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ACT ONE



Few Respectable Trades















Prologue



NO ROOM FOR HOPE


The Aeons’ Gate


Sea of Buradan, two weeks north and east of Toha


Summer, late


Contrary to whatever stories and songs there may be about the subject, there are only a handful of respectable things a man can do after he picks up a sword.


First of all, he can put it down and do something else; this is the option for men who have more appreciable talents. He could use it to defend his homestead, of course, as protecting one’s own is nothing but admirable. If he decides he’s good at that sort of work, he could enlist with the local army and defend his kin and country against whatever entity is deemed the enemy at that moment. All these are decent and honourable practices for a man who carries a sword.


Then there are the less respectable trades.


There’s always mercenary life, the fine art of being paid to put steel in things. Mercenaries, usually, aren’t quite as respected as soldiers, since they swear no allegiance to any liege beyond the kind that are round, flat and golden. And yet, it remains only a slightly less respectable use for the blade, as, inevitably, being a mercenary does help someone.


Now, the very bottommost practice for a man who carries a sword, the absolute dregs of the well, the lowliest and meanest trade a man can possibly embrace after he decides not to put away his weapon is that of the adventurer.


There is one similarity between the adventurer and the mercenary: the love of money. Past that fact, everything is unfavourable contrast. Like a mercenary, an adventurer works for money, be it gold, silver or copper. Unlike a mercenary, an adventurer’s trade is not limited to killing, though it does require quite a bit of that. Unlike a mercenary, an adventurer’s exploits typically aid no one.


When one requires a herd of cattle guarded from rustlers, a young maiden protected, a family tomb watched over or an enemy driven away, all for an honest fee, one calls upon a mercenary.


When one requires a herd of cattle stolen, a young maiden deflowered, a family tomb looted and desecrated or an honest man driven away from his own home, all for a few copper coins and a promise, one calls upon an adventurer.


I make this distinction for the sole purpose that, if someone finds this journal after I’ve succumbed to whatever hole I fell into or weapon I’ve run afoul of, they’ll know the reason.


This marks the first entry of the Aeons’ Gate, the grand adventure of Lenk and his five companions.


If whoever reads this has a high opinion of this writer so far, please cease reading now. The above sentence takes many liberties.


To consider the term “adventure,” one must consider it from the adventurer’s point of view. For a boy on his father’s knee, a youth listening to an elder or a rapt crowd hearing the songs of poets, adventure is something to lust after, filled with riches, women, heroism and glory. For an adventurer, it’s work; dirty, dusty, bloody, spittle-filled, lethal and cheap work.


The Aeons’ Gate is a relic, an ancient device long sought after by holy men and women of all faiths. It breaches the barriers between heaven and earth, allowing communication with the Gods themselves, an opportunity to ask why, how and what.


Or so I’ve heard.


My companions and I have been hired to seek out this Gate.


To address the term “companions,” I say this because it sounds a degree better than a “band of brigands, zealots, savages and madmen.” And I use that description because it sounds infinitely more interesting than what we really are: cheap labour.


Unbound by the codes of unions and guilds, adventurers are able to perform more duties than common mercenaries. Untroubled by sets of morals and guidelines, adventurers are able to go into places the common mercenary would find repulsive. Unprotected by laws dictating the absolute minimum one must be paid, adventurers do all this for much, much less coin than the common mercenary.


If someone has read this far, he might ask himself what the point of being an adventurer is.


The answer is freedom. An adventurer is free to come and go as he pleases, parting from whoever has hired him when the fancy strikes him. An adventurer is free to stop at whatever exotic locale he has found, to take whatever he has with him, to stay for as long as he wants. An adventurer is free to claim what he finds, be it knowledge, treasure or glory. An adventurer is free to wander, penniless and perpetually starved, until he finally collapses dead on a road.


It also bears mentioning that an adventurer typically does leave his employer’s charter if the task assigned proves particularly deranged.


Thus far, my journey has taken my companions and me far from Muraska’s harbour, where we took on this commission. We have travelled the western seas for what seems like an eternity, braving the islands, and their various diseases and inhabitants, in search of this Gate. Thus far, I’ve fought off hostile natives, lugged heavy crates filled with various supplies, mended sails, swabbed decks and spent hours upon hours with one end of mine or the other leaning over the railing of our ship.


My funds have so far accumulated to twenty-six pieces of copper, eleven pieces of silver and half a gold coin. That half came from a sailor who was less lucky than the rest of us and had his meagre savings declared impromptu inheritance for the ship’s charter.


That charter is Miron Evenhands, Lord Emissary of the Church of Talanas. Miron’s duties are, in addition to regular priestly business, overseeing diplomatic ties with other churches and carrying out religious expeditions, as which this apparently qualifies. He has been allocated funds for the matter, but spends them sparingly, hiring only as many adventurers and mercenaries as he must to form a facade of generosity. The ship he has chartered, a merchantman dubbed the Riptide, we share with various dirty sailors and hairy rats that walk on two legs.


My companions seem content with these arrangements, perhaps because they themselves are just as dirty and smelly. They sleep below deck even as I write this, having been driven up top by foul scents and groping hands. Granted, the arrangements are all that they are content with.


Every day, I deal with their greed and distrust. They demand to know where our payment is, how much money we’re getting. They tell me that the others are plotting and scheming against them. Asper tells me that Denaos makes lewd comments to her and the other women who have chartered passage aboard the ship. Denaos tells me that Asper mutters all manner of religious curses at him and tells the women that he is a liar, lech, lush, layabout and lummox; all lies, he tells me. Dreadaeleon tells me the ship rocks too much and it’s impossible for him to concentrate on his books. Gariath tells me he can’t stand the presence of so many humans and he’ll kill every one to the last man.


Kataria… tells me to relax. “Time at sea,” she says, smiling all the while, “amidst the beauty of it all should be relaxing.”


It would seem like sound advice if not for the fact that it came from a girl who stinks worse than the crew half the time.


To be an adventurer means to have freedom, the freedom to decide for oneself. That said, if someone has found this journal and wonders why it’s no longer in my hands, please keep in mind that it’s just as likely that I decided to leap from the crow’s nest to the hungry waters below as it is that I died in some heroic manner.















One



HUMAN LITTER


In the span of a breath, colour and sound died on the wind.


The green of the ocean, the flutter of sails, the tang of salt in the air vanished from Lenk’s senses. The world faded into darkness, leaving only the tall, leather-skinned man before him and the sword clutched in his hands.


The man loosed a silent howl and leapt forwards. Lenk’s sword rose just as his foe’s curved blade came crashing down.


They met in a kiss of sparks. Life returned to Lenk’s senses in the groan of the grinding blades. He was aware of many things at once: the man’s towering size, the sound of curses boiling out of tattooed lips, the odour of sweat and the blood staining the wood under their feet.


The man uttered something through a yellow-toothed smile; Lenk watched every writhing twitch of his mouth, hearing no words behind them. No time to wonder. He saw the man’s free hand clutching a smaller, crueller blade, whipping up to seek his ribs.


The steel embrace shattered. Lenk leapt backwards, feeling his boots slide along the red-tinged salt beneath him. His heels struck something fleshy and solid and unmoving; his backpedal halted.


Don’t look, he urged himself, not yet.


He had eyes for nothing but his foe’s larger blade as it came hurtling down upon him. Lenk darted away, watched the cutlass bite into the slick timbers and embed itself. He saw the twitch of the man’s eye—the realisation of his mistake and the instant in which futile hope existed.


And then died.


Lenk lunged, sword up and down in a flashing arc. His senses returned with painful slowness; he could hear the echo of the man’s shriek, feel the sticky life spatter across his face, taste the tang of copper on his lips. He blinked, and when he opened his eyes, the man knelt before his own severed arm, shifting a wide-eyed stare from the leaking appendage to the young man standing over him.


Not yet.


Lenk’s sword flashed again, biting deeply into meat and sliding out again. Only when its tip lowered, steady, to the timbers, only when his opponent collapsed, unmoving, did he allow himself to take in the sight.


The pirate’s eyes were quivering pudding: stark white against the leather of his flesh. They looked stolen, wearing an expression that belonged to a smaller, more fearful man. Lenk met his foe’s gaze, seeing his own blue stare reflected in the whites until the light behind them sputtered out in the span of a sole, ragged breath.


He drew a lock of silver hair from his eyes, ran his hand down his face, wiping the sweat and substance from his brow. His fingers came back to him trembling and stained.


Lenk drew in a breath.


In that breath, the battle had ended. The roar of the pirates’ retreat and the hesitant, hasty battle cries of sailors had faded on the wind. The steel that had flashed under the light of a shameless staring sun now lay on the ground in limp hands. The stench ebbed on the breeze, filled the sails overhead and beckoned the hungry gulls to follow.


The dead remained.


They were everywhere, having ceased to be men. Now they were litter, so many obstacles of drained flesh and broken bones lying motionless on the deck. Pirates lay here and there, amongst the sailors they had taken with them. Some embraced their foes with rigor-stiffening limbs. Most lay on their backs, eyes turned to Gods that had no answers for the questions that had died on their lips.


Disconcerting.


His thought seemed an understatement, perhaps insultingly so, but he had seen many bodies in his life, many not half as peacefully gone. He had drawn back trembling hands many times before, flicked blood from his sword many times before, as he did now. And he was certain that the stale breath he drew would not be the last to be scented with death.


“Astounding congratulations should be proffered for so ruby a sport, good sir!”


Lenk whirled about at the voice, blade up. The pirate standing upon the railing of the Riptide, however, seemed less than impressed, if the banana-coloured grin on his face was any indication. He extended a long, tattooed limb and made an elaborate bow.


“It is the sole pleasure of the Linkmaster’s crew, myself included, to look forward to offering a suitable retort for,” the pirate paused to gesture to the human litter, “our less fortunate complements, of suitable fury and adequately accompanying disembowelment.”


“Uh,” Lenk said, blinking, “what?”


Had he time and wit enough about him to decipher the tattooed man’s expression, he would, he assured himself, have come up with a more suitable retort.


“Do hold that thought, kind sir. I shall return anon to carve it out.”


Like some particularly eloquent hairless ape, the pirate fell to all fours and scampered nimbly across a chain swaying over the gap of quickly shifting sea between the two ships. He was but one of many, Lenk noted, as the remaining tattooed survivors fled back over the railings of their own vessel.


“Cragsmen,” the young man muttered, spitting on the deck at the sight of the inked masses.


Their leviathan ship shared their love of decoration, it seemed. Its title was painted in bold, violent crimson upon a black hull, sharp as a knife: Linkmaster. And in equally threatening display were crude scrawlings of ships of various sizes beneath the title, each one with a triumphant red cross drawn through it.


Save one that bore a peculiar resemblance to the Riptide’s triple masts.


“Eager little bastards,” he muttered, narrowing his eyes. “They’ve already picked out a spot for us.”


He blinked. That realisation carried a heavy weight, one that struck him suddenly. He had thought that the pirates were chance raiders and the Riptide nothing more than an unlucky victim. This particular drawing, apparently painted days before, suggested something else.


“Khetashe,” Lenk cursed under his breath, “they’ve been waiting for us.”


“Were they?” someone grunted from behind him, a voice that seemed to think it should be feminine but wasn’t quite convinced.


He turned about and immediately regretted doing so. A pair of slender hands in fingerless leather gloves reached down to grip an arrow’s shaft jutting from a man’s chest. He should have been used to the sound of arrowheads being wrenched out of flesh, he knew, but he couldn’t help cringing.


Somehow, one never got all the way used to Kataria.


“Because if this is an ambush,” the pale creature said as she inspected the bloody arrow, “it’s a rather pitiful excuse for one.” She caught his uncomfortable stare and offered an equally unpleasant grin as she tapped her chin with the missile’s head. “But then, humans have never been very good at this sort of thing, have they?”


Her ears were always the first thing he noticed about Kataria: long, pointed spears of pale flesh peeking out from locks of dirty blonde hair, three deep notches running the length of each as they twitched and trembled like beings unto themselves. Those ears, as long as the feathers laced in her hair, were certainly the most prominent markers of her shictish heritage.


The immense, fur-wrapped bow she carried on her back, as well as the short-cut leathers she wore about what only barely constituted a bosom, leaving her muscular midsection exposed, were also indicative of her savage custom.


“You looked as surprised as any to find them aboard,” Lenk replied. With a sudden awareness, he cast a glance about the deck. “So did Denaos, come to think of it. Where did he go?”


“Well…” She tapped the missile’s fletching against her chin as she inspected the deck. “I suppose if you just find the trail of urine and follow it, you’ll eventually reach him.”


“Whereas one need only follow your stench to find you?” he asked, daring a little smirk.


“Correction,” she replied, unfazed, “one need only look for the clear winner.” She pushed a stray lock of hair behind the leather band about her brow, glanced at the corpse at Lenk’s feet. “What’s that? Your first one today?”


“Second.”


“Well, well, well.” Her smile was as unpleasant as the red-painted arrows she held before her, her canines as prominent and sharp as their glistening heads. “I win.”


“This isn’t a game, you know.”


“You only say that because you’re losing.” She replaced the bloodied missiles in the quiver on her back. “What’s it matter to you, anyway? They’re dead. We’re not. Seems a pretty favourable situation to me.”


“That last one snuck up on me.” He kicked the body. “Nearly gutted me. I told you to watch my back.”


“What? When?”


“First, when we came up here.” He counted off on his fingers. “Next, when everyone started screaming, ‘Pirates! Pirates!’ And then, when I became distinctly aware of the possibility of someone shoving steel into my kidneys. Any of these sound familiar?”


“Vaguely,” she said, scratching her backside. “I mean, not the actual words, but I do recall the whining.” She offered a broader smile to cut off his retort. “You tell me lots of things: ‘Watch my back, watch his back, put an arrow in his back.’ Watch backs. Shoot humans. I got the idea.”


“I said shoot Cragsmen.” Upon seeing her unregistering blink, he sighed and kicked the corpse again. “These things! The pirates! Don’t shoot our humans!”


“I haven’t,” she replied with a smirk. “Yet.”


“Are you planning to start?” he asked.


“If I run out of the other kind, maybe.”


Lenk looked out over the railing and sighed.


No chance of that happening anytime soon.


The crew of the Linkmaster stood at the railings of their vessel, poised over the clanking chain bridges with barely restrained eagerness. And yet, Lenk noted with a narrowing of his eyes, restrained all the same. Their leering, eager faces outnumbered the Riptide’s panicked expressions, their cutlasses shone brighter than any staff or club their victims had managed to cobble together.


And yet, all the same, they remained on their ship, content to throw at the Riptide nothing more than hungry stares and the occasional declaration of what they planned to do with Kataria, no matter what upper assets she might lack. The phrase “segregate those weeping dandelions ’twixt a furious hammer” was shouted more than once.


Any other day, he would have taken the time to ponder the meaning behind that. At that moment, another question consumed his thoughts.


“What are they waiting for?”


“Right now?” Kataria growled, flattened ears suggesting she heard quite clearly their intentions and divined their meaning. “Possibly for me to put an arrow in their gullets.”


“They could easily overrun us,” he muttered. “Why wouldn’t they attack now, while they still have the advantage?”


“Scared?”


“Concerned.”


“About what?”


Largely, he told himself, that we’re going to die and you’re going to be the cause. His thoughts throbbed painfully in the back of his head. They’re waiting for something, I know it, and when they finally decide to attack, all I’ve got is a lunatic shict to fight them. Where are the others? Where’s Dreadaeleon? Where’s Denaos? Why do I even keep them around? I could do this. I could survive this if they were gone.


If she were…


He felt her stare upon him as surely as if she’d shot him. From the corner of his own eye, he could see hers staring at him. No, he thought, studying. Studying with an unnerving steadiness that exceeded even the unpleasantness of her long-vanished smile.


His skin twitched under her gaze, he shifted, turned a shoulder to her.


Stop staring at me.


She canted her head to one side. “What?”


Any response he might have had degenerated into a sudden cry of surprise, one lost amidst countless others, as the deck shifted violently beneath him, sending him hurtling to one knee. He was rendered deaf by the roar of waves as the Riptide rent the sea beneath it with the force of its turn, but even the ocean could not drown out the furious howl from the Riptide’s helm.


