. “Boris, you
sly shellfish.”

“THE CAPTAIN IS OF THE
UNAWARES WHEN ASLEEP. I WAS OF THE TAKING OF THESE,” Boris says,
his deep aquatic accent sounding strangely melodic to Colette for
the very first time.

She nods, but there is a sudden wave
of suspicion that washes her features. “So… If you were in his room
and you swiped his bandages, why didn’t you just go ahead and tie a
knot?”

Boris raises a claw. “ARE YOU OF THE
THINKING I AM HAVING THE DEXTERITY FOR SUCH?”

Colette nods. “A-ahh, right, and it
would be bad if you woke him up and he found you out
anyway…”

“SO, YOUNG FOOD, WILL YOU
BE OF THE DOING?”

Colette strokes her chin in a
Captain-like way, and nods. “I’m your woman.”

Boris gurgles in joy, producing a mess
of foul-smelling bubbles that stream onto the table. The bartender
cringes, and decides to pour himself a drink.

“THIS IS OF THE PLEASING TO
BORIS. HE IS UPON THE THIRD FLOOR IN THE FIRST ROOMING TO THE RIGHT
FROM THE STEPINGS. YOU MUST BE OF THE SNEAK AND BE OF THE MELD TO
THE SHADOWLIES. YOU MUST BE SIMPLY OF THE PULLING OF ONE OF HIS
TIES, MAKE IT OF THE KNOTTING, AND BE ON THE WAY OF YOU. OF COURSE,
I SHOULD NOT EVEN NEED BE OF THE TELLING WHAT COULD BE OF THE
HAPPENING IF HE IS TO BE OF THE WAKING.”

Colette nods, hearing the Captain’s
black-sand knuckles crack in her mind. “Y-yeah, definitely
not.”

“I’D BE OF THE RECOMMENDING
THAT YOU SNEAK IN THROUGH THE ROOF, THERE SHOULD BE JUST ONE OF THE
GUARDINGSMAN POSTED. ALSO, THE CONSIDERING OF STEALING THEIR MIST
GAUNTLET, ALONG WITH THE STOLEN KALAMEST GAUNTLET, MAY ALSO BE A
PLAN OF THE GOOD.”

The spark in her eye ignites into a
fire and then she takes up from her seat. “Alright. Let’s get this
ball rolling,” She says, stuffing the bandages into her pocket and
then cracking her knuckles ambitiously.

“I AM WISHING YOU OF THE
LUCK… AND I AM OF THE THINKING YOU WILL BE A GREAT
CAPTAIN.”

Colette leaves before she can respond,
but the thought is charming to her- a great captain. As she walks
through the pitch morning streets of the port, she does her best to
keep herself focused, but in the back of her mind, she envisions
the image of The Captain’s hat upon her head. It takes only minutes
of stepping through the lantern light until she reaches the
Ganastere estate. She peeks behind the gate walls carefully, and
spots two men armed with dress swords, the steel glinting
carelessly in the red Ganastere light. She takes a single moment to
check the bullets in her enchanted revolver, a present from The
Captain, and she holsters it with confidence.

She goes past the gate, scales the
wall with relative ease and lands on the other side. The Ganastere
architecture is almost identical to that of the Kalamest estate, so
it’s a familiar, swift ascent. The night’s taking its toll on her,
however; she knows she won’t have much left in her so she’ll need
to avoid conflict if at all possible. She finds a man on a stool
enjoying a smoke. He’s leaned into himself with the tiredness of
many years; he looks to Colette to be an easy mark. She prepares
the extendable baton she received as being part of the crew, and
taps the dude on the shoulder.

“Nice night out,” she says.
The turned man flinches and reaches for his knife just as Colette
cocks her gun inside its holster, stopping him immediately. “No
need for that, sir. I’m just a little pastry looking to find the
local bakery- and you have the key. Hand it over,” she says, tapping the steel baton
against him with each word. The man nods, calmly reaches into his
boot, and pulls out a key. “Right, also where are you keeping the
gauntlets?”

The man stutters. “I uh… I don’t
know.”

She pushes the baton deeper into him.
“Yeah, you do.”

“No, I really don’t! I
swear! Only one of the Ganasteres would know!”

Colette hums suspiciously, and shrugs.
“Fine. Sweet dreams,” she says. The last thing the guard remembers
for the night is a length of steel being smashed into the back of
his neck by the strength of an overworked eighteen year old. The
guard goes down, and Colette unlocks the door to the fourth floor.
She sneaks with light, fleet steps, ghosting through the hall in
perfect silence. She goes down two floors, and reaches a room with
snoring coming from behind the door. The Captain doesn’t snore, so
it must be a Ganastere. With practiced stealth she silently glides
across the floor, just like all the times she had to sneak by Boris
to eat every day the Captain said “You didn’t do the job right. No
dinner for our lazy cupcake, Boris.” A moment later, and she gently
resets the hammer of her revolver to produce an obedience-creating
*click*.

“Wh-who’s there?!” And old,
male, frightened voice rings out.

“A ghost, dumbass. Where do
you keep the gauntlets?” She says to him, resting a tight hand
around his throat.

“P-please. They’re
priceless! W-without the gauntlets we’ll be unable to-”

She pulls the trigger. *Click* “I’m
pretty sure the next one has a bullet in it. Want to find
out?”

“Oh, please! By your honor
please don’t take our-”

“Mmm?”

“In a room on the third
floor, the one in the center. The lock on it is enchanted, though,
you’ll need the password!”

“Which is?” she asks,
smiling in the dark.

He sighs. “Uh, it’s
lemonscratch.”

She tightens her grip. “You understand
I’m going to knock you out after we talk, right?”

“Uh… Uh I
guess?”

“So you won’t be able to
call any guards.”

“Yeah… Okay?”

“So if the password’s
wrong, I might just come on down and visit agai-”

“It’s Ganastere Pride! I’m
sorry!”

Colette scoffs.
“…Really? Ganastere
Pride?” The old man in the dark mutters in
terror, and Colette sighs. “Heh, cool. Goodnight,” she says,
smacking the man right where The Captain trained her. He enters
dreamland, and she travels next to the climax of the mission- The
Captain himself.

She creeps into the room Boris told
her of - no breathing coming from inside, just like The Captain.
Though confidence has surged to this point, she stops at this
moment. Her hairs stand upon her arm and a sense of impending
powerlessness overcomes her, like throwing oneself into the cold,
black salt of the ocean night. The Captain is silent both when he’s
awake, and asleep, so if he’s conscious, this could be the end of
her- she just needs to tie the knot if she can. She enters the
room, and spots the Captain’s dignified lump motionless in bed. She
creeps forward, moth-like and gentle, poised like a tiger. With
each step she imagines an abrupt “Miss Ketiere, what could you be
here for?” and that deep, stomach-churning sound of his knuckles
cracking to punish her. Colette is not deterred, however, and
steals up to The Captain’s bed.

This is it.

Envisioning a bandaged hand to jut out
from the covers and end her existence, Colette does the
unthinkable, and grasps one of the long, slightly adhesive bandages
wrapped around his arm. With poise undisplayed by her till now, she
ties a tiny knot into the notch of his hand, a slight amount of his
black sand slipping out. She pauses, just to see if he’d wake up
and then leaves the room. It’s done.

Colette finishes by using the password
to gain entry into the secret room, and stealing both gauntlets.
One minute later she’s out on the roof, the deep night still
encouraging sleep. With the gauntlets hidden in her coat, she makes
her way back to the bar.

A great big Boris has just received
his order of hot wings from the sleep-deprived
bartender.

“Here,” the bartender says
with a tone containing the coldness of hell.

“OH! I AM OF THE THANKING
TO YOU, FOOD-MAN OF THE BAR.”

“Yeah,” is all he says
before turning back and slumping into a corner of the back room,
deciding to sleep until he hears Boris do something else that’s
completely expected of Boris.

Colette steps forward with a smile and
much fatter coat pockets. “Heya.”

Boris’ stalk-like, obsidian eyes spark
with intrigue. “WERE YOU OF THE COMPLETING?”

Colette peeks one of the gauntlets out
from a pocket, her grin measured, but enthusiastic. “Let’s just say
Ol’Salt’s gonna’ have a start when I draw my gun.”

Boris nods. “THEN IT MUST BE OF THE
BEING,” he says with a solemn, grave tone, which, for the ears of a
non-seasort, would actually sound like laughing.

Colette is able to grab a wing before
Boris slams his face into the table for the last time, finally
splintering the rough wooden legs and sending it to the
floor.

A groan of contempt can be heard in
the back room.

She nods as she licks her fingers of
the wing salted with the barman’s theoretical tears. “Right. I
doubt he’ll even show up tomorrow. Once he figures out his bandages
are gone and he’s got nothing else to do but fight me, I’ll bet
he’d just go back to the ship.”

Boris stares woefully at the remaining
wings splattered on the floor, and then looks up. “ARE YOU OF THE
CERTAIN? THE CAPTAIN IS OF MANY THINGS, BUT CERTAINLY NOT BEING OF
THE COWARD.”

Colette’s smile does not fade, though
she knows it’s true. “Bah, you worry too much. With the gauntlets
there’s nothing the Ganasteres can do. The Captain can fight plenty
of people, but not a whole town.”