“More men!” the voice screeched. “Get more men to the railing! What are you doing, you thrice-fondled sons of six-legged whores from hell? Get those chains off!”


Not an eye could help turning to the ship’s wheel, and the slim, dark figure behind it. A bald beacon, Captain Argaol’s hairless head shone with sweat as his muscles strained to guide his bride of wood and sails away from her pursuer. Eyes white and wide in furious snarl, he turned a scowl onto Lenk.


“What in Zamanthras’s name are you blasphemers being paid for?” He thrust a finger towards the railings. “Get. Them. OFF!”


Several bodies pushed past Lenk, hatchets in hand as they rushed the chains biting into the Riptide’s hull. At this, a lilting voice cut across the gap of the sea, sharp as a blade to Lenk’s ears as he pulled himself to his feet.


“I say, kind Captain, that hardly seems the proper way to address the gentlemen in your employ, does it?” The helmsman of the Linkmaster taunted with little effort as he guided the black vessel to keep pace with its prey. “Truly, sirrah, perhaps you could benefit from a tongue more silver than brass?”


“Stuff your metaphors in your eyes and burn them, Cragscum!” Argaol split his roar in twain, hurling the rest of his fury at his crew below. “Faster! Work faster, you hairless monkeys! Get the chains off!”


“Do we help?” Kataria asked, looking from the chains to Lenk. “I mean, aren’t you a monkey?”


“Monkeys lack a sense of business etiquette,” Lenk replied. “Argaol isn’t the one who pays us.” His eyes drifted down, along with his frown, to the dull iron fingers peeking over the edge of the Riptide’s hull. “Besides, no amount of screaming is going to smash that thing loose.”


Her eyes followed his, and so did her lips, at the sight of the massive metal claw. A “mother claw,” some sailors had shrieked upon seeing it: a massive bridge of links, each the size of a housecat, ending in six massive talons that clung to its victim ship like an overconfident drunkard.


“Were slander but one key upon a ring of victory, good Captain, I dare suggest you’d not be in such delicate circumstance,” the Linkmaster’s helmsman called from across the gap. “Alas, a lack of manners more frequently begets sharp devices embedded in kidneys. If I might be so brash as to suggest surrender as a means of keeping your internal organs free of metallic intrusion?”


The mother claw had since lived up to its title, resisting any attempt to dislodge it. What swords could be cobbled together had been broken upon it. The sailors that might have been able to dislodge it when the Cragsmen attacked were also the first to be cut down or grievously wounded. All attempts to tear away from its embrace had proved useless.


Not that it seems to stop Argaol from trying, Lenk noted.


“You might,” the captain roared to his rival, “but only if I might suggest shoving said suggestion square up your—”


The vulgarity was lost in the wooden groan of the Riptide as Argaol pulled the wheel sharply, sending his ship cutting through salt like a scythe. The mother chain wailed in metal panic, going taut and pulling the Linkmaster back alongside its prey. A collective roar of surprise went up from the crew as they were sent sprawling. Lenk’s own was a muffled grunt, as Kataria’s modest weight was hurled against him.


His breath was struck from him and his senses with it. When they returned to him, he was conscious of many things at once: the sticky deck beneath him, the calls of angry gulls above him and the groan of sailors clambering to their feet.


And her.


His breath seeped into his nostrils slowly, carrying with it a new scent that overwhelmed the stench of decay. He tasted her sweat on his tongue, smelled blood that wept from the few scratches on her torso, and felt the warmth of her slick flesh pressed against him, seeping through his stained tunic and into his skin like a contagion.


He opened his eyes and found hers boring into his. He saw his own slack jaw reflected in their green depths, unable to look away.


“Hardly worthy of praise, Captain,” the Linkmaster’s helmsman called out, drawing their attentions. “Might one suggest even the faintest caress of Lady Reason would e’er do your plight well?”


“So…” Kataria said, screwing up her face in befuddlement, “do they all talk like that?”


“Cragsmen are lunatics,” he muttered in reply. “Their mothers drink ink when they’re still in the womb, so every one of them comes out tattooed and out of his skull.”


“What? Really?”


“Khetashe, I don’t know,” he grunted, shoving her off and clambering to his feet. “The point is that, in a few moments when they finally decide to board again, they’re going to run us over, cut us open and shove our intestines up our noses!” He glanced her over. “Well, I mean, they’ll kill me, at least. You, they said they’d like to—”


“Yeah,” she snarled, “I heard them. But that’s only if they board.”


“And what makes you think they’re not going to?” He flailed in the general direction of the mother chain. “So long as that thing is there, they can just come over and visit whenever the fancy takes them!”


“So we get rid of it!”


“How? Nothing can move it!”


“Gariath could move it.”


“Gariath could do a lot of things,” Lenk snarled, scowling across the deck to the companionway that led to the ship’s hold. “He could come out here and help us instead of waiting for us all to die, but since he hasn’t, he could just choke on his own vomit and I’d be perfectly happy.”


“Well, I hope you won’t take offence if I’m not willing to sit around and wait with you to die.”


“Good! No waiting required! Just jump up to the front and get it over quickly!”


“Typical human,” she said, sneering and showing a large canine. “You’re giving up before the bodies are even hung and feeding the trees.”


“What does that even mean?” he roared back at her. Before she could retort, he held up a hand and sighed. “One moment. Let’s… let’s just pretend that death is slightly less imminent and think for a moment.”


“Think about what?” she asked, rolling her shoulders. “The situation seems pretty solved to you, at least. What are we supposed to do?”


Lenk’s eyes became blue flurries, darting about the ship. He looked from the chains and their massive mother to the men futilely trying to dislodge them. He looked from the companionway to Argaol shrieking at the helm. He looked from Kataria’s hard green stare to the Riptide’s rail…


And to the lifeboat dangling from its riggings.


“What, indeed—”


“Well,” a voice soft and sharp as a knife drawn from leather hissed, “you know my advice.”


Lenk turned and was immediately greeted by what resembled a bipedal cockroach. The man was crouched over a Cragsman’s corpse, studying it through dark eyes that suggested he might actually eat it if left alone. His leathers glistened like a dark carapace, his fingers twitched like feelers as they ran down the body’s leg.


Denaos’s smile, however, was wholly human, if a little unpleasant.


“And what advice is that?” Kataria asked, sneering at the man. “Run? Hide? Offer up various orifices in a desperate exchange for mercy?”


“Oh, they won’t be patient enough to let you offer, I assure you.” The rogue’s smile only grew broader at the insult. “Curb that savage organ you call a tongue, however, and I might be generous enough to share a notion of escape with you.”


“You’ve been plotting an escape this whole time the rest of us have been fighting?” Lenk didn’t bother to frown; Denaos’s lack of shame had rendered him immune to even the sharpest twist of lips. “Did you have so little faith in us?”


Denaos gave a cursory glance over the deck and shrugged. “I count exactly five dead Cragsmen, only one more than I had anticipated.”


“We don’t get paid by the body,” Lenk replied.


“Perhaps you should negotiate a new contract,” Kataria offered.


“We have a contract?” The rogue’s eyes lit up brightly.


“She was being sarcastic,” Lenk said.


Immediately, Denaos’s face darkened. “Sarcasm implies humour,” he growled. “There’s not a damn thing funny about not having money.” He levelled a finger at the shict. “What you were being was facetious, a quality of speech reserved only for the lowest and most cruel of jokes. Regardless,” he turned back to the corpse, “it was clear you didn’t need me.”


“Not need you in a fight?” Lenk cracked a grin. “I’m quickly getting used to the idea.”


“We should just use him as a shield next time,” Kataria said, nodding, “see if we can’t get at least some benefit from him.”


“I hate to agree with her,” Lenk said with a sigh, “but… well, I mean you make it so easy, Denaos. Where were you when the fighting began, anyway?”


“Elsewhere,” the rogue said with a shrug.


“One of us could have been killed,” Lenk replied sharply.


Denaos glanced from Lenk to Kataria, expression unchanging. “Well, that might have been a mild inconvenience or a cause for celebration, depending. As both of you are alive, however, I can only assume that my initial theory was correct. As to where I was—”


“Hiding?” Kataria interrupted. “Crying? Soiling yourself?”


“Correction.” Denaos’s reply was as smooth and easy as the knife that leapt from his belt to his hand. “I was hiding and soiling myself, if you want to call it that. At the moment…” He slid the dagger into the leg-seam of the Cragsman’s trousers. “I’m looting.”


“Uh-huh.” Lenk got the vague sensation that continuing to watch the rogue work would be a mistake, but was unable to turn his head away as Denaos began to cut. “And… out of curiosity, what would you call what you were doing?”


“I believe the proper term is ‘reconnaissance’.”


“Scouting is what I do,” Kataria replied, making a show of her twitching ears.


“Yes, you’re very good at sniffing faeces and hunting beasts. What I do is…” He looked up from his macabre activities, waving his weapon as he searched for the word. “Of a more philosophical nature.”


“Go on,” Lenk said, ignoring the glare Kataria shot him for indulging the man.


“Given our circumstances, I’d say what I do is more along the lines of planning for the future,” Denaos said, finishing the long cut up the trouser leg.


Heavy masks of shock settled over the young man and shict’s faces, neither of them able to muster the energy to cringe as Denaos slid a long arm into the slit and reached up the Cragsman’s leg. Quietly, Kataria cleared her throat and leaned over to Lenk.


“Are… are you going to ask him?”


“I would,” he muttered, “but I really don’t think I want to know.”


“Now then, as I was saying,” Denaos continued with all the nonchalance of a man who did not have his arm up another man’s trouser leg, “being reasonable men and insane pointy-eared savages alike, I assume we’re thinking the same thing.”


“Somehow,” Lenk said, watching with morbid fascination, “I sincerely doubt that.”


“That is,” Denaos continued, heedless, “we’re thinking of running, aren’t we?”


“You are,” Kataria growled. “And no one’s surprised. The rest of us already have a plan.”


“Which would be?” Denaos wore a look of deep contemplation. “Lenk and I have rather limited options: fight and die or run and live.” He looked up and cast a disparaging glance at Kataria’s chest. “Yours are improved only by the chance that they might mistake you for a pointy-eared, pubescent boy instead of a woman.” He shrugged. “Then again, they might prefer that.”


“You stinking, cowardly round-ear,” she snarled, baring her canines at him. “The plan is to neither run nor die, but to fight!” She jabbed her elbow into Lenk’s side. “The leader says so!”


“You do?” Denaos asked, looking genuinely perplexed.


“Well, I… uh…” Lenk frowned, watching the movement of Denaos’s hand through the Cragsman’s trousers. “I think you might…” He finally shook his head. “Look, I don’t disapprove of looting, really, but I think I might have a problem with whatever it is you’re doing here.”


“Looting, as I said.”


Denaos’s hand suddenly stiffened, seizing something as a wicked smile came over his face. Lenk cringed and turned away as the man’s long fingers tensed, twisted and pulled violently. When he looked back, the man was dangling a small leather purse between his fingers.


“The third pocket,” the rogue explained, wiping the purse off on the man’s trousers, “where all reasonable men hide their wealth.”


“Including you?” Lenk asked.


“Assuming I had any wealth to spend,” Denaos replied, “I would hide it in a spot that would make a looter give long, hard thought as to just how badly he wanted it.” He slipped the pouch into his belt. “At any rate, this is likely as good as it’s going to get for me.”


“For us, you mean,” Lenk said.


“Oh, no, no. For you, it’s going to get much worse, since you seem rather intent on staying here.”


“We are in the employ of—”


“We are adventurers in the employ of Evenhands,” Denaos pointed out. “And what has he done for us? We’ve been at sea for a month and all we’ve got to show for it is dirty clothes, seasickness and the occasional native-borne disease.” He looked at Lenk intently. “Out at sea, there’s no chance to make an honest living. We’re as like to be killed as get paid, and Evenhands knows that.”


He shook a trembling finger, as though a great idea boiled on the tip of it.


“Now,” he continued, “if we run, we can sneak back to Toha and catch a ship back to the mainland. On the continent proper, we can go anywhere, do anything: mercenary work for the legions in Karneria, bodyguarding the fashas in Cier’Djaal. We’ll earn real coin without all these promises that Evenhands is offering us. Out here, we’re just penniless.”


“We’ll be just as penniless on the mainland,” Lenk countered. “We run, the only thing we’ve earned is a reputation for letting employers, godly employers, die.”


“And the dead spend no money,” Denaos replied smoothly. “Besides, we won’t need to take jobs to make money.” He glanced at Kataria, gesturing with his chin. “We can sell the shict to a brothel.” He coughed. “Or a zoo of some kind.”


“Try it,” Kataria levelled her growl at both men, “and what parts of you I don’t shoot full of holes, I’ll hack off and wear as a hat.” She bared her teeth at Denaos. “And just because you plan to die—”


“The plan is not to die, haven’t you been listening? And before you ask, yes, I’m certain that we will die when they return, for two reasons.”


“If they return,” Kataria interjected. “We scared them off before.”


“When they return,” Denaos countered. “Which coincides with the first reason: this was just the probe.”


“The what?”


“Ah, excuse me,” the man said as he rose up. “I forgot I was talking to a savage. Allow me to explain the finer points of business.”


Lenk spared a moment to think, not for the first time, that it was decidedly unfair that the rogue should stand nearly a head taller than himself. It’s not as though the length of your trousers matters when you piss them routinely, he thought resentfully.


“Piracy,” the tall man continued, “like all forms of murder, is a matter of business. It’s a haggle, a matter of bidding and buying. What they just sent over,” he paused to nudge the corpse at his feet, “is their initial bid, an investment. It’s the price they paid to see how many more men they’d need to take the ship.”


“That’s a lot of philosophy to justify running away,” Lenk said, arching an eyebrow.


“You had a lot of time to think while hiding?” Kataria asked.


“It’s really more a matter of instinct,” Denaos replied.


“The instinct of a rat,” Kataria hissed, “is to run, hide and eat their own excrement. There’s a reason no one listens to them.”


“Forgive me, I misspoke.” He held up his hands, offering an offensively smarmy smile. “By ‘instinct’, I meant to say ‘it’s blindingly obvious to anyone but a stupid shict’. See, if I were attacking a ship bearing a half-clad, half-mad barbarian that at least resembled a woman wearing breeches tighter than the skin on an overfed hog, I would most certainly want to know how many men I needed to take her with no more holes in her than I could realistically use.”


She opened her mouth, ready to launch a hailstorm of retorts. Her indignation turned into a blink, as though she were confused when nothing would come. Coughing, she looked down.


“So it’s not that bad an idea,” she muttered. Finding a sudden surge of courage, she looked back up. “But, I mean, we killed the first ones. We can kill them again.”


“Kill how many?” Denaos replied. “Three? Six? That leaves roughly three dozen left to kill.” He pointed a finger over the railing. “And reason number two.”


Lenk saw the object of attention right away; it was impossible not to once the amalgamation of metal and flesh strode to the fore.


“Rashodd,” Lenk muttered.


He had heard the name gasped in fear when the Linkmaster first arrived. He heard it again now as the captain of the black ship stood before his crew, the echo of his heavy boots audible even across the roaring sea.


Rashodd was a Cragsman, as his colossal arms ringed with twisting tattoos declared proudly. The rest of him was a sheer monolith of metal and leather. His chest, twice as broad as any in his crew, was hidden behind a hammered sheet of iron posing as a breastplate. His face was obscured as he peered through a thin slit in his dull grey helmet, tendrils of an equally grey beard twitching beneath it.


And he, too, waited, Lenk noted. No command to attack arose on a metal-smothered shout. No call for action in a falsely elegant voice drifted over the sea. Not one massive, leathery hand drifted to either of the tremendous, single-bit axes hanging from his waist.


They merely folded along with the Cragsman’s titanic arms, crossing over the breastplate and remaining there.


Waiting.


“Their next bid will be coming shortly,” Denaos warned. “And he’s going to be the one that delivers it.” He gestured out to the crew. “They’re dead, sure, but they’re Argaol’s men. We have to think of our own.”


“He’s just a human,” Kataria said derisively, “a monkey.” She glanced at the titanic pirate and frowned. “A big monkey, but we’ve killed big ones before. There’s no reason to run.”


“Good,” Denaos replied sharply, “stay here while all sane creatures embrace reason.” He sneered. “Do try to scream loudly, though. Make it something they’ll savour long enough so that the rest of us can get away.”


“The only one leaving will be you, round-ear,” Kataria growled, “and we’ll see how long your delusions of wit can sustain you at sea.”


“Only a shict would think of reason as delusional.”


“Only a human would think of cowardice as rational!”


Words were flung between them like arrows and daggers, each one cutting deeply with neither of the two refusing to admit the blood. Lenk had no eyes for their snarls and rude gestures, no attention for their insults that turned to whispers on his ears.


His stare was seized, bound to the hulking figure of Rashodd. His ears were full, consumed by another voice whispering at the back of his head.


It’s possible, that voice said, that Denaos is wrong. There are almost as many men on our ship as on theirs. We could fight. We wouldn’t even have to win a complete victory, just bloody their noses. Teach them that we aren’t worth the trouble. It’s business, right?


“What’s the big deal over a big monkey, anyway?” Kataria snapped. “The moment he raises that visor, I’ll put an arrow in his gullet and we’ll be done here! No need to run.” Her laughter was sharp and unpleasant. “Or do you find his big muscles intimidating, you poor little lamb?”


“I can think of at least one muscle of his that you’ll find unpleasant when he comes over,” Denaos replied, a hint of ire creeping into his voice. “And I wouldn’t be at all surprised if it was bearded and covered in iron, too. He’s seen what you’ve done to his men. He won’t be taking that visor off.”


It’s possible, Lenk answered his own thought, but not likely. Numbers are one thing, but steel is another. They have swords. We have sticks. Well, I mean, I’ve got a sword… fat lot of good it will do against that many, though. Running is just logical here. It’s not as if Denaos actually had a good idea here, anyway.


“If you run, you don’t get paid,” Kataria said. “Though, really, I’ve always wanted to see if human greed is stronger than human cowardice.”


“We get paid slaves’ wages,” Denaos said. “Silf, we get worse. We get adventurers” wages. Stop trying to turn this into a matter of morality. It’s purely about the practicality of the situation and, really, when has a shict ever been a moral authority?”


When have any of them ever had a good idea? Lenk’s eyes narrowed irately. I’m always the one who has to think here. He’s a coward, but she’s insane. Asper’s a milksop, Dreadaeleon’s worthless. Gariath is as likely to kill me as help. Running is better here. They’ll get me killed if we stay.


“Well, don’t get the impression that I’m trying to stop you,” Kataria snarled. “The only reason I’d like you to stay is because I’m almost certain you’ll get a sword in your guts and then I won’t even have to deal with the terrible worry that you might somehow survive out at sea. The rest of us can handle things from here.”


“And if I could handle it all by myself, I would,” Denaos said. “Feeling the humanitarian that I am, though, I would consider it a decent thing to try to get as many humans off as I possibly could.”


“Decent? You?” Kataria made a sound as though she had just inhaled one of her own arrows through her nose.


“I didn’t kill anyone today.”


“Only because you were busy putting your hands down a dead man’s trousers. In what language is that decent?”


They’re going to die, Lenk’s thoughts grew their wings, flew about his head violently, but I can live. Flee now and live! The rest will…


“And what would you know of language?” Denaos snarled. “You only learned how to speak ours so you could mock the people you kill, savage!”


… waiting, waiting for what? To attack? Why? What else can you do? There’s so many of them, few of us. Save them and they kill each other…


“And you mock your own people by pretending you give a single fart about them, rat.”


… to what end? What else can you do?


“Barbarian!”


What else can you do?


“Coward!”


WHAT ELSE?


The thoughts that formed a blizzard in Lenk’s mind suddenly froze over, turning to a pure sheet of ice over his brain. He suddenly felt a chill creep down his spine and into his arm, forcing his fingers shut on his sword’s hilt. From the ice, a single voice, frigid and uncompromising, spoke.


Kill.


“What?” he whispered aloud.


Kill.


“I… don’t—”


“Don’t what?”


He felt a hand on his shoulder, unbearably warm. He whirled about, hand tight on his sword. The shapes before him looked unfamiliar for a moment: shadows of blue lost in the sky. He blinked and something came into view, apparent in a flash of blazing green.


Kataria’s eyes, brimming with disquiet.


With every blink, the sunlight became brighter and more oppressive. He squinted at the two people before him, face twisted in a confused frown.


“What?”


“It’s up to you, we agreed,” Kataria replied hesitantly. “You’re the leader.”


“Though ‘why’ is a good question,” Denaos muttered.


“Do we fight or run?”


Lenk looked over his shoulder. His eyelid twitched at the sight of the pirates, visibly tensing, sliding swords from their sheaths. Behind the rows of tattooed flesh, a shadow shifted uneasily. Had it always been there, Lenk wondered, standing so still that he hadn’t noticed it?


“Fight?” Kataria repeated. “Or run?”


Lenk nodded. He heard her distinctly now, saw the world free of haze and darkness. Everything became clear.


“I have a plan,” he said firmly.


“I’m all ears,” Denaos said, casting a snide smile to Kataria. “Sorry, was that offensive?”


“Shut up,” Lenk growled before she could. “Grab your weapons. Follow me.”


Don’t look, Dreadaeleon thought to himself, but a seagull just evacuated on your shoulder.


He felt his neck twist slightly.


I SAID, DON’T LOOK! He cringed at his own thoughts. No, if you look, you’ll panic. I mean, why wouldn’t you? It’s sitting there… all squishy and crawling with disease. And… well, this isn’t helping. Just… just brush it off nonchalantly… try to be nonchalant about touching bird faeces… just try…


It occurred to the boy as odd that the warm present on his shoulder wasn’t even the reason he resented the birds overhead at that moment.


Rather, he thought, as he stared up at the winged vermin, they didn’t make nearly enough noise. Neither did the ocean, nor the wind, nor the murmurings of the sailors gathered before him, muttering ignorant prayers to gods that didn’t exist with the blue-clad woman who swore that they did.


Though, at that moment, he doubted that even gods, false or true, could make enough noise to drown out the awkward silence that hung between him and her.


Wait, he responded to his own thoughts, you didn’t say that last part instead of thinking it, did you? Don’t tell her that the gods are just made up! Remember what happened last time. Look at her… slowly… nonchalantly… all right, good, she doesn’t appear to have heard you, so you probably didn’t say it. Wait, no, she’s scowling. Wait, do you still have the bird faeces on you? Get it off! Nonchalant! Nonchalant!


The problem persisted, however. Even after he brushed the white gunk from his leather coat, Asper’s hazel eyes remained fixed in a scowl upon him. He cleared his throat, looked down at the deck.


Mercifully, she directed her hostility at him only for as long as it took to tuck her brown hair back beneath her bandana, then looked back down at the singed arm she was carefully dressing with bandage and salve. The man who possessed said arm remained scowling at him, but Dreadaeleon scarcely noticed.


He probably wants you to apologise, the boy thought. He deserves it, I suppose. I mean, you did set him on fire. His fingers rubbed together, lingering warmth dancing on their tips. But what did he expect, getting in the way like that? He’s lucky he escaped with only a burned arm. Still, she’d probably like it if you apologised…


If she even noticed, he thought with a sigh. Behind the burned man were three others with deep cuts, bruised heads or visibly broken joints. Behind them were four more that had already been wrapped, salved, cleaned or stitched.


And they had taken their toll on her, he noticed as her hands went back into the large leather satchel at her side and pulled out another roll of bandages. They trembled, they were calloused, they were clearly used to working.


And, he thought with a sigh, they are just so strong. He drew in a resolute breath. All right, you’ve got to say something… not that, though! But something. Remember what Denaos says: women are dangerous beasts. But you’re a wizard, a member of the Venarium. You fear no beast. Just… use tact.


“Asper,” he all but whispered, his voice catching as she looked up at him again, “you’re…” He inhaled sharply. “You’re being completely stupid.”


Well done.


“Stupid,” she said, levelling a glare that informed him of both her disagreement and her future plans to bludgeon him.


“As it pertains to the context, yes,” he said, attempting to remain bold under her withering eyes.


“The context of…” she gestured to her patient, “setting a man on fire?”


“It’s… it’s a highly sensitive context,” he protested, his voice closely resembling that of a kitten being chewed on by a lamb. “You aren’t taking into account the many variables that account for the incident. See, body temperature can fluctuate fairly quickly, requiring a vast amount of concentration for me to channel it into something combustible enough to do appreciable damage to something animate.”


At this, the burned man added his scowl to Asper’s. Dreadaeleon cleared his throat.


“As evidenced visibly. With such circumstances as we’ve just experienced, the risk for a triviality increases.”


“You set… a man… on fire…” Asper said, her voice a long, slow knife digging into him. “How is that a triviality?”


“Well… well…” The boy levelled a skinny finger at the man accusingly. “He got in my way!”


“I was tryin’ to defend the captain!” the man protested.


“You could have gone around me!” Dreadaeleon snapped back. “My eyes were glowing! My hands were on fire! What affliction of the mind made you think it was a good idea to run in front of me? I was clearly about to do something very impressive.”


“Dread,” Asper rebuked the boy sharply before tying the bandage off at the man’s arm and laying a hand gently on his shoulder. To the sailor: “The wound’s not serious. Avoid using it for a while. I’ll change the dressing tomorrow.” She sighed and looked over the men, both breathing and breathless, beyond her patient. “If you can, you should tend to your fellows.”


“Blessings, Priestess,” the man replied, rising to his feet and bowing to her.


She returned the gesture and rose as well, smoothing out the wrinkles creasing her blue robes. She excused herself from the remaining patients with a nod and turned away to lean on the railings.


And Dreadaeleon could not help but notice just how hard she leaned. The irate vigour that had lurked behind her eyes vanished entirely, leaving only a very tired woman. Her hands, now suddenly trembling, reached to the gleaming silver hanging from her throat. Fingers caressed the wings of a great bird, the phoenix.


Talanas, Dreadaeleon recalled, the Healer.


“You look tired,” he observed.


“I can see how I might give off that impression,” Asper replied, “what with having to undo the damage my companions do as well as the pirates’ own havoc.”


Somehow, the softness of her voice cut even deeper than its former sharpness. Dreadaeleon frowned and looked down at the deck.


“It was an accident—”


“I know.” She looked up and offered him an exhausted smile. “I can appreciate what you were trying to do.”


You see, old man? That fire would have been colossal! Corpses burning on the deck! Smoke rising into the sky! Of course she’d have been impressed. The ladies love fire.


“Well, it would have been difficult to pull off, of course,” he offered, attempting to sound humble. “But the benefits would have outweighed the tragedy.”


“Tragedy?” She blinked. “I thought you were going to try to scare the rest of them off with a show of force.” She peered curiously at him. “What were you thinking?”


“The exact same thing,” he hastily blurted. “I mean, they’re pirates, right? And Cragsmen, on top of that. They probably still believe wizards eat souls and fart thunder.”


She stared at him.


“We, uh, we don’t.”


“Hmm.” She glanced over his shoulder with a grimace, towards the shadows of the companionway. “And what was the purpose of that?”


He followed her gaze and frowned. He wasn’t quite sure why she looked at the sight with disgust. To him, it was a masterpiece.


The icicle’s shape was perfect: thick enough to drive it into the wood of the ship, sharp enough to pierce the ribcage in which it currently rested comfortably. Even as the Cragsman clung to it, hands frozen to the red-stained ice in death, Dreadaeleon couldn’t help but smile. He had expected something far messier, but the force used to hurl it through the air had been just enough.


Of course, she probably won’t understand that. He rolled his eyes as he felt hers boring into his. Women.


“Prevention,” he replied coolly. “I saw him heading for the companionway, I thought he might try to harm Miron.”


She nodded approvingly. “I suppose it was necessary, then, if only to protect the Lord Emissary.”


Well done, old man, well done. The exuberance coursing through him threatened to make him explode. He fought it down to a self-confident smirk. Talking to girls is just like casting a spell. Just maintain concentration and don’t—


“After all,” he interrupted his train of thought with a laugh, “if he died, who would pay us?”


… do anything like that, idiot.


She swung her scowl upon him like a battleaxe, all the fury and life restored to her as she clenched her teeth. She ceased to resemble a priestess at that moment, or any kind of woman, and looked instead like some horrific beast ready to rip his innards out and paint the deck with them.


“This is what it’s all about, then?” she snarled. “Pay? Gold? Good Gods, Dread, you impaled a man.”


“That hardly seems fair,” he replied meekly. “Lenk and the others have killed far more than me. Kataria even made a game out of it.”


“And she’s a shict!” Asper clenched her pendant violently. “Bad enough that I should have to tolerate their blasphemies without you also taking pleasure in killing.”


“I wasn’t—”


“Oh, shut up. You were staring at that corpse like you wanted to mount it on a wall. Would you have taken the same pride if you had killed that man instead of just burning him?”


“Well…” His common sense had fled him, his words came on a torrent of shamelessness. “I mean, if the spell had gone off as it was supposed to, I suppose I could have appreciated the artistry of it.” He looked up with sudden terror, holding his hands out in front of him. “But no, no! I wouldn’t have taken pride in it! I never take pride in making more work for you!”


“It’s not work to do Talanas’s will, you snivelling heathen!” Her face screwed up in ways that he had thought possible only on gargoyles. “You sound like… like one of them, Dread!”


“Who?”


“Us.”


Lenk met the boy’s whirling gaze without blinking, even as Dreadaeleon frowned.


“Oh,” he said, “you.”


“You sound disappointed.”


“Well, the comparison was rather unfavourable,” the wizard said, shrugging. “Not that I’m not thrilled you’re still alive.”


He still sounded disappointed, but Lenk made no mention of it. His eyes went over the boy’s head of stringy black hair, past Asper’s concerned glare, through the mass of wounded sailors to the object of his desire.


The smaller escape vessel dangled seductively from its davits, displaying its oars so brazenly, its benches so invitingly. It called to him with firm, wooden logic, told him he would not survive without it. He believed it, he wanted to go to it.


There was the modest problem of the tall priestess before him, though, arms crossed over her chest to form a wall of moral indignation.


“What happened at the railings?” she asked. “Did you win?”


“In a manner of speaking, yes.”


“In a manner of…” She furrowed her brow. “It’s not a hard question, you know. Did you push the pirates back?”


“Obviously, we were triumphant,” chimed a darker voice from behind him. Denaos stalked forwards, placing a hand on Lenk’s shoulder. “If we hadn’t, you’d like have at least a dozen tattooed hands up your skirt by now.”


“Robes,” she corrected sharply. “I wear robes, brigand.”


“How foolish of me. I should have known. After all, only proper ladies wear skirts.” As she searched for a retort, he quickly leaned over and whispered in Lenk’s ear. “She’s never going to let us by and she certainly won’t come with us.”


Lenk nodded. Ordinarily, that wouldn’t have been a problem. He would just as soon leave her to die if she insisted. However, she could certainly call the sailors’ attentions to the fact that they were about to make off with the ship’s only escape vessel. Not to mention it would be exceedingly bad judgement to leave the healer behind.


“So just shove her in,” he muttered in reply. “On my signal, you rush her. I’ll cut the lines. We’ll be off.”


“What are you two talking about?” Asper’s eyebrows were so far up they were almost hidden beneath her bandana. “Are you plotting something?”


“We are discussing stratagems, thank you,” Denaos replied smoothly. “We are, after all, the brains of this band.”


“I thought I was the brains,” Dreadaeleon said.


“You are the odd little boy we pay to shoot fire out of his ass,” the rogue said.


“I shoot fire out of my hands, thank you. And it requires an immense amount of brains.” He pulled back his leather coat, revealing a massive book secured to his waist by a silver chain. “I memorised this whole thing! Look at it! It’s huge!”


“He raises a good point,” Denaos whispered to Lenk. “He might try to stop us.”


“I can handle it,” a third voice added to the conspiracy. Kataria appeared at Lenk’s side, ears twitching. “He weighs even less than me. I’ll just grab him on the way.”


“I thought you didn’t like this idea,” Lenk said, raising a brow.