Boris looks away, gargling
contemplatively. “I AM OF THE SUPPOSING. YOU SHOULD BE OF THE
RESTING THIS NIGHT. THE FIGHTING WILL BE UPON US SOON.”

Colette nods and stretches, “Yeah,
I’ll get some shut eye. I’ll have to think of a safe spot
somewhere… around here,” she says as she looks around.

A foul foam spits from Boris’ mouth in
something resembling the excitement one gets when they’re being
helpful. “I AM OF THE KEEPING YOU SAFE. MY SHELL HAS THE SPACING
FOR MYSELF AND ONE OTHER!” Boris says. At that, the front of his
exoskeleton opens like a machine, to reveal a horrific, unspeakable
mess of organs, bile, and partially digested food, all spilling out
festively. There’s enough space inside for a person about her
size.

Colette stares blankly at Boris for a
moment. “Uh, actually there’s a back room. I think I’ll just relax
in there,” she says, watching Boris’ internal horrors dangling
about and dripping with what could be any manner of
unpleasant-smelling fluids.

Boris’ shell closes, and the bar
suddenly smells much more like a bar, and less like the inside of a
giant crustacean. “THAT IS OF THE SENSIBLE, I AM OF THE SUPPOSING.
SLEEP WELL, COLETTE FOOD, FOR TOMORROW YOU WILL BE OF THE
TESTING.”

Colette nods, walks away, and cringes
at the concept of a situation in which she would have to take Boris
up on his offer.






Back at the Ganastere Estate, The
Captain smiles ever so slightly.







Chapter 6: A Most
Unpleasant Realization

The two moons bend around whatever
planet they’re on, and this land’s sun peeks over the horizon.
People wake up with a knowing fire in their hearts- they understand
the intensity today will hold. Colette is poked awake by the
bartender, “Hey, guy’s calling for you… I think.”

Colette wipes the sleep from her eyes
with a full motion of the hand. “Got it, thanks,” she says,
listening to Boris say: “COLETTE FOOD, COLETTE FOOD!” over and over
in the bar.

“Yeah,” the bartender says,
going back to his corner to curl up. Colette exits the room and
gives a prompt, half-hearted salute to Boris. “That
time?”

Boris nods. “IT IS OF THE TIME OF THE
SOON. YOU MUST BE OF THE READYING.”

Colette nods back, stretches, steals
some pub food, and exits the bar. Around her, people are wary.
Shifting glances inspect one another as Colette steps through the
streets nearing noon. She strolls up to the Ganastere Estate and
ducks into an alley. There’s already eight other people in
it.

“Hell’re you?” one of the
cloaked men asks.

“Who want’s to
kn-”

“Guys, I know this girl.
Hi, Colette,” one of the other men says, leaning up from his place
at the wall and gesturing toward her.

Colette smirks, seeing someone she
recognizes from last night pull off his hood. “Itrim- So these are
the Kalamests?”

She’s met with affirmations all around
her.

“Excellent. They don’t
stand a chance,” she says.

Itrim hums. “Not quite sure on that
one, actually. Did you take care of your captain?” He asks, a
sea-breeze blowing past their alley.

Colette smirks. “I have him handled.
He won’t join us, but he won’t be in our way.”

The Kalamests exchange nods and
impressed looks about themselves. Itrim turns back to Colette.
“Okay, Colette. Here’s the deal. There’s a magic barrier that
prevents our entry.”

She squints an eye. “I could get in
just fine.”

“I know, because you’re not
a Kalamest,” Itrim says.

Colette shakes her head in confusion.
“Wait, what? So I can go in, but Kalamests can’t? How will you help
me during the fight?”

Itrim holds his hand up, as if to calm
her. “We’ll need you to draw them out of their mansion. Only the
mansion itself is protected by the barrier, so you raise a ruckus
inside, and pull them out for us.”

Hearing his plan, she strokes her chin
a moment, and slowly, a look of devious certainty beguiles her
features. “You know, I have a better idea.”

Itrim raises a brow. “All ears,
captain,” he says.

She retrieves from her
pockets the Gauntlets of Mist, and a gasp blows over the entire
group. “Oh, Vuru.
Those can’t really be-”

She grins from ear to ear as the men
gawk at her success. “They absolutely are.”

The group stares on in some form of
absolute awe- that this girl completed in a single night, something
that has taken them their lives up to this point. “I can’t…” Itrim
has difficulty speaking the rest, instead he leans in and embraces
Colette.

“Wh-what the hell, dude! I
know it’s nice I got the gauntlets, but it’s not
that nice!”

“It’s done! We’ve done it!”
Itrim exclaims as he takes up the gauntlets and shows it to the
others. Cheering, hugging, and tears can be seen among the crowd,
and Colette sighs.

“Great, you got
both gauntlets, now can we
go and kick their asses?”

Uneasy glances are exchanged in the
crowd. “Eh, well, to be honest, Colette, we got what we
need.”

Everyone listens to the
breeze and Colette’s features curl in disgust.
“…What?”

“Um, thought we’d have you
steal the gauntlets for us while we distracted the Ganasteres
outside.”

She shakes her head
dismissively as a few of the men chuckle at her animated display.
“B-but what about the people? You know, the ones they
kidnapped?”

Itrim tames his smile into a serious
look. “We can’t really help you. We just wanted our birthright
back.” There’s a row of snickers and nudges between the men, as if
they’re in on some supreme joke- Colette has a terrible sense of
humor.

“I can’t
believe you! I thought you
cared about the people you ruled over!”

Itrim nods. “We do, it’s just that
this birthright is much more important. People come and go, but the
gauntlets have lasted for generations.”

Colette slaps the middle of
her face. “Really?”

“Really. Sorry,
Colette.”

She takes a deep breath. “Fine! I’ll
do it myself! The Captain was right!” Colette turns to
leave.

“Right about wh-… Oh, and
there she goes,” Itrim says as she disappears down the alley in
front of him. He turns to the others and shrugs. “Well, it’s
finally time. This midnight will be one not a soul will forget,” he
says, grinning with his Kalamest brothers.

Colette remembered the Captain’s
words. “If something is broken, you are the only one who can fix
it.” The phrase rings in her mind as she struts up to the Ganastere
mansion, draws her revolver and shoots into the lock. With a deep
breath she slams her entirety into the door, forcing it open. She
spots a man adjacent to her frantically scrambling for a crossbow
at the side of the room. “Freeze, bitch!” is all she needs to say
before the man stops cold. With a decisive smack she pistol whips
the door guard and sends him to the ground out cold. Several people
gather around the inside foyer and guards pour in with weapons
poised at the young lady.

“That’s far enough! One
more step and we’ll shoot!” A front-most man says with a trained
aim.

Colette laxly points the gun at the
unconscious man at her feet. “Give me a reason,” she says, training
her scope right at the man’s head.

Gasps are exchanged between the
waitstaff, and the guards tense in fear.

“Go on,” she adds, “give me
a single damn reason not to shoot him.”

A spry lad scoffs at Colette’s
declaration. “Yeah, as if you would! If you shoot that guy, you’re
dead!”

Colette’s expression is mixed a
moment, but falls to a relaxed smile. “Alright, then I’ll shoot as
many of you as I can before I die from bolt injuries. I bet I can
get at least five of you… who will it be?”

The guards, only seven in number,
nervously exchange glances. The spry lad, holding down his tremors,
grins as widely as he can. “Y-yeah! But you’d still die! No one
would be so crazy as t-” The guard stops once Colette draws a
sharp, deep breath, and points the gun at her own
person.

*BANG*

Colette shot herself in the
hand. With a smooth, perfectly composed look on her face, she
raises her brows. “Of course. No one could be that crazy.” Every guard drops their
weapon, and the red-handed Colette meets the action with a smile.
“Excellent. I’m proud of you all. Now take me to the prisoners,”
she says as she takes out The Captain’s bandages and spools it
about her wounded hand.

Everyone draws back and exchanges
looks of uncertainty. There’s an awkward, palpable feeling of worry
flowing through the crowd. The guard captain sighs. “We actually
can’t do that for you, Miss.”

“Eh? And why’s
that?”

“There’s a force field, and
we can’t really get in.”

Colette looks up after finishing her
bandaging. “Explain.”

The guard captain clears his throat.
“There’s a Kalamest field that prevents entry.”

Colette squints. “Wait, but how could
a Kalamest get through the mansion’s Ganastere field?”

He sighs again, looking aside in
embarrassment. “Well, that’s just it. One couldn’t have. It had to
be a person who was not a Kalamest, given the magic by a Kalamest.
It’s probably someone who works here.”

Colette stares blankly. “So, you’re
telling me that the Kalamests did the kidnapping, and had someone
who worked for the Ganasteres plant all the prisoners in a room
that he set the force field on?”

The guard captain nods.

“So, just find the people
who aren’t Ganasteres, right?”

“Not quite that simple,
Miss. So many generations have passed, no one really knows how much
Kalamest or Ganastere blood they have in them.”

“Then let’s find out now!
Gather everyone who works at the mansion, and have them try to
enter the field!”

There are winces and cringes of
discomfort displayed clearly in the crowd. The guard captain shakes
his head. “You need to understand, Miss. A force field won’t just
bar entry, but it will kill someone if they’re not allowed in. It’s
vicious magic, and frankly everyone’s afraid that they have a
little in them, most people know for sure that they do.”

Colette sighs. “Then why didn’t you
get a person on the outside to do it for you?”

“As I said, Miss, almost
everyone on this island probably has at least a little bit of each.
The only people that could travel through our Ganastere field, and
the Kalamest field containing the prisoners, would have to be
someone who has neither Kalamest nor Ganastere blood, and my employer requested we keep the
information that we were holding prisoners a secret. The public
would go nuts.”

Colette laxes and puts away the
pistol. “Well, I’m neither. I’m not from this island.”

The guard captain smirks. “Yeah, I
could tell that one, Miss. So, will you help us deactivate the
field?”

She smiles.

The crowd is dispersed, and Colette
goes down with the guard captain and a few others. In the basement
level, there’s a room with a glowing, script-bound sphere breathing
out of it. Colette takes a deep breath, and sticks her hand in.
Nothing. There’s a smiles and patting exchanged in the group as
they watch Colette open the door. Inside the room are several weeks
worth of preserved foods, rows of tied up captives, and an
unconscious man with a crossbow and a note on his face. Her good
friend, Grancis, is nowhere to be seen. She takes up the note, and
reads:






My Dearest Cornmuffin, “Captain”
Colette,

I took the liberty of acquiring
Grancis for you, so that you might have the proper motivation to
continue. The man you took this note from is a criminal the
Kalamests paid incredibly well to pose as a Ganastere and ferry the
captured people in. To release the prisoners, simply tear the
spell-slip asunder. It should be located on the criminal’s person.
Once you’ve saved them all and are dubbed the hero, come follow the
main road to the highest point of the island. It is there where you
and I will have our match.

Love, The Captain

(P.S. Please bring some crackers and
cheese. I’m feeling a tad peckish. It’s the least you can do for
putting me through all the bother of manipulating you.)






Colette looks up from the letter with
a bland, disappointed expression. “Dammit, Salt.” She proceeds now
to undo the spell and untie the prisoners, who are incredibly
thankful for being released. There is wide-spread celebration as
the people march out of their holdings, some there for days upon
days. Once they burst out onto the street, people watching question
why they were in the Ganastere estate, rather than the expected
Kalamest. The guard captain is kept busy explaining to everyone the
situation, but they only believe him once he brings out the
criminal, the perpetrator of the crime. Casks are burst open, the
fine foods are brought out, and the town ascends in celebration-
Colette is the only one left uncertain. She taps the guard captain.
“Hey.”

“Ahh, hello,
Miss.”

“Something’s confusing
me.”

The guard captain, sipping at some
wine, raises an aged, grandfatherly brow. “Yes?”

“So… You guys had
nothing to do with
stealing the Kalamest’s gauntlet?”

He looks at her strangely.
“Gauntlet? Miss, we
did nothing of the sort, and you’re mistaken also, that we only
have one. You see, both families have two gauntlets- four in
all.”

Her heart skips a beat and her eyes
slowly widen. “…What?”

He nods casually as he takes a few
seconds to appreciate the music playing nearby. “Yes. You see,
there was this warlock, and a captain from across the waves killed
him and forged his soul into two pairs of gauntlets to keep the
power balance in check. Kalam, who was the first of the warlock’s
two sons, loved him and aided him in his evil plans. The second,
Ganas, helped the captain in finding him, because he knew he was
evil. So once the warlock was dead, the captain split the two pairs
between the sons, certain that if one had all the power, he would
oppress the children of the other. It’s good, then, that no one’s
ever gotten their hands on both pairs.”

Colette’s stomach clenches
as she breaks into a sweat. “W-wait, so if someone were to
get both pairs of
gauntlets, what would happen?”

The guard captain shrugs. “Can’t say
for sure, Miss. But I would guess that, because both pairs have a
part of the warlock’s soul, they could be re-merged and he could be
resurrected. That would be terrible! I could only imagine how bad
that would be. But of course, that’ll never happen.”

She takes a sharp, painful breath
hearing this. “So you mean to say… you mean to say that you have
two gauntlets.”

“Yes, Miss. That’s what I
said. Were you listening?”

“… Where are
they?”

“Oh, in a
password-protected room in the manor. Totally impenetrable to all
but a Ganastere, considering only the head of the family knows it.
He checks on the gauntlets every evening.”

Colette nods blankly, coming to terms
with what she’s done. “Okay then… Thanks for your time,” she says,
turning away from the music and celebration.

The guard captain furrows his brow.
“Aren’t you going to enjoy the party? You saved the
day!”

“No, I only saved the
warlock,” she says, stepping off somewhere.

The guard captain shrugs and goes to
dance in the square with the others.







Chapter 7: The Captain
and the Jobber Named Colette Have a Physical Dispute in Which the
Victor is not Clearly Decided “Or” The
Captain Dies

The wind is high as a burdened Colette
steps along the trail to the highest point of the island. The
chills racing about her spine won’t stop, and she feels sick to her
stomach. The pain from where she shot herself in the hand is not
punishment enough for her foolishness, she feels- but she refuses
to turn over and give up. Though the fire in her eyes have burnt
its fuel, there’s a persistent spark that continues the blaze.
She’s confused. She doesn’t know who’s on whose side, or where the
lies end and the truth begins, but she is certain of some
things.

Colette is damn certain she will win
the duel with The Captain, get Grancis back and shoot whoever is
responsible for this madness. She’s been a toy in the hands of
professional players all this time and now it will end. This time,
she knows their tricks- she’s certain.

At the top of the point, The Captain,
his rifle holstered around him as if he were dressed for an
inspection, peers out over the wide forests of the island. It’s
obvious he’s already lost a good deal of sand from the knot she
tied into him- he’s drooping a bit.

“Looking for me?” Colette
asks, pulling something from her pockets.

“No, actually,” he says as
he continues to look out. “Just wondering where they could be
hiding now that they have all four gauntlets.”

Colette sighs. “You know about that?”
She asks over the gusting breeze.

“I do indeed. You’ve placed
this island in quite the matter. Perhaps you’re not ready to be a
captain at all,” he says as he slowly turns from the cliff.
Instantly, he’s met with a box of crackers striking his
face.

“Well it’s not like you
helped. I don’t even care what you think!” she says as she throws
the bar of cheese as well, which also hits The Captain square in
the face.

“More than you know, my
oatmeal.”

“That’s not even a
pastry.”

The Captain shrugs. “Well
perhaps I don’t even care what you
think,” he says, pointing thoughtfully as
he crouches to the ground.

She steels herself in frustration. “If
you knew about the plot, why didn’t you tell me?”

“Because I had to learn
this on my own, and so do you- thinking on things creates valuable
self-reflection… Besides, I didn’t know,” he says as he reaches
down and picks up the cheese and crackers. He unwraps the packaging
and begins stuffing bits of each in between his bandages. “Oh, this
is delicious!”

Colette scowls. “Why are
you so cryptic all the time?! You could have been like ‘Oh, I
actually already knew the Kalamests were evil and trying to revive
this ancient warlock the whole time.’ But noooo! You had to teach me a lesson! Does it ever occur
to you that I’ll learn this stuff just by watching you do your
work? Do you really have to make me shoot
myself in the hand to get the point
across?”

“Yes,” The Captain says,
his body making a very strange, inhuman grinding sound as he
devours the food. “You see, dearest Miss Ketiere, the best teacher
of the captain is often pain more than anything else. While you did
complicate this considerably, I still have this completely under my
control- and you are under my control as well.”

“No, Captain. I’m not. I’m
myself. I make my own decisions. You can try to manipulate and
trick me all you like, but you’ll never have me do something I
didn’t intend to. I’m not a crook like you.”

The Captain laughs. “My
dearest Ketiere, manipulating people isn’t necessarily wrong.
Rulers, leaders, employers, even captains are manipulators of other
humans. The difference in skill is whether or not the people being
manipulated notice or mind
that they are being controlled.”

“Then you must be pretty
shitty at manipulating people, Salt, ‘cuz I mind a lot.”

“The minding and noticing
parts are interchangeable, but enough of that- you’ll learn it all
in time. I’m actually quite confident that you’ll do the right
thing, simply because I’m confident in my ability to train
upstanding humans like yourself. I think it’s time for you to try
and take the reins of the Nocturna from me.”

Colette’s quiet and slowly places her
hand upon her revolver inside her coat. “What do you
mean?”

The Captain nods. “Just as I said.
Miss Ketiere. You seem ready to kill me,” The Captain says, taking
up his rifle, and then placing it on the ground. “If you kill me,
you get my ship, my gun, and of course, my beloved hat. An exciting
proposition, no?”

She squints at her
commander. “You’re joking, right? I don’t actually want to
kill you. You might be a
major saltass, but I’m not just going to kill someone who’s
unarmed.”

The Captain laughs, a very unnerving
sound for Colette. “Yes, I imagined such, which is why I prepared a
countermeasure.” Colette squints in uncertainty, and The Captain
takes that as cue to continue. “Just two meters below us, is an
unconscious Miss Vereyrty. And I’m going to try to kill you,” he
says, placing the cheese and crackers aside on a rock.

Colette smirks with a gaze that oozes
sarcasm. “Yeah, cool. Don’t lie to me, Captain.”

“And after I kill you, I’m
going to force myself upon your best friend- and she’ll be helpless
to resist,” The Captain says in a completely serious
way.