“I don’t,” she replied, sparing him a grudging glare. “It’s completely unnecessary. But,” she glanced sidelong at Lenk, “if you’re going to go…”


The moment stretched uncomfortably long in Lenk’s head, her eyes focusing on him as if he were a target. In the span of one blink, she conveyed a hundred different messages to him: requests for him to stay, conveyance of her wish to fight, a solemn assurance that she would follow. At least, he thought she said that. All that echoed in his mind was one voice.


Stop staring at me.


“Yes, good, lovely,” Denaos grunted. “If we’re going to do this, let’s do it now.”


“Do what?” Asper asked, going tense as if sensing the sin before it developed.


“Nothing,” Denaos replied, taking a step forwards, “we’re just hoping to accomplish it before—”


“By the Shining Six,” the voice cut through the air like a blade, “who wrought this sin?”


“Damn it,” Lenk snarled, glancing over his shoulder at the approaching figure.


Despite rumours whispered in the mess, it was a woman, tall as Denaos and at least as muscular. Her body was choked in bronze, her breastplate yielding not a hint of femininity as it was further obscured by a white toga.


Hard eyes stared out from a hard face, set deep in her skull and framed by meticulously short-trimmed black hair. Her right eyelid twitched at the sight of them all huddled together, the row of red-inked letters upon her cheek dancing like some crimson serpent that matched her very visible ire as she swept towards the companions, heedless of the puddles of blood splashing her greaves.


“Quillian Guisarne-Garrelle Yanates,” Asper said pleasantly as she stepped forwards unopposed, she being generally considered the person best suited to speak with people bearing more than two names. “We are pleased to see you well.”


“Serrant Quillian Guisarne-Garrelle Yanates,” the woman corrected. “Your praise is undeserved, I fear.” She cast a glimpse at the human litter and sneered. “I should have been here much sooner.”


“Yes, scampering in a bit late today, aren’t we, Squiggy?” Denaos levelled his snide smirk at her like a spear. “The battle was over before you even strapped that fancy armour on.”


“I was guarding the Lord Emissary,” the Serrant replied coldly. “You might recall it being your duty, as well, if you could but keep your mind from gold and carnage.”


“Carnage?” Kataria laughed unpleasantly. “It was a slaughter.”


Quillian’s eyes sharpened, focusing a narrow glare of bladed hatred upon the shict.


“You would know, savage.” She forced her stare away with no small amount of effort. “I had hoped to arrive to see at least some modicum of rite was being followed. Instead, I find…” she forced the word through her teeth as though it were poison, “adventurers.” She spared a cursory nod to Asper. “Excluding those of decent faith.”


“Oh,” the woman blinked, “well, thank you, but—”


“She’s with us,” Denaos interjected, stepping up beside the priestess with a scummy grin. “How’s that stick in your craw, Squiggy? One of your beloved, pious temple friends embroiled in our world of sin and sell-swording, eh?” He swept an arm about Asper, drawing her in close and rubbing his stubble-laden cheek against her face. “Doesn’t sit too well, does it? Does it? I can smell your disgust from here!”


Lenk caught the movement, subtle as it was, as the rogue gingerly tried to ease his blanching captive towards the escape vessel. Dreadaeleon, too, looked shocked enough that he’d never see Kataria coming to grab him. He readied his sword, eyeing the ropes.


“That would be me,” Asper snarled, driving an ungentle elbow into his ribs and ruining his plans. “Get off.”


“The hallowed dead litter the deck,” the Serrant said, sweeping her scorn across the scene, then focusing it on Lenk. “Innocent men alongside the impure. All sloppily killed.”


“What?” Dreadaeleon asked, pointing to his impaled victim. “That is, by far, the cleanest kill in this whole mess!”


“Incredibly enough,” Lenk added with a sigh, “killing is a sloppy business.”


“These vagrants should have been routed before one of Argaol’s men could be driven below,” she snapped. “You allowed this to happen.”


“Me?” Lenk said.


“All of you.”


“What?” Kataria looked offended as she gestured to Denaos. “He didn’t even do anything!”


“Yeah,” Lenk said, nodding. “How do you figure we’re at fault?”


“Because of the horrid blasphemies that continually spew from your bile-holes. You anger the Gods with your disregard for the sacred rites of combat! Your crude tactics, your consorting with heathens,” her stare levelled at Kataria again, “as well as inhuman savages.”


Her eyes were decidedly warier when she swept the deck again.


“And where is your other monster?”


“Elsewhere,” Lenk replied. “Look, we have a plan, but it doesn’t need you around. Is this really—”


“Respect for the Gods is very necessary,” Quillian said sharply. “Yes. Really. Bad enough that you bring your Godless savages here without questioning the divine mandate.”


“Savage arrows took three already.” Kataria’s threat was cold and level. “I’ve got plenty more, Squiggy.”


“Cease and repent, barbarian,” the woman replied, just as harshly. Her gauntleted hand drifted dangerously close to the longsword at her hip. “The name of a Serrant is sacred.”


“I’d disagree with that, Squiggy.” Denaos chuckled.


“Me too, Squiggy,” Kataria agreed.


Stay calm, Lenk told himself as he watched the Serrant fume. This might be better. Neither Asper nor Dread is paying attention. We can still salvage this, we can still—


Kill.


The thought leapt, again, unbidden to his mind. He blinked, as though he had just taken a wrong turn.


Run, he corrected himself.


Kill, his mind insisted.


And, like a spark that heralds the disastrous fire to come, the sudden concern on his face sparked Quillian’s suspicion. Her glance was a whirlwind, carrying that fire and giving it horrific life as it swept from the companions, standing tensed and ready, to the escape vessel.


By the time it settled on Lenk, wide with shock and fury, he could see his plan consumed in that fire, precious ash on the wind.


“She knows,” Lenk whispered harshly to Kataria. “She knows.”


“Who cares?” the shict growled. “Stick to your plan.”


“What? Shove her in, too?”


“No, shove her over. She’ll sink like a stone in all that armour.” She paused, ears flattening against her head. “It was my idea, though, so she counts as my kill.”


“Deserters,” Quillian hissed, “are the most grievous of sinners.”


Damn it, damn it, damn it, Lenk cursed as he watched her sword begin to slide out of its scabbard. This complicates things. But we can still—


Kill.


“I suppose you would know,” Denaos said with a thoughtful eye for the brand under her right eye, “wouldn’t you?”


Her shock was plain on her face, the kind of naked awe that came from the knowledge of a secret revealed. Her lip quivered, her spare hand going to the red ink.


“You—”


“Yes,” he replied smoothly. “Now, if you wouldn’t mind scampering off to scrawl another oath on your forehead or something? We’ve got stratagems to—”


“You…” she hissed again, brimming with rage as she hoisted her sword, “you dare!”


There was a flash of steel, a blur of black. In the time it took to blink, the Serrant’s sword was out and trembling, its point quivering at Asper’s throat. The priestess’s eyes were wide and unmoving, barely aware of what had happened as two broad hands clenched her arms tightly.


Denaos peered out from behind her, grinning broadly and whistling sharply at the blade a hair’s width from the priestess’s throat.


“Dear me.” The rogue clicked his tongue chidingly. “You ought to be more careful, oughtn’t you? That was nearly another oath right there.”


Quillian’s eyes were wide, the bronze covering her knuckles rattling as she quivered horribly. Empty horror stared out from behind her gaze, as though her mind had fled at the very thought of what she had nearly done. It was an expression not entirely unfamiliar to Lenk, but it was usually plastered on the faces of the dying.


“I… I didn’t mean…” She looked at Asper pleadingly. “I would never…”


This is it, Lenk thought, she’s distracted. Denaos has a grip on Asper. Time to—


Kill.


No, time to run. We have to—


KILL!


WE HAVE TO RUN!


“Now,” he whispered.


“What?” Kataria asked.


“NOW, GENTLEMEN, NOW!”


The voice of the Cragsman was accompanied by many others, boiling over the railings of the ship like a stew. The panicked cries of the sailors, mingled with Argaol’s shrieks for order, were hurled into the broth, creating a thick, savoury aroma that Lenk well recognised.


Battle.


Damn it.















Two



BLOOD AND SALT


In the span of a breath, colour and sound exploded.


They came surging over the railings in numbers unfathomable, the twisting wire of their tattoos blending together to create some horrible skeleton of black and blue outside the tide of flesh they arrived on. Their zeal was loud, joyous, the song of impending slaughter joined by the humming of their upraised swords and the clinking harmony of the chains they came clambering across.


“Now, now!” Denaos cried, lunging at the rigging and pulling a knife out. “We can still make it!”


“What?” Asper’s expression drifted from incredulous to furious. “You were planning on deserting?”


“Oh, come on,” the rogue protested sharply, “like you weren’t expecting this!”


“I knew it,” Quillian snarled. She shoved herself in front of Asper, blade extended. “Stay behind me, Priestess. The danger is not yet great enough that I cannot deal with a deserter first.”


“I say, look lively, gentlemen!”


In the sound of whistling metal, the Serrant was proven violently wrong. The hatchet came whirling over the sailors’ heads, a bird of iron and wood that struck the woman squarely in her chest. A human gong unhinged, she went collapsing to the deck, Asper quickly diving to catch her.


“Well, there you are,” Denaos said. “Providence. Now, let’s go!”


“No!” Kataria’s bow was already in her hand, arrow kissing the string. “Even if we get that thing off, we won’t get far.”


As if to reinforce her point, a flock of hatchets came flying over the railings. The bold and unlucky sailors who had rushed forth to intercept the boarders went down under the sound of crunching bone and splashing liquid. The first of the boarders came sweeping over the railing, yet more of the thirsty weapons in their hands.


“Dread!” Kataria snarled, seizing the boy by the arm and shoving him forwards. “Do something!”


“Right… right…” He stepped forwards hesitantly. “I can… do something.” He cleared his throat, then glanced over his shoulder to see if Asper was watching. “Er… you like fire, don’t you?”


“NOW!” Kataria shrieked in unison with the wailing weapons.


The boy’s eyes snapped wide open, hand up instinctively as he whirled about to face the onslaught of metal wings. His lips twisted, bellowing a phrase that hurt to hear, crimson light sparking behind his eyes.


The air rippled before him, hatchets slowing in their twisting flight, before finally stopping and falling to the deck.


“Well, hell,” Denaos grunted, “we can just have him do that and we’ll be fine!”


“We can’t leave!” Asper protested. “Quillian is hurt.”


“So she can stay behind and be a decoy!” the rogue retorted. “Am I the only one who’s thinking here?”


“We don’t have time for this,” Kataria growled. Her eyes, along with everyone else’s, turned towards Lenk, who was watching the ensuing fight impassively. “What do we do?”


He did not hear them. He did not feel her hand on his shoulder. Everything seemed to die; the wind ceased to blow, the sky ceased to move, the sea ceased to churn. He felt his eyes closing of their own volition, as though something reached out with icy fingers and placed them on his eyelids.


And that something reached out, whispered on a breathless voice into his ear.


When he opened his eyes again, there were no more enemies. There were no Cragsmen, no pirates, no sailors rushing forth to meet them. All he could see before him were fields of wheat, swaying delicately in the wind he could not feel. All he could hear was the whisper of their insignificance.


All he could feel was the blade in his hand and his boots moving under his feet.


“Lenk! LENK!” Kataria shrieked after him as he tore away from them, rushing to the railing.


“Well, fine,” Denaos said, “see? He volunteered to be the decoy. It’s a non-issue.”


The others fell silent; she continued to shout. He still didn’t hear her. The timbers quaked under him as several pairs of feet added their rhythm to his charge. Emboldened by his actions, possibly, or spurred on by the wordless call to battle Argaol sent from the helm.


He didn’t care.


His eyes were for the pirates that just now set their feet upon the timbers. His ears were for the sound of their last hatchets flying past his ears and over his head as he ducked low. His blade was for the man that just now set a hand upon the railing.


The sword lashed out quickly, catching the boarder by surprise as the Cragsman looked to see where his projectile had landed. It bit deeply, plunging below the pirate’s breastbone and sinking into his flesh.


His breath lasted an eternity, even as his mouth filled with his own life. The pirate looked down to see his own horror reflected in the steel, then looked up and Lenk saw his own eyes reflected in his foe’s unblinking gaze as the light guttered out behind them.


Chaff from wheat.


He pulled hard, his blade wedged so deeply in the man that he came tumbling onto the deck. Lenk smashed his boot against the man’s throat and pulled again, jerking his sword free in a spattering arc.


His senses were selective, ignoring the sound of sailors colliding into their foes in favour of the sound of feet coming up behind him. He whirled, lashing out with his blade, not caring who it was that had dared to try to ambush him.


Sparks sputtered in a quick and hasty embrace as his sword caught the pirate’s cutlass. It was enough to drive the man back with a surprised grunt, enough to give Lenk room to manoeuvre. He sprang backwards, felt something collide with his heel.


He looked.


A sailor; he recognised the face, if not the name. Such a task was difficult though, given that a hatchet had lodged itself in said visage, leaving little more than half a gasping mouth and one very surprised eye. At that, Lenk’s own eyes widened and the world returned to him.


Battle.


He could barely remember what had brought him this far: the fields of wheat, the unmoving sky and the silent screaming. What stood before him now was not something to be scythed down carelessly, but a man, towering and swinging his cutlass wildly.


Surprised, but not shocked, Lenk brought his blade up to defend. He felt the blow more solidly this time, shaking down to his bones. Behind his opponent, other tattooed, leering faces erupted over the railings, rushing to meet the defenders. He heard feet shuffling, bodies hitting the deck behind him. He was surrounded.


Imbecile, he thought. At what point did this seem like a good idea? His foe swung again, he darted to the side. Charging headlong? Who does that? He lunged, sought the pirate’s chest and caught his blade instead. Well, Gariath does, but he’s… well, you know.


An errant kick caught him, sent him staggering backwards. His foe, apparently, had long legs. Long arms, too, Lenk noted; this wouldn’t be a fight he could win if it continued to be this dance.


Run away, he thought, escape through the crowd and you can—


Kill.


No, no! Stop that! You just have to get away long enough to—


Fight.


NO! If… if you can’t escape, just keep him busy. Keep him distracted long enough for Denaos to stab him in the back or Kataria to shoot him in the neck or—


Alone.


“What?” he asked his own thoughts.


He whipped his gaze about the carnage that the deck had become. He could see flesh, faces rising up and down from a sea into which the sailors and Cragsmen had blended seamlessly. But they were only faces filled with fear or covered in tattoos. He could see no sign of a skinny youth, a tall and lanky cockroach, a flashing silver pendant.


Or, he noted ruefully, twitching ears and bright green eyes.


Whatever twinge of despair he might have felt must have made itself apparent on his face, for when he turned his attentions back to his opponent, the Cragsman had discarded his battle-hardened concentration in exchange for an amused grin.


“I say, dear boy,” he said, “you look to be possessed of a touch of the doubting dung beetle.”


“I’m fine, thanks,” Lenk grunted in reply, hoisting his blade up before him.


“More’s the pity, I suppose. Had you, indeed, succumbed to the previous hypothesis of being a man of the utmost practicality and, synonymously, cowardice, I would have invited you to congenially excuse yourself from the anticipated social of disaster about to be wreaked.”


Lenk blinked. “I’m sorry, did you just offer me an escape route or invite me to tea?” He made a half-hearted thrust at the man, who easily darted away. “Either way, you would seem to be in a poor position to guarantee either. You’re not the captain.”


“Indeed. Our dearest chum and astute tutor Rashodd has excused himself from this particular bloody fete to better assure you of his honour. All we wish to partake of is the women in your charter, as well as a portion of your cargo, us being pirates and all.” He tilted his head slightly. “And a particular priest who has decided to associate himself with your uncouth captain.”


Lenk drew back at the mention, suddenly cocking a brow.


“Evenhands?”


“Ah, the delicate ladies of your employ would certainly be unimpressed at the object of your concern, sir.”


“What do you want with the Lord Emissary?”


The Cragsman offered a smirk coy as he could manage with lips like a shedding centipede. “A proper gentleman never tells,” the pirate said, advancing upon the young man and grinning as his opponent took a step backwards. “Unfortunately, in the time it took to deliver that stirring bout of eloquence, my patience, and thusly the offer, did decline. Alas…” He raised his cutlass high. “Generosity wasted is generosity insulted, as they—”


He was interrupted suddenly by the sound of an out-of-tune lute being plucked, followed by a whistling shriek that ended in a wet, warm punctuation. The pirate jerked suddenly, he and Lenk sharing the same expression of confusion before they both looked down to see the arrow’s shaft quivering from between two of the Cragsman’s ribs.