A distant memory flashes in the back
of Colette’s mind, before she joined The Captain’s crew, before she
knew how to fight, of that one time Grancis and herself were
cornered in an alleyway by a group of drunk men, right when The
Captain appeared. There’s a part of her that knows he’s lying, but
the rest of her is crying out for action. “That’s not even remotely
funny, Captain,” she says, hair raising to their ends as she
tightly grips the handle of her gun as if it were
Grancis.

He leans his head forward
in the most thug-like way Colette’s seen him. “Who the hell’s
joking, ship hand?”

“You’re… You’re nuts. You
can’t even physically do
that. You’re just a bunch of
stupid damn sand!”

The Captain draws out a
knife, and runs it across his bandaged face. “You think I was
talking about sex? Oh no-
I just like slicing people up.”

Her entirety’s shaking now
as she draws her gun. “You… you wouldn’t!”

“Why else would I take up
two useless girls on my ship like you two?”

“T-… to make us better! To
teach us!”

The Captain laughs. “You
idiot. I adore seeing people crushed. I saw the sparks in your eyes, the
innocence. I just knew I had to save you both and then take it
away. To nurture it for a time, and once I saw the childhood in
your eyes being revealed to me, the trust, I’d crush it completely.
I’m going to kill you like one captain to another, but little
Grancis, I’m going to take my time with
her. I heard her cry out in pain once in
the kitchen when a pot fell on her foot, I could hardly keep myself
from bursting in there and vivisecting her while telling her that
everything was going to be okay. I wouldn’t have told you, and I
was going to cook her up and serve her to you, only to have you
connect the dots later that night.”

A few seconds pass as
Colette struggles to stand her ground. “You… you
bastard!”

A grin forms under The
Captain’s bandages. “Oh, yes. This is going
to be good!” He says as he cracks his
knuckles. Colette feels the brain-etched fear overcome her, hearing
those black sand knuckles somehow crack, but she can’t be his pawn.
She’s not going to let him do as he pleases to Grancis. Colette
aims her gun at the approaching Captain, and shoots him square in
the head. It tugs his full wrapping of bandages as the hole spews
black sand, every grain blowing away on the high,
direction-changing wind.

“Is that all, my little
fruit? Is that all you can do to save poor little
Grancis?”

*BANG BANG BANG BANG… BANG*

The Captain, filled with holes, grins
widely as his body quickly loses strength, the sand blowing out all
across the island. Boris’ knot plan worked, be it to stop him, or
kill him. “Well, look at that. Maybe you are worth something after
all.” He then reaches for his bandages, and finds they are not
there. He looks to Colette’s hand, and sees the bandages that are
wrapped around it. He grins as the rest of the sand blows out of
him into the air- she thinks she inhaled a little. The Captain’s
clothes collapses to the floor harmlessly, and his hat is being
pulled away by the wind. Colette takes it up and places it securely
on her head. She stands there a moment, listening to the wind and
then she hops down over the point to a lower ledge. There’s a note,
but no Grancis.






Dear Miss Colette Lancely
Ketiere,

Miss Vereyrty is safe and sound back
on the Nocturna. Did you really think I would do such a thing? For
shame- how degenerate!

I recovered her last night and made
sure that the criminal involved wouldn’t get up until you were on
the scene the next day. She’s happily cooking with Boris in their
little culinary wonderland as they usually do- so since you killed
me, you’re actually the last of the crew left on the island. Of
course, if you’re reading this, I can only assume that I’m still
super good at making you do exactly what I want you to, even when
I’m dead. Worry not, however. Over this time we’ve spent together,
you’ve shown considerable improvement and I have many a fond
thought of the time we spent together. I do want to see if you’re a
bad enough lass to finish the job. Very soon, you will hear
screaming in a certain spot in the island. Go there and defeat the
warlock that will probably be resurrected by the time you get
there. You’ve used my rifle before. You know what it does. Of
course, you can choose to run from your youthful mistake and take a
boat back to the Nocturna- you can probably see it from this
distance, that majestic metallic beauty. I know you better than
that however, and I’m sure you’re going to fix the problem,
probably for the better. I trust your decision and I know you’ll do
the right thing.

Oh, and if you brought the cheese and
crackers I asked for, thank you. It was probably a very enjoyable
meal, because I love cheese and crackers.

Love,

The Captain, now expired

(P.S. Drinking vinegar is a
disgusting, degenerate activity reserved for children and
criminals. I’m frankly completely shocked you didn’t call me out on
it.)






Colette looks up from the
letter with a completely dumbfounded expression. She sits down on a
rock, reloads her gun with her remaining bullets and begins eating
some of the cheese The Captain left on the rock where he was
standing. Staring into the distance for a full minute, The
Captain’s hat upon her head at a slant, she finally speaks.
“Captain, you fucking
idiot.”

The wind blows, and she’s quickly
beset with a strange, out-of-nowhere headache. She braces in pain,
and soon after, hears a group of screams down two miles in the
distance in the forest. She knows what she must do. Starting down
the peak towards the screams, she fails to inspect The Captain’s
coat. Had she done so, she would have noticed an extra spool of
bandages in his left inside pocket.












Chapter 8: Colette does
her Finest to be an Upstanding and Capable Captain of
Merit






Colette rushes through the deep woods,
the sounds of a screaming chorus growing ever nearer as she
advances upon their position. Something’s changed in her, she’s
certain of that. She feels stronger, faster, smarter, but also,
ascended from her previous state, something that has a natural
authority over lesser humans- a captain. With every running step,
she feels the push of something more helping her along, as if The
Captain himself were inside her. Now reaching the rim of a large
clearing with an encampment and ruins within, she begins
entertaining the thought that by killing him, she has gained his
authority by right. It is time.

Rather than going straight
for The Captain’s rifle, she takes up her pistol and approaches. At
the encampment, she finds dozens of men and women of all ages
grasping at the dirt, curled in pain, and writhing in confusion.
Colette doesn’t know why they’re in such pain, but she’s not going
to waste the opportunity. She only has five bullets left, and
there’s at least twenty of them. She mulls over her options as a
distinct, powerful, salty
voice rings in her mind:

“…Fight them with your
hands, Miss Ketiere…”

She feels lead, she cannot say no to
the voice. She puts away her pistol and takes a deep breath. She
swings around and makes herself known. Itrim, among the pain-racked
Kalamests, spots her. He’s standing at a large stone coffin with
four gauntlets and several magical instruments lain out over the
lid.

“Wh-what the
hell are
you doing here!?…” he
asks, bent over the coffin in agony.

“It’s that bitch that took
the orders from The Captain,” says another, struggling to raise his
knife, much less his own body from the ground.

She pulls down the visor of The
Captain’s hat not in shame, but as a sailor annoyed by the sun.
“I’m The Captain now, kid. The Gauntlets are coming with
me.”

The crowd stirs, and Itrim especially
looks displeased. “N-n-…” he takes a breath as he struggles with
the pain, “not… after all we’ve done! All we’ve accomplished! We’re
so close!”

Colette steps forward to Itrim and the
coffin.

“You… bastards… coming all
the way here just to ruin everything for us. We were so close. We
could have gotten the other pair without your help… Somebody, stop
her!” Itrim commands. One man musters the strength to take her
ankle from the ground, but with equal speed she turns and slams her
boot into his face. A couple of people get to their feet, doing
their best to ignore the infernal pain in their heads and pick a
fight with her. Their movements are too sluggish to stop Colette,
however, and she ousts them back to the dirt with alarming speed.
She reaches the coffin, and reaches for the Gauntlets.

Just as she touches it, her finger
making contact breaks with magic force. Colette cringes in the pain
as Itrim draws back in awe. “It can’t be… Is that you,
Aganoth?”

A voice emanates from the coffin. “It
is I,” the voice from the gauntlets speak: a dark, powerful
tone.

Colette attempts to take one of the
gauntlets again; this time her index finger is broken.

“I can’t believe it! You’re
finally here!” Itrim says to the spirit of the
gauntlets.

“How long have I been
gone?” the voice asks.

“Hundreds upon hundreds of
years. Your son, Ganas, has turned the entire town against us! Now
his ancestors, the Ganasteres, are taking over the island! We need
your help!”

“And just who are you?” the
voice says to Itrim amidst a Colette cringing in pain, and a crowd
that, regardless of their splitting headaches, are absolutely
fanatical.

“Itrim Kalamest- your loyal
son’s heir of many generations.”

The voice laughs. “Excellent- are you
willing to be the vessel?”

Itrim grips the coffin. “I
am!”

“Then wet my body and the
contract will be sealed!” Aganoth's spirit commands. Itrim piles
everything off the coffin lid, and pulls it off to reveal the
ancient corpse of Aganoth. Just as Colette feels another powerful
rush through her body, Itrim takes a dagger and slices into his
hand, running blood over the length of the corpse. Everyone and
everything except Itrim is blown away from the coffin, and Colette
is sent flying twenty meters out. “IT… IS… DONE!” cries Aganoth,
this time out from Itrim’s own mouth. Aganoth/Itrim takes to the
air with magical power as his body is consumed with mist. “NOW, I
SHALL BEGIN WITH YOU, ‘CAPTAIN’,” the warlock says with an
immaculate voice, the humidity in the air reverberating every
syllable.

Colette draws her pistol, and she
feels uncommonly… sand-like. Aganoth flies forward as an aberration
of mist and delivers a bone-crushing upper strike, which by some
miracle Colette counters perfectly by swinging around and
delivering her foot to the mist-beast’s face; she hadn’t even
practiced the move- as if The Captain has affected her
subconscious, their muscle memories combining to create a seafaring
predator. She fires a point-blank shot between every strike and
dodge, each one hitting Aganoth with blind, reflexive, perfect
accuracy. The crowd members slowly master their pain and lunge for
Colette, but as the new captain, she refuses to be caught off
guard. She exchanges each strike from the crowd with a perfect,
practiced strike that instantly puts the enemy back on the ground
with more pain than ever before coursing through them. With each
hit she takes from the unbelievably fast Aganoth, her reddening
body only seems to increase in strength and endurance- like the
insides of her body are recomposing into steel. At the same time,
Aganoth becomes slower, weaker, and easier to predict.

“I-IMPOSSIBLE! I WON’T BE
DEFEATED BY A MERE SCUPPERING BARNACLE! YOUR BONES SHOULD HAVE BEEN
SHATTERED IN THE FIRST STRIKE!”

Colette thinks of a response, but her
voice moves for her before she can speak. “Your first mistake was
guessing that she’s the only one fighting you,” Colette says just
as everyone in the crowd, amidst moaning and struggling, start for
Aganoth, rather than Colette.

“WHAT ARE YOU FOOLS DOING?!
WHOSE SIDE ARE YOU ON?!” Aganoth cries as he struggles against the
crowd.

Colette smiles a wry smirk that looks
exactly like the Captain. “They’re on mine. The moment they
breathed me in I had them in my grasp, and as much as they fight
me, they cannot truly defy what is inside of them.”

Aganoth screams out in fury. “THEN
THEY ARE ALL USELESS, JUST LIKE YOUR DEFIANCE. LET US SEE HOW WELL
YOUR VESSEL OPERATES WITHOUT A SPINE!” Aganoth exclaims as he
charges a dark, cursing spell.

“She is my ship-hand. I
will ensure nothing happens to her unless absolutely necessary,”
'Colette' says, putting away her revolver and drawing The Captain’s
gun- that long, strange rifle that glows a sanctified gold. Colette
feels an unseen magic force attempt to break her neck, but
something on the inside resists, provideing a counter-force.
'Colette' pulls the trigger, pointed at Aganoth; the one, single
bullet contained in the rifle- costing as much as a month’s
paycheck while crewing for the Nocturna- bursts from the gun in a
blinding flash of light. Aganoth shifts his magic to those
restraining him, blowing his servants every which-way so he can
dodge the shot- but this time, Colette hits who she means to. She’s
certain that somehow The Captain is alive and within her, just as
he’s alive within the others, but he didn’t help her aim, he knew
she could do that part by herself. Everyone is temporarily deafened
by the absolute authority of destruction the rifle expels, and then
it clears up.

Aganoth, his new reign of terror cut
short, is presented and horrified with a hole the size of his head
in his chest. The hole stretches and fluctuates as some magic
presence encroaches across his body- slowly burning out his form.
“H-how?!”

'Colette' smiles. “It’s been many
years since your first death, so I’m not surprised you don’t know
of me. I’m The Captain- the greatest commander of humans in
history.”

Aganoth is silent and wide-gazed as
his spiritual presence disintegrates completely, leaving a
bleeding, unconscious Itrim with only a common bullet hole through
his stomach. All at once, all of the people sneeze, including
Colette- small black particles of sand… The Captain. The people
rear back in horror- having, beyond their will, turned against
their own master. Without a reason to fight, they flee, leaving a
bleeding Itrim, who’s just on the verge of regaining himself.
Colette looks down, and sees the wind blow, straight through the
forest. The peculiar wind picks up the little bits of The Captain,
and he blows away somewhere- she has no idea where to.

Itrim slowly opens his eyes. “Y-you
ruined… you ruined it all,” he says, grasping at his center to stop
the bleeding.

Colette looks away, as if she has more
important things to see than him, and gives her response. “You
almost ruined it for everyone, I had to. Aganoth was beyond his
time, and he was supposed to stay dead. Now that he’s been
dispersed for good, you can live the life you’ve always wanted to
do.”

Itrim scowls. “And what would that
look like, Captain Colette?”

“Well, what do you want to
do?” She asks, looking to the sky.

He looks aside to the ground. “I don’t
know. Maybe I’ll just die- that sounds okay about now.”

“Yeah? Then let me rephrase
the question. What do you really want the world to be
like?”

Itrim scoffs. That answer
is easy. “Better. I wish the world was a better place. I just
wasted the past twenty-four years of my life, and I’m
twenty-four now. I
have no idea what the hell to do.”

“You know. A wise man once
told me that the world is a great painting, and if you never
travel, and never read, you only get to see a single stroke of the
brush,” Colette says, readjusting The Captain’s hat.

Itrim is quiet as the wind blows. A
moment passes, and Colette offers him the bandages she took from
The Captain. As the bandages are spooled around him, a smile starts
to cross his face. “I can really do anything, now. I
guess.”

She nods. “That’s right. You can go to
places that have been in books- where there are great, spiraling
towers, and terrible beasts. It’s a mysterious life, the sailor’s,
but I find myself appreciating the value of it more and
more.”

Itrim stares blankly out into the
woods, and then he looks up to the sky. “You know,” he starts,
“maybe that’s just what I need. Something new,” he says as Colette
finishes bandaging him up.

“Well, you know- I’ve been
looking for members for my crew,” she says, delivering a superior,
but compassionate glare. Itrim is silent, sitting up and looking at
her.

Finally, he nods, and smiles. “Okay.
I’ll do it. I’ll join your crew. I thought my whole life’s purpose
was to bring back the power of the old age, but it seems as though
that’s not what I’m for- maybe if you hadn’t come, I would have
succeeded. Looking back on it, I guess it’s for the best. The
Ganasteres and all the islanders are afraid of the warlock. Maybe
life would be best for the most people if I were to just
disappear.”

Colette nods. “It would. You’re not
helping anyone here. While you can just live for yourself, you
might as well make yourself useful. I know it feels strange, but
you’ll get used to having your individuality stepped on out in the
real world.”

Itrim chuckles, slowly taking a stand
using Colette’s shoulder for support. “Yeah, alright. Let’s go to
your ship.”

As they walk through the forest,
Colette spots a wound on Itrim’s forearm- she remembers the first
fight with the assailant of mist- the one she shot in its forearm.
“So,” she says, “You were the one who started all of this? The one
who did the kidnappings, paid off the Ganastere guard?”

Itrim nods with a perplexed look on
his features. “Yeah. It was me. I just wanted my dad to be proud of
me- but he’s been dead for years now. I could’ve moved on. Really,
we couldn’t have gotten the other pair of gauntlets if you hadn’t
come around- the guard I paid couldn’t sneak around and extract the
password from the head of the Ganasteres like that. I guess it’s
best that you were here for this. Provided me with… closure, I
guess.”

Colette smiles. “Well, a new chapter
of your life will begin once we get on the Nocturna,” she says,
stepping out of the woods and into the town; people are still
partying.

Itrim smiles back. “Alright… I’d like
that. Thank you.”

“Sure thing… Oh, and
Itrim?”

“Yes?”

They connect gazes- her expression is
dead serious. “That girl you kidnapped on my ship; her name’s
Grancis, and she’s my best friend. If you touch her again I’ll do
more than shoot you in the stomach.”

Itrim is a little short on breath for
the rest of the trip to the docks. They use Itrim’s fishing
sailboat, and the strange wind blows them all the way to the
Nocturna, kilometers off shore. Itrim said that he never had seen
such helpful winds.











Chapter 9: Jim is Almost Let
Out of The Brig “or” Colette and Grancis Have a Fine Reunion “or”
The Captain and Jobber Collete Enjoy a Grandiose Exchange of
Philosophy and Tactics






Colette and Itrim are hoisted up by
some of the crew members onto the deck of The Dark Lady Nocturna,
and at once everyone spots The Captain’s hat upon her
head.

“Ey, Kipper,” Dunklestein
addresses.

Colette turns Itrim over into Dunk’s
arms. “This man’s wounded. He wants to join the crew,” she says
with a no-nonsense expression.

“Why you got Cap’s cap on?
You stole it?”

Colette winces and recalls that the
others don’t know. “The Captain’s dead, Dunklestein. He put me in
charge. Now you will respect my authority as the new captain, or
this port is where we’ll leave you.”

Dunklestein looks confused. “Wh-what?
The Captain’s dead? But I ju-”

“Colette!” a purely
feminine, entirely gentle voice calls from the cracked kitchen
door.

“Gran!” Colette rushes over
and embraces her good friend, the two meeting each other half way.
A grumbling Dunklestein takes the wounded man to the infirmary as
Colette speaks up with her friend in her arms. “I thought you… I
thought I’d lose you! When you got kidnapped I just…” Colette wipes
her eyes with her coat-sleeve.

“I’m okay- The Captain came
into where I was held and he rescued me. Then he sent me back on
the ship with Boris. He turned around because he said he had to
help you take care of something,” Grancis says with a
smile.

Colette squints an eye in suspicion.
“Wait, so he said he wanted to help me with something?” She asks as
a pair of long, red crustacean whiskers poke out from the kitchen
door.

“Mhmm! Then he went on up a
trail into the wo-”

“I SEE THAT THE COLETTE
MEAT IS OF THE RETURNING!” Boris proclaims as he bursts out from
the door. In a second’s time, Boris breaks the five meter distance
and embraces Colette richly, crushingly, and
compassionately.