“Ah,” he slurred, mouth glutted with red, “that would do it, wouldn’t it?”


Lenk watched him until he stopped twitching, then turned his stare upwards.


He caught sight of Kataria’s smile first, her canines broad and prominent over the heads of the combatants as she stood upon the railing. She held up a hand, wiggling four slender fingers before scampering up the rigging, a trio of Cragsmen at her heels.


It was a well-believed idea of less-practical men that removing oneself from the reach of their opponent was low. Scampering away from them, however, was simply insulting. Kataria doubtlessly knew that. With dexterity better befitting a murderous squirrel, she turned, drew and loosed a pair of arrows at them, giggling wildly as they fell back, one dead, one wounded and the third apparently ready to find easier prey.


The saying was old and well-worn amongst men, but true enough that the pointy-eared savages had adopted it as their own.


Shicts don’t fight fair.


The Cragsmen, too, seemed equally aware of the phrase and voiced their retort in a whirl of thrown hatchets. She twisted, narrowly avoiding the gnawing blades, but found herself caught in the rigging as they glided over her head and bit through the rope. She shrieked, fell, disappeared into the melee.


Go back, was his first thought. Find her. Save her. But his legs were frozen, his head pulling towards another direction. She’s a shict. Savage. She doesn’t need saving. Keep going, keep going and—


Kill. The thought came again, more urgent this time. It hurt his head to think it, chilled his skull as though it came on icy breath. Fight.


He couldn’t help but agree; there would be time enough to worry about Kataria later, likely when she was dead. For the moment, something else caught his attention.


The sound of wheels turning with such force as to be heard over the din of battle reached his ears. A groaning of wood and metal sounded across the gap of the sea. Lenk could see, over the heads of the pirates who remained aboard the Linkmaster to hold their boarding chains steady, a monstrosity being pushed towards the railing.


“A siege engine?” he muttered to himself, not being able to imagine what else the wheeled thing might be. “If they can afford a damn siege engine, why are they raiding us?”


No answer was forthcoming from either the four Cragsmen pushing it, nor from the visor-bound gaze of Rashodd. It was not them that Lenk looked at, but rather the wisp of a man standing by the side of the titanic captain.


Or at least, Lenk thought it was a man. Swaddled in conservative black where the pirates displayed their tattoos brazenly, the creature’s clothing was the least curious thing about him. He was heads shorter than the others, looking like a mere shadow next to Rashodd, and his head resembled a bleached bone long scavenged of meat: hairless, pale, perfectly narrow.


Whether he saw Lenk staring at him or not, the young man did not know. But as the insignificant person’s lips twisted slightly, the bone showing a sudden marring crack, Lenk couldn’t help but feel as though it was intended for him.


To your left.


The thought came with greater clarity, with greater will, as though it was no longer even a part of his own mind, but another voice altogether. Lenk was highly surprised to hear it.


Not quite as surprised as he was to feel the rounded guard of a cutlass smash against his jaw, however.


He staggered backwards, his heel catching a dead pirate’s arm as though his foe reached out in death. His senses reeled as his sword fell from his hand, his vision blurred as he felt blood trickle down his nose. He looked up, blinking and shaking his head; the first thing he made out, shortly before the tattoos, was a long, banana-coloured grin.


“It could hardly be said of me that so noble a man of the Crags does not endeavour to make good on his word,” the pirate said. “But I do beg your pardon, kind sir. You do us no honour by sitting quietly and watching.” He looked down at the man Lenk had tripped over and frowned. “Nor by the theft of so fine a fellow as this gentleman was to me.”


“I’m… sorry?” Lenk’s voice was hoarse and weak, his hands trembling as he reached for his fallen sword.


“Ah, of course, your apology is accepted with the utmost gratitude,” the pirate replied. “Even if the idea of repairing such egregious breaches of conduct is more than a tad absurd.”


His fingers felt numb, unable to sense the warmth of the hilt, the chill of the steel. He tried to regain his footing, the ringing in his skull and the uncertainty beneath his feet conspiring to keep him down. The Cragsman seemed less than concerned with the young man rising, if his very visible pity was any suggestion.


“I don’t suppose it would help if I said I wouldn’t do it again?” Lenk asked, trying to talk through his dizziness.


“I’m more than a mite remorseful to inform you that such would hardly be the proper retort.” The pirate shook his head and levelled his blade at the young man’s face. “Regrettably, this is the point in proper protocol where we resolve and absolve alike through the gouging of eyes and spilling of entrails upon the uncaring deck, if you’ll excuse the crudeness.”


“Ah.”


Absently, Lenk regretted not having thought of something better for his last words.


That thought was banished as his hands thrust up weakly, catching the pirate’s wrist and holding the blade fast a hair’s length away from his face. The gesture was futile, both Lenk and his foe knew; his arms trembled, his fingers could not feel the skin and metal they sought to hold back. His breath gave up before he did, becoming short, rasping gasps in his throat.


He clenched his jaw, shut his eyes, felt his arms begin to yield.


No.


That thought lasted for but a moment, while the moment existed as a drop of moisture on the pirate’s blade, dangling for a silent eternity. Lenk felt his breath run cold in his lungs, felt his blood freeze in his veins and time with it.


Fight.


His muscles did not strengthen beneath his skin, rather they denied strength entirely in favour of the frigid fingers that crept through him. In one long, cold breath, he felt the numbness sweep up his arms, into his chest.


Into his mind.


Deny!


The thought grew stronger, louder with every twitch of his hands, every fingerbreadth he gave to the blade. It echoed through his head, down into his chest, into an arm that involuntarily broke from his opponent’s grip and sought his fallen blade.


Through shut eyes, he could see the moment dangling off his opponent’s sword.


He felt it drop.


“KILL!”


Blue flashed, pitiless and cold, behind his eyelids. Eyes not his own stared back into him. Teeth that were not his clenched. Fingers that were not his gripped a hilt. The thought did not leap to his mind, did not whisper inside him.


It had a voice.


It spoke.


Lenk felt something move, a snap of cold air that sent his hair whipping about his face. He opened his eyes and stared down the long steel blade of a sword he didn’t remember swinging, life dripping down it, upon which the Cragsman’s shock was violently etched.


He looked up, just as surprised as his opponent, and met the man’s eyes. No fear this time, no moment of futile hope and extinguished life. The pirate stared at him with eyes that could reflect nothing, the blow having come too swiftly to grant him even the privilege of a horrified death.


He mouthed, “No fair.”


And fell to the deck.


The numbness did not flee from Lenk’s limbs, but rather seeped into his body, as water disappearing into the earth. He felt suddenly weak, legs soft under a body suddenly unbearably heavy, breath offensively warm and jagged in his throat.


Slowly, he staggered to his feet. Slowly, he felt the sun again, heard the din of battle. But the warmth was faint, the sounds distant. He could feel the chill, he was aware of it as he was of his own shadow. It seeped away, dissipated into blood that began to run warm, leaving only a single thought given a voice behind.


“More.”


“What?” he gasped, his own voice suddenly alien to himself.


“More.”


“I… I don’t—”


“MORE, YOU IDIOT! THERE’S MORE COMING!”


Argaol’s roar came from the helm with desperation. Lenk glanced up to see four sailors locked in combat with a pair of Cragsmen, desperately trying to keep the blade-wielding pirates away from their captain with their staves. The dark man himself looked directly at Lenk, pointing to the railing.


He shrieked, of course, as he usually did when addressing the young man, but Lenk didn’t hear him. He didn’t need to as he saw two more tattooed men leap from a boarding chain onto the deck. Instead of rushing towards the battle to aid their fellows, they instead cast wary looks about, hungry eyes and bare feet immediately setting off for the companionway.


Evenhands.


“Damn, damn, damn, damn, damn, damn, damn, damn.”


A curse for every step as he charged after the boarders. Ironic, he thought absently as he pushed his way through the melee, that moments ago he was ready to leave the Lord Emissary to die. Then again, it was hardly surprising; so long as he had been hit in the face once today, he might as well get paid for it.


Which wasn’t likely to happen if his employer was gutted below decks.


“Protect the charter, boys!” Argaol roared to his own crew. “Protect the Lord Emissary! The Gods demand it and smile on us for it!”


Lenk’s pace was quick as he leapt over bodies, side-stepped brawls, darted around stray blades. The battle raged with no clear victor; he passed corpses both familiar and tattooed. But the sailors held, the Cragsmen had not overrun them yet, and the two boarders were not as swift as Lenk was. For a moment, he felt a rush of victory as he drew closer.


For a moment, he thought that maybe the Gods did smile upon him.


That belief died with the sudden twist of an ankle and a shriek as he recalled that the Gods loved irony far more than they loved their servants. He hit a patch of red-tinged seawater, his boot slid out from under him and he went sprawling, sword clattering to the deck.


There was barely enough time to spew out a curse before he lunged to his feet, seizing his weapon. Too late; he saw the two boarders vanish into the shadows of the companionway, laughter anticipating the impending looting ringing in their wake. Once inside, they would easily lose any pursuit in the maze of cargo holds and cabins, chopping up passengers at will, cutting and pillaging in a few breaths. And he was too late to stop it.


Too late, too late, too late, too late, too—


Stop it! Stop, he scolded himself as he forced his boots into a run. Fight first, fear later.


Just as the darkness of the companionway loomed up before him like a gaping maw, he was forced to skid to a halt. Something squirmed in the shadows. Someone screamed.


He threw himself to the side just in time to see the body of one of the invaders sail through the air, landing limply on the deck with his neck twisted at an angle at which necks clearly were not meant to twist.


“G-GET AWAY FROM ME!” the remaining pirate squealed from inside. He came shrieking out of the gloom, weapon lost, mouth gibbering. “MONSTER! THEY’VE GOT A GODS-DAMNED DRAG—”


His scream died in his throat, his feet torn from the deck as a great red arm ending in a set of brutal claws reached out from the darkness to wrap about his neck. The hand tightened, the sound of bones creaking between its massive fingers. Lenk cringed, but only for a moment. He knew the smile that then spread across his face was unwholesome, but he could hardly help himself.


The sight of Gariath brought out all sorts of loathsome emotions in people.


The dragonman emerged from the companionway, holding the writhing pirate aloft with an arm rippling with crimson muscle. He surveyed the battle through black eyes, his captive a mere afterthought.


The expression across his long snout was unreadable as he swung his horned head back and forth. The ear-frills at the side of his head twitched in time with the leathery wings folded on his massive back, as if stretching after a long nap.


“I thought you weren’t coming up,” Lenk said.


Gariath looked down at the young man, who only came up to the lowest edge of his titanic chest. He sneered, far more unpleasantly than either Lenk or Kataria could ever hope to, baring rows of sharp, ivory teeth.


“It was stifling below,” he grunted. “I came up for air and find humans dying.” He glanced over the melee. “I can’t say I’m not pleasantly surprised.”


He became aware of the captive pirate thrashing in his hand, pounding at the thick red wrist wrapped in a silver bracer. His scaly eye-ridges furrowed as he turned to the companionway.


His snarl was short and businesslike as he slammed the pirate’s face against the wooden doorframe, staining it red. His roar was loud and boastful as he drove it forwards again, bone fragments splintering with the frame. His snort was quick and derisive as he crushed the pirate once more, reducing a formerly grisly visage to featureless red pulp. Already bored with his now-unmoving prey, the dragonman dropped him to the deck, raising a clawed foot to rest upon his head.


“Who needs to die?” he asked.


“Pirates,” Lenk replied.


Gariath ran his obsidian glare from one end of the ship to the other in long, patient stares.


“Which ones are the pirates?”


“What do you mean, ‘Which ones are the pirates?’”


“You all look the same to me,” Gariath grunted, folding his arms over his chest. “Ugly, stupid, smelly.”


“So look for the ugliest, stupidest and smelliest ones and give it your best guess,” Lenk replied. “Are you going to help or not?”


The dragonman’s thick red legs tensed. His weight shifted to the foot resting on the pirate’s skull. Lenk winced and turned away at the sound of something cracking, the sight of something grey and sticky oozing out onto the blood-soaked deck. Gariath snorted.


“Maybe.”


Contrary to what her elders had said of the teeming race, Kataria didn’t find humans entirely awful. The only thing that truly annoyed her about them was their grossly underrated ability to adapt. It was a subject of routine discussion amongst those few shicts who grew old enough to stop killing their round-eared foes and start theorising about better ways to kill them.


“They’re just monkeys, of course,” it had often been said. “They spend their whole lives searching for food and, when they don’t find it, they just run around in circles, smelling their fingers and eating their own scat.”


In the year since she had followed a silver-haired man out of the woods, she had been keeping track of her own addenda that she might someday offer by the fire. And, as the possibility of her living that long quickly began to dwindle, she thought, not for the first time, that the elders’ description neglected to mention that, when faced with food, humans proved particularly motivated.


And the Cragsmen surrounding her proved to be particularly clever monkeys.


Should’ve stayed in the rigging, she told herself, should’ve climbed back up. Easier target for hatchets, sure, but you could’ve shot more of them.


She had hardly expected them to figure out what arrows were, much less corner her against the railing. But they had adapted; they had found her, pursued her, showing the extreme discourtesy of not giving her enough room to shoot them.


And now a trio of them surrounded her, their eyes locked on the gleaming arrowhead that drifted menacingly from body to body.


One shot. One arrow was all that kept them at bay, each one hesitant to rush, to force her to choose him to plant the angry metal seed in. After that, they would be upon her faster than she could pull another one free of her quiver.


Her ears twitched, recalling the threats and declarations they had inflicted upon her from the safety of their ship. Those same threats, that same hunger lurked behind their eyes now, dormant for fear that she would see them in their gazes and extinguish them with an arrow.


The sea roared behind her; the terror of humans was an invitation for her. It would be better that way, she knew, to kill one and then hurl herself into the froth. She would die, certainly, but it was infinitely better than the alternative, better than submitting to the human disease.


A bit late for that, isn’t it? she asked herself, resentful. She forced that from her head, though, determined to think.


Options were unsurprisingly limited, however: shoot and die in the sea, shoot and die in the arms of a human… skip the third party and just shoot herself?


“Get down, Kat!”


She heard Asper’s voice first, Dreadaeleon’s second. The instant she recognised the alien babble emanating from the boy’s mouth, she fell to the deck as her assailants looked to the source.


Then screamed.


Fire roared over her head in a wicked plume, the smell of stray strands of her own hair burning filled her nostrils. The stench of burning flesh, however, quickly overpowered it, just as the angry howl of flame overpowered the shrieks of the Cragsmen. She could feel the deck reverberate as feet thundered past her, carrying walking pyres over the railing to plunge into the water below with a hiss.


She got up, patted her head for any stray flames, then looked at the fast-fading plumes of steam rising from the sea.


That works, too.


“Are you all right?” Asper’s voice was joined by the sound of bronze on wood as she dragged Quillian to the shict’s position. “One moment. I can check you over as soon as—”


“Oh, yes, sure, be certain to check her over.” Dreadaeleon wore a look of ire as he walked beside her, one hand folded neatly behind him, the other flicking embers from his fingers. “I mean, it’s not like I did something incredible like conjure fire from my own body heat.”


“Like that’s hard,” Kataria growled. She pointed out to sea. “Those don’t count, by the way.”


“Don’t… what?”


“Only kills you do yourself count. Wizard kills aren’t real kills.”


“Real kills?” Asper looked up, disgusted. “These are human lives we’re taking!”


“We?” Kataria asked with a sneer. “What did you do aside from try to choke me with moral indignation?”


“I…” The priestess stiffened, looking down with a frown. “I can fight.”


“Don’t waste your breath on a reply, Priestess,” came a mutter from the deck, ire unimpeded by her barely conscious stagger. Quillian rose to her feet on trembling legs, turning a scowl upon the shict. “One can hardly expect in-humans to understand things like mercy and compassion.”


“What? Your sword is just for show, then?” Kataria asked, smiling.


Quillian did not smile back, did not even offer a reply.