“I- guh!
Uh. Nice to see you too… Boris,” Colette
says, feeling her spine threatened by the massive strength of
twenty hardened men.

“S-senior chef Boris!
Please don’t break her! I need her unbroken!” Grancis weakly
protests, pushing against Boris’ executional embrace.

“I AM OF THE SORRY. I AM
SIMPLY OF THE EMOTIONAL SEEING YOU BACK NOT OF THE DEAD.” Boris
releases Colette, and she takes in a deep breath to make up for
oxygen lost.

“Thanks, Boris. Now get
back to work. I’m hungry… and sleepy- and, well, this day’s been
pretty rough for me in general.”

Boris nods his head to the side a bit,
receiving an order from Colette, but he loves to make people happy.
He promptly salutes with a massive claw. “IF YOU ARE OF THE ASKING,
I AM OF THE DOING!” With that he turns around and slams into the
kitchen like a living truck.

Colette shakes her head, and Grancis
puts her hands together acquiescently. “So, where is The Captain?
Wasn’t he going to come back with you on the ship?”

The wind rises, and Grancis’ dear
friend sighs. “Well, Gran. I actually sh-”

“Shipped off without
me?”

Colette swings around. The Captain,
bandages, glasses officer attire and all- just missing a
hat.

“C-captain!?”

The mummified commander nods. “Tis’
I.”

As Grancis salutes with a flare of
admiration in her eyes, Colette just stares on in
disbelief.

“C-captain,” she says,
taking deep breaths.

The Captain turns to her after patting
Grancis away by the shoulder. “Yes?”

“Can I… talk to you? Like,
just us?”

“Why, of course,” The
Captain says as they step a bit to the side. Grancis returns to the
kitchen after a quick wave, and Dunklestein smirks as he enters the
infirmary with Itrim. The two enter The Captain’s quarters, a place
unseen by Colette until now, and The Captain sits an absolutely
bewildered Colette down. He pours a couple of drinks, Dugal’s
scotch actually and he takes his own place, kicking one leg over
the other nonchalantly. “Now then,” he sneaks a quick sip, “What is
it I can help you with?”

Colette takes a full shot of her
glass, the scotch is oaky- with an almost saltwater-like
aftertaste. She stands up in the dark room, takes the hat from her
head and places it back on his. His guise complete, The Captain is
about to say “thank you”, but is embraced quickly by Colette. The
Captain can feel the salty sensation of tears absorbing into his
bandages. “Did it hurt, Captain?”

The Captain, taken a back but
unmoving, answers plainly. “It did.”

She squeezes him tighter. “I’m… I
don’t know what to say… How are you here? I killed you.”

The Captain pushes her away and looks
into her eyes. “I’ll tell you that one day, but I have more
important things to s-”

“I need to know, Captain.
How the hell did you live through that? I saw you blow away- gone-
out- off to wherever. But I heard you speaking through my head, felt you moving
through me… Is that because I inhaled part of you? The
sand?”

The Captain is quiet a moment, but
turns his head down, as if to suggest sternness. “My banana bread,
there are some things you cannot yet bear to know.”

“I can handle it, Salt.
Tell me,” she says, taking her seat and placing her hands into her
lap.

The room’s only porthole
gives the place a scant glow of natural light. They hear the sea-winds blow, the birds call, and The Captain
takes another sip. “I will answer with a question.” Colette nods,
and the Captain finishes the glass of Dugal’s. “Do you think a real
sailor has his entire life invested on the land when he goes to
shore?… Well, that would be misleading. Better yet: did you notice
how peculiar the winds were when I died?” Colette’s features, as
she looks down at the hardwood floor, widen in some sort of
realization. “Did you too notice how you heard me in your head, and
how your body was stronger, and how everyone was acting against the
warlock?” Colette slowly nods. “It would be prudent to say that the
sailors of The Nocturna must act as a team to get things done. One
day I’ll let you go below deck, and show you how it all works, but
for now, you need to be content with the answer that you- and
everyone there- breathed me in, because the wind was just
very, very peculiar, for
some entirely unknown
reason. Do you understand?”

Colette sighs and nods. “Okay,
Captain… So, why didn’t you just do it all yourself?”

The Captain scratches his chin. “Are
you learned in theology?”

She squints an eye. “No.”

“There are some religions,
monotheistic ones, which claim there is a God, just one, a creator,
if you will. This God would prefer have its creations learn things
by experience, by their own choices and mistakes, than for the
deity to fix everything for the creature. In this manner, sentient
creatures- humans, I suppose- will become better, and thus bring
glory to this creator. You see, the creator would prefer the human
do it for herself, as that would mean the creator’s abilities as a
creator are validated- making a being that can have the will to do
right or wrong, and continuously learn from their
mistakes.”

Colette looks perplexed. “You’d rather
have me make those mistakes, rather than you fix stuff for
me?”

“Yes, though I did see your
need- but even if I didn’t, you still inhaled me so there wasn’t
much you could have done about that. Regardless, it developed you
through experience; that’s why I held information from
you.”

She pushes her fingers against her
skull. “Alright… I guess that does make sense…” She sighs, and
looks out to the port hole, the sun rays lazily dancing through.
“Do you… believe in a creator?”

The Captain pours himself another
shot. “I haven’t the slightest clue.”

“I’d like to think there
is,” she says.

“That’s lovely, but I
didn’t ask for your opinion, Miss Ketiere. It was an analogy, not a
sermon.”

“Sir.” The two are quiet
for a moment, Colette looking around the cabin subtly, and The
Captain taking another sip. Colette speaks up again. “So, why did
the guy at the bar think there was only one gauntlet?”

“He was either misinformed,
drunk, or lying.”

Colette nods. “Fair
enough.”

The Captain gulps down his second
glass of Dugal’s and sets it aside. “Now then. I’m going to presume
you’ve had enough time to ruminate, so I’d like to ask you a more
important question.”

“Sure.” She leans
in.

“Did you play the clear
game that everyone saw, or did you also play below the
table?”

Colette winces- remembering The
Captain’s words at the poker game. “I… I played
honestly.”

The Captain scoffs with
poise. “And as such you were made a pawn for more deceptive,
more skilled players. I
don’t know if God, be there one or many, makes rules, but I
certainly don’t see them being enforced- so how can we know where
the line is in what others call cheating? What is right, is to play in the way you
know works best- you respond to other peoples' playing styles, Miss
Ketiere. Play on their level and you can always be a match for
them. When you started listening and believing- be it because of
your rebellious fancy, wanting to believe the Kalamests some
righteous underdogs, or simply your desire to take pity on others-
you were hooked, probably by compassion, and belittled into a
playing piece, rather than a player. An upstanding captain must
know when she is being taken advantage of and when to spot a lie,
Miss Ketiere.”

Colette nods. “Sir… Do you think the
people on the island will be okay?”

The Captain shrugs. “We removed a
piece of conflict in a civil war. I’d say we improved the living
situation. I’d say we will be remembered fondly by most- though
their happiness is not what we were there for.”

She nods again, staring at the floor.
“Is there a reason for all this? Is there a purpose to being a
captain?”

“I’ll remind you. Being a
captain is being a commander of humans- a being of powerful will,
commanding those of lesser wills. There are good captains and bad
captains, and the decision is up to you as to which one you may
become. As a captain, your reason for living is reason
enough.”

She sighs. “So, would you consider
yourself a good captain?”

“I would consider
myself the best captain, Miss Ketiere. I do appreciate your humility after
being made a pawn of, but you really should walk this
off.”

“But… I mean,
sure, but I was just a
goddamn idiot.” She rubs her shoulder and looks aside in some form
of embarrassment.

The Captain shrugs lightly.
“Yes, and I’m a goddamn idiot sometimes too. An upstanding captain
understands that she is better than the situation she is in, and
this should be reflected by her demeanor and actions. You need to
believe that you are the best
captain at all times, or else your men could
become conscious of your doubt.”

Colette, arms now crossed, nods her
head about in thought. “Alright, Captain. Thanks for talking with
me,” She says, extending her hand as if to shake his.

“Do not forget your
position, Jobber Colette. We are not equals- and though you saved
me the trouble of retrieving my hat, you still overstepped your
boundaries in wearing my cap and attempting to hand an order to
Dunklestein the Daring. For this, you should be
punished.”

There is a slight silence, and Colette
scoffs. “Wait, what? It was just your damn ha-”

“Swab the deck, Miss
Ketiere. If I don’t see my reflection in the deck within an hour,
you will not receive dinner.”

She draws back, her expression
indignant with rage. “Of all the shit-” Colette stops instantly
once The Captain cracks his knuckles. She takes a deep breath, her
eyes closed in stress, and she begrudgingly salutes.

“Good girl, now off with
you,” he says as he takes a stand, leads her out the door, and
watches her take up a mop and violently start swabbing the
already-pristine Nocturna decks. The Captain nods and decides it’s
now the right time to let Jim out of the brig. He slips around to
the back of the first deck floor and enters a small room with three
cell doors inside. He has a quick chat with Jim, who is currently
possessed; it’s a fairly rude exchange on the aberration’s part, so
it will be omitted, because The Captain scarcely allows course
language on deck- simply detestable.

The Captain calmly steps
out of the brig and goes to the one door leading to the lower
decks, the one in the helm. Using the key only Boris,
Luisoix, Estradia,
a certain secret someone, and himself have copies of, he opens the
way and closes the door behind him into an eerily-lit hallway- old,
long lasting lightbulbs charged by magic, producing an almost sepia
light to the hall below deck. He goes down another flight of stairs
to the engine room. Even though the Nocturna is moving, setting
sail for their originally-intended destination, there are no engine
sounds to be heard- just breathing. The hallway’s open door leaks a
little light down into the engine room. What is barely visible is
horrifying beyond description, but The Captain is used to this sort
of thing.

“Well, it’s not often you
come down to visit me anymore,” a very strange creature says,
breath blowing through the room like a gust of strange
wind.

“I apologize for that. I
suppose it has been a few days- I’ve been busy,” The Captain says,
taking a seat on the steps leading down to the engine
room.

“I noticed. Colette’s quite
the good shot now,” the thing says.

The Captain nods. “She’s improving
quickly. I feel rather proud of her. Anyway, thanks.”

“It’s the least I could do.
Swimming around being a job is just too easy.”

The Captain scoffs with a smirk. “Yes-
but it’s something only you can do. I’m quite grateful. She shot me
so much, and the wind was already blowing hard. I would have
guessed it’d take at least a week before I could recompose myself,
if at all.”

“It was close, but that’s
what I’m here for.”

The Captain laughs- a rare sound.
“Yes, yes it is. So, anything of interest?”

“Only your conversation
with Colette in your quarters. You let her embrace you- quite
uncaptainly.”

The Captain adjusts his visor and
bends his head aside as if in embarrassment. “Well, she’s getting
attached. I expect the lack of a capable father figure, or perhaps
a blooming desire for professional acceptance.”

“Regardless. You can’t let
her too close. That would ruin everything. Perhaps you should spend
your time with that new recruit: Itrim I believe was his
name.”

“Kotherrhre,” The Captain
addresses.

“…Yes, sir?”

“I call the shots. I’ll
befriend who I like.”

The air in the room gusts in a sigh.
“Yes sir, sorry, sir.”

The Captain straightens his
spectacles. “I’m glad my lack of visitation hasn’t worn down on
your understanding of authority,” The Captain says, getting up and
brushing off his coat. Kotherrhre is silent as The Captain starts
up the stairs back into the lit hallway. “Oh, and nice touch
pulling me out of the woods like that. It was enjoyable seeing her
surprise at my waiting on the boat for her.”

“Yeah, Captain… Oh, and by
the way.”

At the doorway, The Captain peers down
into the pitch blackness. “Yes?”

“There’s a presence that’s
taken the trail of the ship. It will be on us in about three days
if we keep sailing.”

“Of what sort?”

Kotherrhre laughs darkly. “Captain,
please. You know what it is and what it’s coming for. This many
land-faring mortals on the ship? We’re bait without a
hook.”

The Captain nods and turns back to
leave. “We’ll be ready. Our cargo and our crew are too precious to
lose.”

Another laugh from Kotherrhre.
“Sometimes I wonder just who the ‘crew’ is, and who’s the
‘cargo’.”

“Have a nice day,” The
Captain says, stepping out.

“You too, Captain,”
Kotherrhre says, watching The Captain leave and close the door,
shrouding it back to the complete darkness it’s used to.

The Captain does a couple of other
things below decks and soon after ascends back to the waking world.
He decides to while away the time exchanging jokes with Boris in
the kitchen- but The Captain’s sense of humor is too dark and
horrifying for Grancis to appreciate- she especially didn’t like it
when he relayed a particularly graphic tale about cannibals
devouring each other in a fight to get at one another’s hearts, as
if it were a comical story. Sure enough, Boris laughed, and Grancis
asked for permission to go outside.

Leaving the deep-voiced guffaws of the
kitchen as Boris started a story about his old days devouring
humans as a beast of the depths, Grancis steps out onto the misty
deck, and spots Colette swabbing. Naturally, she approaches her
good friend.

“Hi,” she says simply,
rebinding a bit of her hair to ensure it doesn’t blow about in the
wind.

A miserable-looking Colette only needs
to hear her voice before she turns around, still swabbing, but with
a smile on her face. “Heya, Gran- Kitchen too hot?”

“Oh, yes, something like
that. So, how was the trip to the island?” Grancis grasps the
railing as Colette smirks.

“Pretty crazy, Gran,” she
says, mopping vigorously as if to polish the deck to a mirror-like
quality. “I was… Well, it was pretty hard for me- lots of crazy
stuff happened.”

“Oh?”

“Yeah. I was played like a
dumbass.”

“Don’t be so hard on
yourself. You were very brave, fighting that entire group of bad
guys by yourself.”

Colette looks over to Grancis. “Wait…
What?”

“The Captain told me,
before he left to go help you, that you were fighting off all the
Kalamests by yourself- and defeating some terrible magician; he
said he was impressed beyond worsd, but he knew you needed help,
which was why he went on to give you a hand.”

Colette stares at Grancis with
bewilderment and confusion, the memory of her shooting The Captain
to blowing dust flashing in her mind, but she decides not to ask
the specifics- the mysteriousness is beyond both of them. “Well… it
was my pleasure, Gran. I’m happy to help.”

Grancis hugs Colette. “I’m happy
you’re okay,” Grancis says, brushing her head against Colette’s
shoulder.

Stunned for only a moment, Colette
drops the mop and returns the embrace. “Yeah, I’m glad you’re okay
too.”

“APPRENTICE MEAT! WHERE ARE
YOU OF THE BEING? WE HAVE MUCH OF THE COOKING TO DO!” A giant
crustacean cries out from the kitchen as a pleased Captain turns
out and goes to his quarters to read a book.

Grancis draws a powerful breath. “I’LL
BE RIGHT THERE, MASTER BORIS!” With that, Grancis says goodbye and
rushes off to prepare lunch.

Colette is back to mopping, but as she
continues, she watches The Captain go up to his quarters. For a
moment, he turns around and looks at her. For a few fleeting
seconds, they do nothing, and then they both smile and nod. The
Captain turns to his quarters, and Colette to the deck. She
realizes that as much as an incomprehensible asshole The Captain
can be, he has her back. She spends the rest of the morning
swabbing the deck, whistling an old tune from the town she came
from.
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Good day,

I certainly hope you enjoyed this
story- it means quite a lot that you’ve read my work; whispering in
your ear is entertaining, hopefully for both of us.

I was a little concerned
about this chapter in the story- it seemed a bit strong, a bit
edgy, a bit… more than what I usually write. I was particularly
concerned about The Captain threatening (rusingly, that is,) to
assault poor Grancis in some way. There was a time in which this
sort of thing wasn’t talked about much, but on the Internet it’s
talked about quite a lot, so just know I’m well aware of that, but
I still thought it was true to The Captain’s character, and it was
what he would have done. Things that are sexual in nature,
especially when it refers to a sexual assault, even the reference
or implication of such has turned people away- seeing it as
just too taboo. I
personally feel that art should be free to tackle any subject in
any way based on the discretion of the artist, but I understand
some people can get quite offended when there are realistic and
traumatic things depicted in fictional stories, so on that I would
offer an apology and ask for your understanding. If you found none
of it offensive, and simply saw it as fictional characters dealing
with other fictional characters, feel free to disregard it. That
said, I’m bringing this up just so you know what you’re getting
into, and you can expect more of this kind of thing from me in the
future- my stories aim to be as real as they can be- in their
context, of course. I just thought I should bring this up in at
least one of my author notes so you know I do think about this sort
of thing. I feel it’s good to be open with you, Reader, in my
fictitious dealings- upfrontness is generally a good, honest
policy. I quite appreciate your understanding, and keep this little
note in mind, because chances are it’ll be the last time you hear
it from me.

Outside of that fairly “P.C.”
mishmash. I’m eager to hear what your thoughts on the
story:

Surprised with The Captain? His
shocking comeback? His dubious and questionable methods of command?
His irresistible charisma? H-how does he look
shirtless?!

Concerned about Colette?
Will her sanity hold out long enough for her to become a good
captain? Can she protect Grancis? Does she swing…
that way?!

Oh, and what’s the deal with Boris,
anyway? I mean, he’s probably a perfectly-nice… thing, were you to
get to know him!

If you have any questions,
comments, or thoughts in general about the story, feel more than
free to shoot an email over to kellr.inkston@gmail.com - I
respond to every piece of fan mail I get, so I dare you,
I just dare you to send
me a message of some sort- it doesn’t have to be particularly long
or important- you can just say “hi”, and I’ll say “hi”, and then
we’ll both do something that rhymes with “hi”.

… Fly?… Sigh?…
Die?

Just kidding. Email me, and let’s
become fast friends.

Oh! Also I should
shamelessly plug my other work. If you want more Nocturna League,
or are interested in entering some of my other lands, mosey on over
to kellinkston.com, in which
you can learn more about me, get my other books for free or
not-free, and basically just enjoy staring at a really pretty and
clean-looking web page that is probably 100% spider-free.

Thank you so much once
again for taking the time to enrich your life with a fine story,
one that I hope you’ll remember and look forward to the next
installment of! Now without further ado, enjoy the sample
for 
Nocturna League: The Sunken
Breath!