Perhaps it was the clarity that the hatchet blow had robbed her of that caused the Serrant’s mask of contempt to crack, or perhaps it was that she simply didn’t want to bother keeping it up anymore. But in that moment, the displays of righteous indignation and palls of virtuous disgust fell away from Quillian’s face.


Hate remained in abundance.


It was a pure hate that Kataria had seen before, albeit rarely, a hate that flowed like an ancestral disease. Quillian hated Kataria, hated her mother, hated her father, hated everything with pointed ears as she hated nothing else, not even the pirates swarming about the deck.


“Go! GO! He’ll kill us all!”


Or running, anyway, she thought as a tattooed blur rushed past her.


The moment of tense readiness collectively and quickly faded into befuddlement as the Cragsmen rushed towards the companions and then, without even looking, right past them. Precious steel was forgotten, wounded men were ignored, terror shone through every inked face. Kataria watched, baffled and wondering whether shooting them in the back counted.


More men rushed past, these ones belonging to the Riptide’s crew. She knew the source of the panic before she even turned about, much less before she heard the screaming.


“MONSTER!” one of the Cragsmen howled. “RUN, GENTS! THE LOUTS BROUGHT A BLOODY DRAGONMAN!”


Blood-soaked, she thought, would be a more accurate descriptor of the towering creature striding casually after them. A small heap of broken bodies, twisted limbs and ripped flesh lay behind him: the brave and foolish few who had decided he might not be quite as tough as he looked.


Gariath looked as unconcerned as someone covered in gashes and blood could be. Almost bored, she thought, as he stepped upon, rather than over, the bodies before him, continuing a slow pursuit after the fleeing pirates.


That expression gave her the courage to shoot him a pair of scowls. Once for his cold, arrogant stride when he clearly had only about one more kill to his name than she did, if that. Her deepest scowl, accompanied by a matching frown, was for the fact that he walked alone.


Lenk was nowhere to be seen.


“Stop running, rats,” Gariath growled. “The Rhega were made for better fights than you can offer.”


A body stirred on the deck. A Cragsman, apparently trying to hide amongst his dead fellows, came sprinting off the deck, only to crash back down as a corpse selfishly tripped him.


He did not remain there for long, however.


“No! NO!” he shrieked, a pair of clawed hands gripping him by the heels. “GET AWAY, BEAST!”


“Oh, Talanas.” Asper flashed a sickened look as Gariath pulled the man off the deck. “Gariath, don’t.”


The dragonman didn’t seem to notice her, much less acknowledge her words. Kataria stepped forwards, looking past his terrified victim and into his black eyes.


“Where’s Lenk?”


He looked at her as he might an insect, shrugging.


“Dead?” she asked.


“Probably,” he grunted. “He’s human. Small, stupid… not quite as stupid as the rest of you, but still—”


“Put me down,” the Cragsman pleaded, “please. PLEASE!”


“Shut up,” Kataria snarled at him. Her eyebrows rose suddenly. “Wait a moment.” She knelt before him, looking into eyes that threatened to leap from their sockets. “Did you kill a silver-haired man?”


“Looks kind of like a silver-haired child,” Dreadaeleon piped up.


“You’re one to talk,” Asper replied snidely, “and he’s not that short.”


“I… I didn’t kill anyone! I swear!” the pirate squealed.


“You’re only making this more unpleasant.” Gariath sighed. “Shut up and see if you can’t die without soiling yourself.”


“How come you didn’t watch him?” Kataria asked the dragonman.


“If he can’t watch himself, he deserves whatever happens to him.” Gariath snorted. “Hold that thought.”


“NO!” the man screamed as his captor pried his legs apart with no great effort. “It’s… it’s all cultural! I was pressed into service! Please! PLEASE!”


One by one, groans of impending horror escaped the companions. No one dared to look up, much less protest, as Gariath drew his leg back like a hammer and aimed squarely between the pirate’s legs. Kataria stared for as long as she could, until the sight of the dragonman’s grin finally made her look down.


There weren’t hands big enough to block out the crunching sound that followed.


She looked up just in time to see a flash of red and brown as Gariath tossed the man overboard like fleshy offal. That, she knew, was about as much honour as he would offer creatures smaller than himself. That thought, as well as his massive, suddenly wet foot, kept her tense as she addressed him.


“We have to go back,” she said, “we have to find Lenk.”


He glanced over his shoulder. “No.”


“But—”


“If he’s alive, he’s alive,” he snorted. “If he’s dead… no great loss.”


He’s right, you know, she told herself. It’s one human. There are many of them. You shouldn’t want to look back, shouldn’t care. It’s one human, one more disease.


She sighed, offering no further resistance as he pushed his way past her, trying to convince herself of the truth of her thoughts as he moved through the companions. No one bothered to stop him. No one she cared about, at least.


“So!” Quillian placed a bronzed hand on her hip, unmoving as Gariath walked forwards. “The battlefield is further profaned by the presence of abominations? There is hardly any redemption for this—”


“Shut up.”


The dragonman’s grunt was as thunderous as the sound of the back of his hand cracking against the Serrant’s face. Her armour creaked once as she clattered to the deck and again as he stepped on and over her.


“What… I…” Asper gritted her teeth at his winged back. “I just pulled her off the ground!”


“Don’t encourage him,” Kataria warned. “Come on. We look for Lenk. Gariath handles the rest.”


“Oh, is that all?” Dreadaeleon pointed over her shoulder. “There’s one part of our problem solved, then.” He coughed. “By me.” He sniffed. “Again.”


She turned, fought hard to hide her smile at the sight of the young man rushing across the deck. That task became easier with every breath he drew closer. For with every breath, she saw the blood on his sword, the uncharacteristic fury in his stride…


The angry cold in his narrowed eyes.


“Does this mean we have to help Gariath?” Dreadaeleon asked, sighing.


She ignored him, cried out to the other short human.


“Lenk!”


“Chain,” he grunted as he sped past. “CHAIN!”


It occurred to him, vaguely, that the voice snarling those words from his mouth was not entirely his. It occurred to him that she looked at him with those same, studying eyes and he had ignored her. It occurred to him that he was weary, dizzy, surrounded by death and rushing heedlessly into more.


What did not occur to him was that he should stop.


Something was driving him like a horse, spurring him on. Something compelled his feet to move beneath him, to ignore the footsteps following him. Something forced his hand on his sword, his eyes on the mother chain.


Something spoke.


“Go.”


The chain grew larger with every step, as did the sight of the crimson hulk in the corner of his eye. Gariath had stopped before the chain, muscles tensed and quivering. No matter, Lenk thought, he must keep going, he must fight, he must obey the need within him.


In some part of his mind, he knew this to be wrong. He felt the fear that crept upon him, the terror that the voice was some part of the void to which his mind was slowly being lost. Madness; what else could it be? What else could compel him to fight, to rush into impossible odds? What else could override reason and logic with its own frigid thoughts?


“Stop.”


He obeyed, not knowing what else he could do.


The reason became apparent quickly enough, reflected in the jagged head of a bloodied axe clenched in meaty, tattooed paws. The Cragsman was massive, apparently of the same stock that had bred the giant Rashodd, with grey hair hanging about a grizzled visage in wild braids.


He stood upon defiant legs, regarding the companions with eyes unwary, challenging them to take the mother chain. Lenk looked past his massive shoulders to the chain itself, swaying precariously as leathery bodies twisted over each link.


“Reinforcements.”


“And this one’s the vanguard,” Lenk grunted in reply to the thought.


“Meant for me…”


Lenk glanced up at the dragonman as he heard the others come to a halt behind him.


“What?”


“This is it,” Gariath whispered, taking a step forwards. “This one was made for me.”


“That’s stupid,” Kataria said, “I can put an arrow in him from—”


“MINE!”


She recoiled, with everyone else, as he whirled on her, teeth bared and claws outstretched. “Those other ones were weak, stupid. This one…” He turned back to the massive man, snorting. “I might die.”


She blinked. “What?”


“More than a chance of that, dear boy,” the vanguard boomed, hefting his weapon over his shoulder. “Defiance of man’s law is our trade, but expunging an abomination is the work of the Gods, I am assured.”


“Yes.” Gariath’s eyes lit like black fires, his hands tightened into fists. “Yes.” His wings unfurled behind him, tail lashing angrily. His jaws craned open, a roar tore free from his throat. “YES!”


“COME, DEMON!” the Cragsman howled, beating his chest. “COME AND TASTE THE—”


His speech was cut short as his body stiffened with a sudden spasm. He smacked his lips, furrowed his brow, as though he had just forgotten what he was going to say. When he opened his mouth to finish the challenge, a faint trickle of red appeared at his lips.


“Well… that’s…” The light behind his eyes extinguished along with the fire in Gariath’s as the pirate collapsed to his knees. “That’s…” He groped uncertainly at his chest, seeking to scratch an itch beneath the skin. “That’s… rather…”


He fell face down. A bright-red flower bloomed from his neck, dripping onto the wood.


Denaos’s grin was short-lived as he looked at his companions, wiping clean the long knife in his hands.


“That one was MINE!” Gariath exploded in a roar, the deck shaking with the force of his stomp. “He was put here to fight ME!”


“He just crawled over the chain, actually,” Dreadaeleon said quietly.


“You gutted him like a fish!” Asper said, grimacing at the corpse. “You killed him as if he was nothing!”


“Is that… praise?” Denaos shook his head. “No, no. Of course, you’re whining. Isn’t that typical? I’m demeaned for not killing anyone and the moment I save us all some trouble by indulging in an act of practical butchery, I’m suddenly at fault?”


“I never asked you to take a life,” Asper protested.


“You don’t even think that it might be necessary!” Kataria spat back. “If you had your way, we’d all sit around praying to some weak round-ear god for an answer while they sodomised us with steel!”


“Don’t talk to her like that!” Dreadaeleon piped up, trying hard not to wither under her scowl. “She’s right to have conviction, even if it is in imaginary beings on high.” He blinked, eyes going wide. “Did I say that part aloud or think it?”


A hand cracking against his head made a proper answer.


“Who told you to even scurry out of your hole, rat?” Gariath growled. “You were meant to eat filth and drink your own tears. The Rhega,” he thumped his chest, “were made to kill and die.”


“Plenty of time for the latter,” Denaos replied, holding his arms out wide. “Humanity didn’t fight its way to the top of the food chain to be condescended to by lizards.”


Well, that figures, Lenk thought to himself. The one time he musters the spine to confront someone, it’s one of our own.


“Useless…” the voice muttered.


Agreed. He blinked. No, wait. Don’t talk to it.


“Fight.”


Fight back! Resist! It’s madness, you know it’s madness! You aren’t mad! You can—


“NOW.”


The voice came with a sudden insistence, a frigid howl that drowned out the sounds of argument, the sounds of clinking chains. The voice left no room for fear or for thought as it gnashed its teeth, fangs sinking into his brain, grinding his skull between them, filling his mind with fury.


“Command.”


“S-stop…” he whimpered.


“Lead!”


“Hurts—”


“KILL!”


“STOP!”


He didn’t know how loud he had screamed, but everyone had snapped to attention. He didn’t know what expression he wore on his face that caused them to look at him so.


He didn’t care.


“Dread,” he snarled, pointing to the chain, “burn them.”


“Right…” the boy said, swallowing hard and moving towards the links. “But I need time to—”


“NOW!”


No time even to stutter an agreement, the cold rigidity in Lenk infected Dreadaeleon as well. His fingers knotted together in a gesture that was painful to watch, his lips murmured a language that was painful to hear. Lenk watched him open his eyes, watched the crimson energy flower from behind his eyelids as tiny electric sparks began to dance along his sleeves.


“Enemies.”


“Right,” Lenk muttered, spying the hatchet-bearing pirates move to the chain on the Linkmaster. “Kat.”


“Uh-huh,” she replied, already drawing the fletching to her cheek. The arrows sang in ugly harmony, wailing from her string to catch them in the throat and chest. She wasted no time in turning a smug grin upon Gariath. “I win.”


“What…” Asper asked, her voice as hesitant as her trembling hands, “what should I do?”


“What can you do?” Lenk replied coldly, his mind focused on other things.


No cry had arisen from the Linkmaster, none of the collective panic that had plagued them upon Gariath’s appearance, not so much as a harsh word from Rashodd. The pirates simply took a collective step backwards, their expressions unnervingly serene. Even Rashodd appeared not at all displeased as failure loomed in his iron-clad face.


Why?


They parted like a wave of flesh, opening up a space at the railing. Lenk’s eyes widened.


The siege engine.


It rolled to the railing, a mass of iron and wood whose immediate purpose he could not decipher. A ballista? Of course, how else would they have got the chain across? Then why weren’t they firing it?


“What are they waiting for?”


No answer was heard over the sound of Dreadaeleon’s chant as it rose to an echoing crescendo. The sparks that were birthed on his sleeves grew into full electric snakes, crackling eagerly as they raced down his arms and into his knuckles. He extended his fingers, trembling as though they sought to jump free of their fleshy prisons, and knelt down to press two single fingers against the chain.


“Yes…”


It came too quick for anyone to scream, the lightning leaping from his fingers and onto the chain with electric vigour. Men became insects in a hail of sparks, tattoos lost amidst the blackening of skin. They collapsed, fell into the water and were lost to the tide.


“Good.”


“Gariath,” Lenk muttered.


The crimson hulk stared down at him for a moment, eyes narrowed, challenging him to give an order. Whatever the others had seen in Lenk that made them obey, he didn’t see it or didn’t care.


Inside his head, Lenk’s mind clenched, as if agitated that the dragonman would not obey. Whether he finally resisted out of inner discipline or pure fear, Lenk kept such ire from reaching his lips. He did not break his stare from Gariath’s black gaze, did not back down.


And when Gariath finally did move to the chain, he did not care why. He looked, instead, to the deck of the pirate ship and their siege engine. He spied the shadow there again, the man with the bone for a head who looked like some displaced spectre amongst the crowd. Again, the man met Lenk’s gaze, again the man smiled.


The dragonman hooked his hands into the mother chain’s clawed head, gripping it firmly. Snorting, he gave it a great shake, dislodging a corpse caught by the wrist in its links, throwing off the pirates who still tried to set foot on it. Lenk watched with narrowed eyes and empty thoughts.


Gariath grunted, muscles straining, wood cracking as he began to pull.


The shadow of a man held up a hand, waved it.


“No.”


Sailors flocked to the railing of the Riptide, roaring challenges at their calm foes.


Two Cragsmen rushed to the engine, pulled a rope.


“No!”


Gariath’s wings unfurled like great sails, the wind filled with a shower of splinters as the chain’s head came tearing loose. With a great iron wail for its lost charge, the mother chain collapsed into the sea and its little linked children followed, clinking squeals, while the Riptide drank the wind and tore away from its captor.


Men cheered. Denaos and Kataria shared an unpleasant cackle at the victory. Dreadaeleon managed a smile, looking to Asper, who managed a sigh of weary relief. Gariath snorted disdainfully, folding his arms over his chest.


It was too soon for Lenk to rejoice, not while his ears were fixed to a sound.


The siege engine came to life without boulders or spears or arrows. It shifted upon its wooden wheels, an iron monstrosity of spikes and blades, swinging back and forth. It sang.


A church bell, he suspected, by the look and sound, but forged from a mould more misshapen than was intended for any godly instrument. Its chorus was no echoing monotone droning, but something of many voices that sang out in horrid, discordant harmony.


A shriek banged against a moan, raucous laughter scraped against agonised weeping, a wistful sigh ground against a violent roar. The bell spoke. The bell sang. And it did not fade from Lenk’s ears, even as the Linkmaster shrank in his eyes.


“That was it?”


Lenk turned to see scorn in Gariath’s eyes, the dragonman looking down at him with scaly lips pulled into a snarl. The young man regarded him coldly, forcing the horrid song from his thoughts long enough to meet him with an equally contemptuous look.


“You got to kill someone, didn’t you?”


“I barely bled,” Gariath replied.


“That’s… a problem, is it?”


Gariath regarded him carefully for a moment before snorting. He turned, forcing Lenk to duck the sweeping tail that lashed out spitefully behind him, and began to stalk along the deck.


“Don’t call me again,” he grunted, “unless there’s real blood to be spilled.”


“One wonders,” Asper said snidely as he passed, “just how much blood needs to be spilled before it qualifies as ‘real’.”


Gariath did not reply, did not even seem to notice her or the bodies he crushed under his feet. That only seemed to cause her face to contort further, teeth grinding behind her lips. Her voice still brimming with ire, she turned to Lenk.


“I’m going to help the men remove the bodies, someone has to—” She hesitated, flinching, and seemed to exhale her anger in one long, weary sigh, offering the young man something of a smile. “At least it’s over and we’re safe.”


“Yes, isn’t that interesting?” Denaos commented as he walked away. “Violence solves yet another problem.”


“That doesn’t mean I have to like it.”


“You don’t, of course,” he replied, “but what would you have done differently?”


She looked down, rubbing her arm. “Nothing, I suppose.”


“Then let us content ourselves with the present, bloody and body-strewn as it may be.”


“Don’t act like you’re some great warrior,” Kataria snarled at his back. “You were more than willing to run away when it was still an option.”


“I was,” he said without turning around. “And if we had done as I suggested, there’d be much less dead and we’d all be happy.” He offered a limp-wristed wave as he headed for the companionway. “Let us consider this the next time we all decide that I’m not worth listening to.”


Asper muttered something under her breath, fingering her pendant as she walked towards the sailors who were already pulling up bodies, sighing over their companions and tossing their fallen adversaries over the railing. Dreadaeleon made a move to follow, but staggered, leaning on the railing.


“I can…” He paused to take a deep breath, a thin sheen of sweat on his brow. “I can help. I’m… just a little winded, is all. Strain and all that. Just… just give me a moment.”


“Take all the time you need,” she said coldly. “There will be a lot of prayers to be said. I wouldn’t want you to subject yourself to that kind of ordeal.”


He made an awkward attempt to follow her after an even more awkward attempt to retort. Instead, he was left furrow-browed and sneering as he stalked the opposite way, leaning heavily on the railing.


“As though it’s my fault I’m surrounded by the ignorant masses.” He stopped, glowering at Lenk. “You swing a big piece of metal and make a mess on the deck and you get a smile.” He poked himself hard in his sunken chest. “I electrocute three men as humanely as possible and I’m the heathen?”


“Well,” Lenk replied, admiring his own blade, “you must admit… it is pretty large.”


The boy’s face turned as red as his eyes had just been as he staggered past the young man and disappeared into some corner of the ship, muttering under his breath.


Lenk paid it no mind as he walked to the railing and the angry chew-mark where the chain had been dislodged. The Linkmaster continued to dominate the horizon, even as it became a black beetle on the water. Even as its prey continued to outrun it, he could see no hurry aboard, no frenzy of movement as orders were barked for the ship to give chase. It faded into the distance, until he could see nothing of the men aboard it, hear nothing of their voices.


But he continued to hear, continued to see. The bell’s song lingered, echoing inside his head just as loudly as if it were next to him. Just as if they were before him, he could see the black-clad man’s bone-white lips, twisted into a wide and knowing smile.


And, lingering behind them all like gently falling snow, the sound of a thought given a voice, muttering…


“Are you aware that we won?”


He whirled about with a start to see Kataria smiling, leaning on her bow. Her eyes were soft now, two emeralds gleaming lazily under heavy lids.


“If you want to cheer,” she said, “I won’t think any less of you than I already do.”


“If there’s anyone who should be cheering and demeaning themselves, it’s you,” he replied, glancing at the cleanup taking place along the deck. “Lots of dead humans… must be a good day for you.”


“Only a few over a dozen,” she said with a shrug. “Barely a dent in their numbers. Nothing worth celebrating.”


“You’re aware that I’m human, right? Because, really, I’m not sure how I’m supposed to take that remark.”


“Well, it’s not as if any of the humans I like died.” She followed his gaze as a drowsy-looking Quillian appeared to assist Asper. “In fact, several humans I don’t like survived.” She sniffed the air, scratched herself. “Still, good day.”


Supposedly.


He suspected he should agree; a day that ended with someone else dead instead of himself usually qualified as “good” for an adventurer. He suspected that his next thought should have disturbed him quite a bit more than it did.


This time, dead bodies just aren’t enough.


Had this been a chance raid, some simple act of piracy like he had originally suspected, of course he could take pride in the fact that he could still stab people and thus was still employable. But this hadn’t been a chance raid, there were too many factors screaming that this was something worse.


The calm demeanour of a famously bloodthirsty and deranged breed of murderers, a man who had no business being in the company of such towering and fierce creatures, a bell that sang instead of a ballista that shot.


A chill crept up his spine.


“Staring…”


He could feel it immediately, almost heard her eyes turn hard behind him as they bore into him, digging under flesh, searching, studying. He gritted his teeth, tried not to twitch under her gaze. But something inside him lacked willpower. He felt something shift under his skin.


“Make her stop.”


“You’re worried.”


When he turned, her smile was gone. He saw her, then, without the heat of battle to cloud his mind. She was weary: sweat slicked her skin and seeped into the cuts on her muscular physique, her hair clung in dirty clumps and the feathers she wore whipped about her wildly. She was the very vision of savagery, the image conjured up when people spat the name “shict.”


And she was staring at him with eyes full of concern.


“You’re thinking.” Her ears twitched, as if hearing his very thoughts.


His breath caught in his throat at that idea. “We won,” he gasped, “they lost.”


She nodded intently.


“But they didn’t curse. They didn’t scream. Wouldn’t you have?”


“If we had lost and I wasn’t dead, probably.”


“They were calm.” He turned a glower over the sea. “They shouldn’t have been.”


A hand was laid on his shoulder. He felt her through the leather of her glove and the cloth of his tunic, felt her heartbeat just as he knew she could hear his. Just as he knew he should pull away, just as he knew that she didn’t touch humans if she wasn’t pulling arrows out of them.


Just as he knew he could not.


Everything went silent inside him. The wailing drone ceased, the smile vanished from his mind. He could feel himself grow warm again, feel the blood pump through him, coursing under her touch.


She turned him to face her, he did not resist. Her eyes were not soft, but not hard. He had no idea what lurked behind her green orbs as she stared into him, just as he had no idea what to do.


“It’s over,” she said with a certainty he hadn’t heard from her before. She smiled. “Stop thinking.”


He watched her lay her bow upon her shoulders, looping her arms up and over it. Her hair drifted in the breeze and carried the scent of her sweat into his nostrils as she walked away. It filled his breath, now deep and regular again as he repeated calming words to himself.


“It’s over.” He rubbed his eyes, laid his sword against the railing and leaned backwards. “It’s over.”


He heard the voice. It was soft, fading even as it spoke, but he heard it. He heard it speak a single word, ask a single question.


“Over?”


And then, he heard it laugh.















Three



PRESIDING OVER RUIN


By the time Lenk clambered up the stairs leading to the helm, the cheering had died down. A few fellows enthused at not being killed had dared to clap him on the back once Kataria had left his side, finding boldness in the absence of his maligned companion. Their enthusiasm was slain as surely as their fellows, however, when they cast a glance upon the deck and surveyed the work that had to be done.


There were dead to tend.


Lenk spared a glancing frown for the men below. Some were veterans, having seen the deaths of comrades before, though likely none so gruesome. Most were young men who’d only seen elders pass away in their sleep. He hesitated at the top of the helm, his gaze lingering upon a young man dragging one of the dead from the deck.


A part of him wanted to turn back around, put a hand on the young man’s shoulder and move him below where Asper tended to the wounded, mortally or otherwise. The sailor was possibly the same age as Lenk. Hands on shoulders should be wrinkled, he thought, weathered with age and experience, broad from embracing children and wives. Young hands, calloused hands, were not meant to be placed on shoulders.


Old hands grip people. Young hands grip swords.


His grandfather had told him that once. His grandfather’s hands had been young to the day he died. He blinked, drew in a deep breath. Something in his mind stirred: the roar of fire, shadows dancing against sheets of orange, people falling beneath flashes of silver, smiles that twisted into screams. His grandfather…


No. He commanded himself to force the images from his mind. Not today. Not now.


He turned his back on the deck. There were plenty of men with weathered, wrinkled hands on the ship. His still gripped a sword.


At the ship’s impressive wheel stood Captain Argaol, looking decidedly less fazed than he should have with dead men on his deck. His dark features were stern, eyes fixed straight ahead, not even looking at the young man. His only movement was to reach down and smooth the sash of commendation medals he had earned from his various charters.


His mate, Sebast, a man who had spent so much time in the sun that he had both the appearance and smell of jerked beef, dutifully moved aside as Lenk stepped onto the quarterdeck. He sniffed, dipped a mop into a wooden bucket and proceeded to wipe away the blood that had been spilled on the ship’s timbers as casually as if he were wiping away the lunch that Lenk had spilled some days earlier.


Lenk gave him a cursory nod before stepping up to the captain’s side.


“Well, we did it.” His voice sounded alien to his own ears.


“Did what?” The captain’s voice seemed much deeper than it should have, given his size. The man stood only a little taller than Lenk, his height perhaps diminished due to the lack of hair upon his head.


“Drove off the pirates.”


“And?”


“I thought you’d like to know.”


“I can see the whole Gods-cursed ship from up here, boy. You think I didn’t see that?” He glanced at the young man with a sneer. “What? You wanted some credit for breaking the chain? Smart move there—wish you’d thought of it early enough to spare my men.”


“It was a fight,” Lenk replied coldly. “People die.”


“How fortunate we have you to be so casually nonchalant about it. I’ve been in this business awhile, boy. I know what happens.”


“Then you’ll also know to choose your insults carefully. Many more of your men would have died if not for us.” The young man gestured to the deck. “Or did you not see how many pirates we killed?”


“Oh, I saw,” the captain replied, seething. “I also saw you making eyes at the escape vessel while you were down there.” He levelled an accusing finger. “You’d have run like the heathens you are and left the rest of us to die if you could have.” He grunted and glowered at his first mate. “What’d I tell you about taking adventurers aboard?”


“Bad idea,” Sebast replied without looking up. “Bad philosophically, bad practically. Still, they did undoubtedly save about as many as they killed, Captain. Perhaps a little gratitude wouldn’t be inappropriate?”


“I’m grateful enough that the heathen scum didn’t decide to slaughter us to try and curry favour with the Cragscum, aye,” the captain agreed.


The adventurer reputation for opportune betrayal was not unknown to Lenk, but he still took slight offence at Argaol’s accusation. It wasn’t as though he had seriously considered turning on the crew.


Not until now, anyway.


“So, you’ll forgive me if I’m not at the pinnacle of appreciativeness” Argaol continued, scowling at the young man. “And you’ll forgive me for saying that if you ever so much as think of fleeing and leaving my men without escape again, I’ll chop you up and serve you in the mess.”


“Hope you’ve got a bigger sword,” Lenk muttered under his breath.


“What was that?”


“I said if you’re so concerned for your crew, perhaps you should be down there moving corpses and grieving.” Lenk cast a sneer of his own back at the captain. “I promise I won’t look if you start crying.”


“Ah, we’ve got a merry jester here, in addition to a filthy adventurer. I bet a man of such diverse talents would like a lovely strawberry tart.” He snapped two thin fingers. “Sebast, fetch the fanciful adventurer a tart!”


“As you like, Captain.” The mate set aside his mop and began to trundle down the steps.


“Get back here, you nit,” Argaol snarled. “I was being sarcastic.”


“Facetious,” Lenk corrected.


“What?” He sighed, slumping at the wheel slightly. “You got word for me, boy? Or did you come up here to demonstrate your impeccable wit?”


“A little over a dozen of the Cragsmen dead, fewer of our own.”


“My own,” Argaol snapped back fiercely. “The Riptide sails under Argaol, the men serve under Argaol, not some runty adventurer.”


The mate leaned upon his mop, peering thoughtfully at the young man. “Where is it you said you came from, Mister Lenk?”


“Steadbrook,” the young man replied, “in Muraska.”


“Steadbrook, is it? That can hardly be right. I’ve travelled up, down, through and around Muraska and I’ve never heard of any such town.”


Lenk opened his mouth. His voice caught in his throat as he blinked. “It’s gone,” he whispered, choked, “burned.”


“Such a shame.” Whatever sincerity the first mate might have hoped to convey was lost as he returned to his mop-ping. “It would have been interesting to visit a place that produces such short men with grey hair.”


Before Lenk could respond, Argaol interjected with a rough cough. “What of the Lord Emissary?”


“Evenhands is—”


“Kindly refer to our charter by his proper name,” the captain interrupted sharply. “This ship is free of all blasphemy, no matter how minor. I won’t have a…” He stared hard at Lenk. “What’s your faith, boy?”


“None of your business,” Lenk responded hotly.


“Khetashite,” Sebast muttered. “All adventurers follow the Outcast, I hear.”


“The proper title is the Wanderer.”


“Khetashe gets a proper title when he’s a proper God and not some patron of misfits.” Argaol coughed. “At any rate, what of the Lord Emissary?”


“Evenhands is safe. No pirate managed to get through us.”


“Aye, thanks to that monster of yours, no doubt.” Argaol laughed, his humour tinged with an edge of hysteria. “Your boys are good at killing, Mister Lenk, no doubt about that. A shame you couldn’t find a more decent skill to devote your life to.”


Lenk’s only response was an acknowledging hum. There was no real sense in getting angry at slights towards his profession. He had heard them all, up to and including slights against his God, Khetashe. There was, after all, little sense in getting irate about insults to a God who watched over people who killed things for money.


“Speaking of faith, your men are all Zamanthrans, I hear.”


“All men of the Riptide pay homage to the Sea Mother, aye.”


“Should we not stop to give them their proper burial, then?”


“Not with Rashodd’s boys on our backsides, no.” Argaol shook his head. “We’ll attend to the rites when we’re free and clear.” He turned to his mate and gestured with his chin. “Mister Sebast, inform the men to trim up the sails. They won’t be catching us anytime soon.”


As the sunburned man nodded and scampered off, Lenk stalked to the edge of the railing. The Linkmaster wasn’t fully out of sight, but far enough away to resemble a glistening black beetle on the horizon.


“Are you sure it’s wise to trim the sails?” he asked. “They might catch up.”


“Not so long as Zamanthras loves us,” Argaol grunted. “And I don’t need the wind ripping my sails while it’s on our side. We’ll be out of their sight before the Sea Mother even realises I’m carrying a shipload of heathens.”


“Of course, Captain,” Sebast interjected as he clambered back up the stairs, “you are also carrying the Lord Emissary of the Church of Talanas and one of the Healer’s holy maidens.” He rubbed his chin thoughtfully. “Perhaps the two cancel each other out?”


“And that’s why you’re first mate, Mister Sebast.” The captain sighed. He jerked his chin towards the railing. “Have a glimpse, then. Tell me how far they are behind us and see if you can’t assuage the adventurer’s fears.”


The man came up beside Lenk and peered out over the rail. “A good ways, I should say, Captain.” Sebast hummed thoughtfully.


“How the hell far away is a ‘good ways’, Mister Sebast? Can you see their faces?”


“Nay, sir. I wouldn’t wager they can see me, neither. They look a mite busy loading up that huge crossbow.”


“Crossbow?” Lenk’s eyes widened at the calm expressions of the captain and mate. “So they do have a ballista.”


“How do you think they launched that chain in the first place, boy?” Argaol snorted, then spat. “Back in the day, a pirate would be as concerned with the condition of a ship he meant to take as her captain would be. Nowadays, they don’t even bother. Who cares for the condition of a ship if you’re just going to scuttle it, aye?”


“A tragic example of the decline of ethics, Captain,” Sebast agreed.


“Should we be worried?” Lenk asked, though their expressions seemed to answer that already.


“As I said, not so long as we’ve got the wind on our side,” Argaol replied. “And the Sea Mother is apparently overlooking your various blasphemies today and giving us Her blessing.” He glanced over his shoulder. “Tell me, Mister Sebast, have we lost Rashodd yet?”


“Correct me if I’m wrong, Captain, but assuming we are losing him, he should be getting smaller, shouldn’t he?”


“What are you trying to say, Sebast?”


“He’s right.” Lenk pointed out to sea as the black blot that was the Linkmaster gained shape and definition. Dozens of figures swarmed over its deck. “They’re catching up.”