All the very best,

Captain Kell Inkston







Chapter 1: A Peculiar
Happenstance and Talking Things

This chapter upon the M.S. Nocturna
begins calmly enough. It is a quiet evening, the sun bending over
the misted horizon. Grancis and Boris are quietly maki-

“BE OF THE SMASHING, COOK
MEAT! BE OF THE DESTROYING!” Boris yells as a twelve-legged
mammal-like insect scrambles about the floor wildly, screeching
arcane curses as it rushes for a hiding place.

“Got it!” Grancis, now a
trained killer when it comes to using cooking utensils, tosses a
spice jar to stun the two-mouthed horror just long enough for her
to bring her pan to the floor with absolute, cast-iron judgment.
The creature squirms under the pan, speaking of an
incomprehensible, unbearable death for Grancis as she slams the pan
down once more, finishing the creature and lining the underside of
the pan with greyish gore. With not even a squeamish gasp, she
raises up the corpse, places it in the pan, and brings it to Boris.
“Here you are, sir,” she says with a smile, as if she hadn’t just
obliterated a small, horrific animal.

“YOU ARE WELL OF THE DOING,
COOK FOOD! THE MANY-LEGGED BEAST FOOD MAY BE OF THE QUICK RUNNING,
BUT YOU HAVE BECOME OF THE QUICKER WITH THE PANNING AND THE
SMASHING. I AM OF THE PROUD,” an emotional Boris says, embracing
Grancis and forcing all the air from her lungs.

“Th-thanks, sir,” she says
with the same smile. She’s quite used to this by now.

Boris turns about and after smashing
the creatures to a more-complete pulp, scrapes it into the pot and
stirs with a massive claw. “DON’T BE TELLING THE CAPTAIN THAT THIS
WAS OF THE HAPPENING. HE IS OF THE STERN WHEN HIS FTHHOGANOTHS
AREN’T OF THE MOST FRESH- HE IS OF THE ENJOYING WHEN HE POPS THEM
HIMSELF,” the massive red Boris says, waving his claw about in
warning.

Grancis smiles awkwardly at the
thought of The Captain manifesting teeth from his body of sand and
crushing something as small and cute as a Fthhoganoth. “O-oh, I
see. Okay.” She takes up a fishing rod, a harpoon, and a bucket
containing some unknown squirming bait, and she exits to the
outside deck to get another. The twilight of the day looms over the
sky, and the deep blues and grays are preluding the great starless
black that waits just around the corner. Not many people are
around, as usual- the outer deck becomes an unpopular place once
the sun has left. She hooks a squiggling, cursing monstrosity,
looking more like an internal organ with teeth than anything, and
she casts her line out over the deck. A few seconds pass, and she
sees the water below the Nocturna change shade- something gigantic
is below them. She smiles sheepishly down at the water as a
thousand stare up at her.

Colette, toweling off after a workout,
passes by and spots Grancis. “Well hey,” she says, rubbing her face
into the towel as she dries her short, fairy-like blond
hair.

Grancis’ smile instantly becomes more
genuine. “Oh, Colette! Hello,” she says, looking back to the
shadowy monstrosity below in the water.

Colette takes one look over the deck
and winces. “W-wow.”

Grancis nods. “Mhmm. I’ve seen a few
of these while fishing for Boris. They start talking after a while.
Once I heard one speak a full sentence,” she says with a pure
interest.

Colette ranges back, tightening her
grip on the railing. “I see. So uh… Why are you out
here?”

“Like I said. I’m fishing
for some ingredie-”

“Help,” a voice comes from below, the beast’s many eyes staring at
the two young ladies. “Pull
up.”

“Ho-holy shit!” Colette
leans back, doing her best to stay as far away from the thing over
the deck as possible, while still holding onto the railing should a
tentacle come reaching out. The creature’s voice was not
human-sounding. It was blunt, with improper emphasis on certain
syllables- as if an animal was just mimicking what it heard from
its master.

“Please,” it says again, slowly reaching out an ink-black tentacle
towards the two. “Pull
up.”

Colette holds her breath in horror as
Grancis laxly takes up the harpoon and impales the dark tentacle,
just a meter from her feet. The beast squeals in pain and retreats
back to the depths, oil-like blood reflecting off the dreary deck
lights. Grancis tosses the harpoon aside and recasts her line.
Colette just stares in shock as her best friend hooks a catch and
pulls up a strange, furry insect… fish thing.

“So, how was your training
today?” Grancis asks, tossing the little horror aside.

Colette takes one last look at the
water and nods. “It was good. Been having a little trouble sleeping
though- some weird dreams.”

Grancis raises a brow and lays a
motherly gaze on her friend. “Eh? Well you really shouldn’t drink
so much coffee.”

Colette averts her gaze with a scoff.
“Thanks, Gran, but I need it to get through the day,” she says as
she creeps away from the railing.

Grancis shrugs. “Okie dokie. Just
drink lots of water, alright?”

She nods, spins her towel up into a
more-manageable shape, and sets off toward the mess hall/bar. “Sure
thing. See ya.”

“Bye,” Grancis says,
leaning onto the railing and watching squirming, toothed eels
travel through the water in a pack, just a centimeter below the
surface. A long, tolerant smile crosses her face. As unnerving as
all these underwater beasts might be, she does appreciate the
visits, even if they just care about her because they want to eat
her. Grancis takes a quick take over her shoulder and spots Colette
entering the mess hall. Grancis sighs, and decides to get back to
her line. Only seconds later, a man pushes his way out of want of
the living quarter doors- Grancis has seen him before, but never
like this. His face is now dark, sunken, and his eyes are wide with
horror. He takes lumbering, trembling steps as he goes onto the
main deck, as if walking up to a noose. The sailor stops at the
railing, right where Colette was standing just a minute
ago.

“The bells,” he says. His
voice strikes Grancis as the voice a man would have after realizing
how terrible this world truly is.

“What’s the matter there,
sailor?” She asks with her go-to disarming smile; she’s found
people tend to enjoy seeing you if you act like you enjoy seeing
them.

His eyes are still focused down into
the depths, now a pure, consuming inky blackness- even a meter
below the deck lights cannot pierce through the water- anything
could be waiting down there. “The sunken bells, they call for me…”
His gaze is not lifted from the water- he watches with complete
intent, the one point of his complete focus.

“O-oh… What bells?” She
asks.

“The bells… the deep
cathedral. I must be taken… I will
be taken. The drowned lungs sing out for
me.”

Grancis has a bad habit of smiling
more whenever she’s disturbed- she’s grinning ear to ear now.
“Taken? I don’t think that’s-”

“The time has come. I
commit my soul to you, god of the Drowned.” The sailor starts
tilting over the railing, eyes still focused on the consuming dark
below.

Grancis tosses her rod aside and grabs
onto the man’s legs. “Captain!” she calls out. The man, years over
her and a lifter no less, shakes her off and shoves her onto the
deck with ease. “I will be taken.” He says, grasping the railing
again. Just as he lifts to send himself over, he feels the deft,
shifting grasp of bandaged hands wrapping around his
body.

“Good evening, Mister
Turranine, Miss Vereyrty. What might be the matter? Certainly
there’s no form of degeneracy taking place, is there?” The Captain
says like a creeping shroud of authority. Neither of the humans
even heard him approach- it’s somehow both terrifying and
comforting, knowing your commander can hear you from just about
anywhere on the ship and can be upon you in the next
moment.

“Captain, this guy tried to
jump ship!” Grancis starts brushing herself off, looking up with
determination.

“Oh? Is this true, Mister
Turranine?” The Captain unhands Jess Turranine, and the man swings
around to meet The Captain face to face.

“No, sir. Just a little
drunk is all. She was under the impression I was going to commit
suicide or some rubbish like that,” Jess says, appearing as normal
as he can.

The Captain looks over to Grancis, and
she shakes her head. “N-no! Captain! He was about to jump in! I
swear!”

“You’re sure about
this?”

Grancis nods. “Absolutely, he said
some-”

“Rubbish I say! Only a
drunken sailor’s… Oh my, here it comes again.” Jess interrupts
Grancis as he leans over the railing and empties his dinner into
the drink; Grancis is surprised- maybe he really is
drunk.

The Captain nods upon seeing Jess’
“outburst”. “Very well.” He turns to Grancis. “I applaud your
initiative, Miss Vereyrty, but it seems as though he truly is just
inebriated.”

Grancis nods, gaze straight to her
feet. “Yes, sir.”

Jess scoffs and turns to leave to the
mess hall, gently pushing Grancis aside with his shoulder. “You
best learn to stay outta other’s businesses, lass,” he
says.

Grancis nods again and, after a
moment, takes up her rod.

The Captain inspects her demeanor a
moment and then gives her a pat on the shoulder. “You did the right
thing, Miss Vereyrty. Be sure to let me or Doctor Estradia know if
you see him act amiss again.” The Captain points his finger aside
casually as he steps from the railing and to the mess hall. Grancis
smiles, says “thanks”, and realizes that she needs to sneak this
catch to Boris in time.

Dinner is enjoyed by all but two that
night. Grancis, paying close attention, notes that, unlike the
others with cooked dishes, The Captain bites into the small, fuzzy
live thing with his teeth of black sand- it popped and, like a
balloon, her apatite flushed out like the air. Also Boris tries for
the first time in years to take up the piano and play Arpeden No.
8, the Captain’s favorite piece- the piano broke.
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