“Whoresons must—” Argaol paused, staring at the wheel as though it were suddenly something alien. It remained unmoving, even as his thin, dark fingers gave it a swift jerk. The helm made no response. Nor did it move even as he gritted his teeth, set his feet and pushed with his shoulder.


“Gods-cursed piece of…” The captain’s words faded into an angry snarl as he pushed. “Move, you stupid thing!” A growl became a roar. “MOVE!”


The wheel obeyed.


It spun with such ferocity and suddenness as to hurl the captain to the deck, whipping around in opposition to his will. Everyone’s eyes went wide, staring at the possessed device with horror as it continued to spin, whirling one way, then the other. The roar of the sea became a low, dejected sigh. The ship rocked, its headway dying to a crawl.


“Something’s wrong,” Argaol gasped, “something… something’s wrong with the rudder.”


Lenk peered over the railing, glancing down at the ship’s stern. His breath caught in his throat, denying him any curses he might have uttered. Beneath the pristine blue, stark against the white froth of the ship’s wake, was blackness, an inky, shapeless void that clung to the Riptide’s rear like a sore.


“What the hell are those?” Sebast muttered.


It took Lenk a moment to realise the first mate wasn’t referring to the lightless stain at the rudder. He then saw the flashes of pale skin in the water, gliding towards the Riptide like fleshy darts.


“Are those… men?”


Lenk blinked; they were indeed men. Bereft of hair, bereft of clothing save for what appeared to be black loincloths wrapped about narrow waists, a small company of men swam towards the ship with unnerving speed. In bursts of white froth, they leapt from the sea, arms folded, legs pressed tightly together, in a flash of bone-white and black, before diving below the waves to re-emerge moments later.


“Oh, no, no, no.” The captain’s growl had degenerated into a sharp whimper as he pointed out to sea. “No, no, not now, not now!”


The Linkmaster had closed with such swiftness as to make it seem like a shadow upon the waves cast by the Riptide, a trailing darkness that quickly shifted, gaining on its prey. Lenk could see faces, tattoos, nicked blades clearly. More than that, he could see their chain, its massive links attached to a great spear ending in a claw, once more loaded in the massive ballista.


“This is what they were waiting for—” Lenk muttered.


“This is all your fault!”


He whirled at the accusation, facing a wide-eyed, clenched-teeth Argaol.


“My fault?”


“You and your wretched blasphemies! Your wretched God and your wretched profession! You’ve brought the damned wrath of the Gods on my ship!”


“Why, you simpering piece of—”


“BOARDERS! WE’RE UNDER ATTACK!” The call rang out from the deck.


“AGAIN!” someone added.


Argaol’s mask of scorn was quickly replaced with shock. “Well?” he demanded harshly.


“Well, what?” Lenk responded, equally vicious.


“Get down there!”


“You just called me wretched. Why should I do anything you say?”


“Because you’re on the Lord Emissary’s coin, the Lord Emissary’s on my ship and my ship is about to be simultaneously boarded by Rashodd’s boys and…” his face screwed up as he searched for the words, “some manner of fish-men.”


“They look more like frogs from up here, Captain,” Sebast offered.


“That had occurred to me,” Lenk replied, stroking his hairless chin and hoping that was as effective as caressing a beard. “And rest assured, I’ll get right on it… after you pay.”


Shock, anger and incredulity gave way to a moment of sheer, unexpected consternation on the captain’s face.


“Pay?”


“Blasphemers live by coin.”


“Are you actually trying to extort me while our lives hang in the balance?”


“I can’t think of a better time for extortion, can you?”


It was a purely bitter demand, Lenk knew, as much motivated by pettiness as pragmatism. Still, he couldn’t deny that it was purely satisfying to watch the captain reach into his pocket and produce a well-worn pouch, hurling it at Lenk as though it was a weapon.


“Of all the vile creatures you consort with, Mister Lenk,” he forced through his teeth, “you are by far the most disgusting.”


Lenk weighed the pouch in his hand, hearing the jingle of coins within. Nodding, he tucked it into his own belt.


“That’s why I’m the leader.”


In a perfect world, Lenk would have faced well-trained ranks of soldier-sailors armed with steel and discipline scrawled on their faces as he arrived on the main deck. In a less-than-perfect but still optimistic scenario, he would have found shaken but stalwart men, armed with whatever they had to hand.


Perfection and optimism, however, were two words he had no use for.


He shoved his way through herds of visibly panicked sailors, shrieking and screaming as they tripped over bodies and fought over the swords their foes had left behind. He didn’t spare a glance for them as he heard the senior members of the crew barking orders, trying to salvage a defence from the mob.


Let them deal with their squealing, milksopping idiots, he advised himself, you’ve got your own psychotic, cowardly idiots to deal with.


The sight of said idiots, for whom hope of perfection or optimism had long ago died a slow and miserable death, was modestly heartening. After all, he reasoned, if they hadn’t already looted the bodies and fled he could likely hope for them to put up a fight long enough to abandon him in the middle of it.


Gariath stood at the centre of the deck, Dreadaeleon little more than a dwarf beside his towering form. Kataria and Denaos were at arms, arrow drawn and dagger at the ready. Quillian stood distanced from them, a crossbow strapped on her back to complement her sword; why she lingered, Lenk could only guess. Perhaps she wished to be present to deliver a smug lecture as they lay dying shortly before being impaled herself.


If Khetashe loved him, he thought, he’d be dead first.


“Where’s Asper?” he asked, noting the absence of the priestess.


“Tending to the wounded below before tending to the soon-to-be dead above,” Denaos replied. “As well as saying whatever prayers she says before engaging in acts of futility.”


“You’re not showing her the proper respect,” Dreadaeleon snapped, lifting his chin.


“Warriors get respect. Humans get their faces caved in,” Gariath rumbled as he turned a black scowl upon the rogue. “You will get a pair of soiled pants the moment someone turns their back so you can run.”


“If you happen to turn your back on me, monster,” Denaos forced through clenched teeth as he flipped his dagger about in his hand, “it won’t be running I do.”


“So rarely,” Lenk interjected with as much ire as he could force into his voice, “do I find an opportunity where I’m actually pleased you people are around. Would you mind terribly waiting until this uncomfortable feeling has passed to kill each other?” He pointed over the railing to the fast-approaching black ship. “In a few breaths, we’ll be swarming with pirates and Gods know what else is swimming up to the ship. If you’ve any intention of surviving long enough to maim each other, you’ll listen to me.”


Indignant scowls, resentful stares and frustrated glowers met him. Not quite the attention he was hoping to command, but good enough.


“They’ll be upon us shortly,” he continued, “they outnumber us, outarm us—”


“‘Outarm’ isn’t a word,” Dreadaeleon interrupted.


“Shut up,” Lenk spat before proceeding, “and are likely slightly irate at our having killed some of them. It’s not an impossible fight, but we’ll have to bleed them, make them pay for every step.”


At the angry call of a gull from above, his eyes drifted towards the top of the central mast. The Riptide’s flag, with its insignia of a roiling wave encircling a golden coin, flapped with brazen majesty despite the blood spilled beneath it. His eyes settled on the flag for only a moment, however, before he found the tiny crow’s nest perched beneath the banner.


“Kataria, Squiggy,” he said, glancing at the crossbow resting on the latter’s back, “you’re both archers.”


“Sniper,” the Serrant corrected sharply.


“What’s the difference?” Kataria quirked a brow.


“It is purpose and duty, not mere coin and savage lust, that drive my arrows.” Quillian puffed up proudly. “I’ve twice the skill, twice the authority,” she paused, casting a disparaging glance at the shict’s muscular, naked midriff, “and about half a tunic more.”


“Whatever,” Lenk interjected before Kataria could do more than scowl and open her mouth. “I need you both to climb up there and—”


“I serve a higher calling than you, heathen,” the Serrant interrupted with a sneering growl. “Do you suppose I am one of your raving lunatics to command like a hound?”


“I suppose you’d be interested in preserving the life of your employer, as well as that of the priestess below,” Lenk retorted sharply. “Listen to me and you can avoid earning yourself another red oath, Serrant.”


At that, the woman narrowed her eyes and shifted a stray lock of black hair from her rigid face. She didn’t make any other move and Lenk supposed that was as close to assent as she would come.


“Right,” he grunted. “If we put you up in the crow’s nest, you can shoot down whoever comes across.”


“A shict can shoot down anything with round ears and two legs,” Kataria said, casting a sidelong smirk at Quillian. “Squiggy here throws arrows away like flowers at a wedding. Perhaps she’d better stay down here and see if she can’t absorb some steel.”


“Why, you barbaric, mule-eared little—” Quillian began to snarl before Lenk’s hand went up.


“Stop.” He pointed a finger up to the rigging. “Go.”


With cold glares exchanged, the two females grudgingly skulked off towards the rigging together. Lenk watched as they nimbly scaled the ropes, if only to make certain they didn’t shove each other off, before turning to the others.


“Dread,” he glanced at the boy leaning against the mast, massaging his temples, “you’ve got the most important job.”


“Naturally,” the wizard muttered. “Somehow, having the talent to hurl fire from one’s palms always predisposes one to being given the ‘important’ jobs.”


“Yes, you’re incredibly sarcastic,” Lenk sighed, “and if we had more time I’d eagerly indulge your staggering intellect. However,” he gestured over the side towards the ever-growing Linkmaster, “the whole impending disembowelment aspect is a factor.”


“Fine.” The boy rose dramatically, coat sweeping about his feet, book banging against his hip. “What do you need?”


“A fire. Nothing much, just make something go ablaze on their ship to keep a few of them busy.”


“That’s it?”


“Well, Khetashe, don’t let me stop you from making their captain eject his intestines out through his ears if you’ve got that trick up your sleeve.”


“I’m not sure…” Dread scratched his chin. “I’ve done so much already. I can only cast so many spells in a day. If I don’t rest, I get headaches.”


“A headache is slightly better than a sword in your bowels.”


“Point.” Dreadaeleon stalked to the railing. He slid his legs apart slightly, knotted his fingers together and drew in a deep breath. “It’ll take concentration. Whatever happens, make certain that I’m not disturbed or something could happen.”


“Such as?”


“Where massive fires are concerned, is further explanation really necessary?”


“Point.”


“Here they come,” Gariath said with a bit more eagerness in his voice than seemed acceptable.


The black-timbered ship slid up beside them like a particularly long shadow laden with flesh and steel. The deck swarmed with pirates, their boarding chains and hooks ready in hand, their faces splitting with bloodthirsty grins. The ballista stood drawn and taut, the metal claw of its mother chain glistening menacingly in the sunlight.


No sign of the bell, Lenk noticed, or the black-shrouded man. Or were they simply standing behind the titanic amalgamation of tattoos and iron at the helm? Rashodd was ready to lead this second charge, if the hands that caressed the axes at his hips were any indication.


Young man’s hands, Lenk noted.


“Dread,” he grunted, elbowing the boy.


“As I said,” he hissed in reply, “no distractions.”


Dreadaeleon’s fingers knitted, his mouth muttered as he looked over the Linkmaster, seeking a flammable target.


Lenk turned to check the Riptide’s preparations. Heartened by their seniors’ orders, the sailors had formed themselves into a working defensive line. Their wooden weapons were as shoddy as ever, but they had done the job before. The only difference between this and the previous attack was that this time the men were prepared to face the Linkmaster’s crew.


That, Lenk thought, and the fact that there are about three times as many pirates as there were before… all a degree more psychotic than the last lot.


His own company was as organised as it was going to be. He hefted his sword, raising it as the ranks of grinning, tattooed faces grew larger with the pirates’ approach. Any hope of outrunning the fight was dashed; now, Lenk knew, it was down to skin and teeth.


“The captain sends his best to you, lads,” came a gruff, guttural voice from behind. Lenk recognised the sailor by his bandaged, burned arm if not by name as he came clambering up. “We’ll do our part. The boys are ready to ravage. I hope yours can say the same.” Exchanging a grim nod with Lenk, he swept a glance over the other adventurers. He grinned as he spied Dreadaeleon. “Look at this brave lad, here. Can’t be more than me own boy’s age. Good on ’im, even if he did set me on fire before.” He raised a hand over the wizard’s shoulder, and Lenk’s eyes went wide. “No hard feelings, eh—”


“STOP!”


By the time the word had escaped Lenk’s lips, the sailor’s hand had come down and clapped the boy on the shoulder. In one slow, painful blink of the eye, Dreadaeleon’s stare shot wide open, eyes burning with crimson energy. Lenk barely had time to turn away before his companion instinctively whirled around, bellowed a single, incomprehensible word and extended a palm.


The world erupted into flame, and as the flashing orange faded, screams arose. The sailor’s hands went to his head, trying to bat away the mane of lapping fire that had enveloped his hair. The line of sailors parted as he tore through their ranks, his shrieking following him as he hurtled towards the railing.


“I TOLD YOU!” Dreadaeleon barked, suddenly aware of what had happened. “NO distractions! I told you NOT to let anything break my concentration or THINGS could happen!”


“Well, I didn’t know that THINGS involved setting people’s heads on FIRE, you crazy bastard!” Lenk roared back.


“What in Talanas’s name is going on?” Asper appeared on the scene in a flutter of blue robes and a flash of hazel eyes. “What happened?”


“Isn’t it obvious, you shrew?” Denaos barked at the priestess. “We’re under attack!”


“Get back below!” Lenk ordered.


“I should stay,” she contested. “I… I should fight!”


“The next time we’re attacked by pirates who are deathly afraid of sermons, I’ll call you,” he roared. “Until then, GET BACK BELOW, USELESS!”


“No,” the rogue countered, “stay up here and see if your God loves us.”


Before she could form a retort, her eyes were drawn to the railing. A cluster of sailors had formed, straining to keep their immolated companion from hurling himself overboard while more men poured water on his blazing head. Suddenly, her gaze flitted past Denaos and Lenk, towards the scrawny boy trying to hide behind them.


“Dread! Good Gods, was it not enough to nearly incinerate him the last time?” she snarled and turned towards the men at the railing. “Douse him and bring him below! I’ll tend to him!”


Lenk watched her go with a solemn stare. Her medicine, he reasoned, would do little good in the heat of battle. And she was in no mood to linger near Dreadaeleon.


“I knew this was a bad idea.” The wizard shook his head. “I knew it, I knew it. My master always said I’d face this someday.” He began to skulk off, trembling. “Oh, Venarie help me, I’m so bad at this—”


“Where the hell are you going?” Lenk howled. “What about setting something on fire?”


“I already DID that!” Dreadaeleon shrieked. “Venarie help me… Venarie help me… why did I listen to idiots?”


“No, no, no!” He rushed to seize the boy by his collar, pulling him back to the railing. “Take a deep breath, mutter something, inhale the smell of your own fart, do whatever it is you do to get your concentration back.” He pointed to the black ship. “Just do one more little poof.”


“Wizards don’t poof.”


“Well, you’ll be one if you don’t burn that ship down! Just fire it up! Any part of it! We can still outrun it and let it burn.”


“Right… right…” The wizard inhaled sharply, moving to knit his fingers together again. “I just need to… to set it on fire.” He licked his lips. “Then I’ll be the hero.”


“Yes.”


“No,” a rumbling voice disagreed.


Before Lenk could cry out, before he even saw the flash of crimson, Gariath’s tail had lashed out to smash against the boy’s jaw. Dreadaeleon collapsed with a shriek, unmoving. Lenk stared up at the dragonman, eyes wide.


“What was that for?”


“Magic is weak. It didn’t work. It’s a sign.”


“A sign of what? That you’re a complete lunatic?” He began to glance desperately about the deck, searching for something, anything that might help. “All right, this isn’t lost. Someone just go up and tell Kataria to—”


“No.”


His breath erupted out of him, driven by a hard crimson fist in his belly. He fell to his knees, gasping. His eyes felt like they wanted to fall out of his skull and roll over the ship’s side as he looked up at Gariath, gasping.


“What?” he coughed. “Why?”


“This battle was meant to happen. I was meant to fight it.”


“We’ll… die.”


“If we’re lucky.”


“This is… insane! I had a… a strategy!”


Gariath looked down at him coldly. “I can cave your face in. I make the strategies now.”


“Damn… damn…” Lenk cursed at his back as he stalked away He felt the shadow of Denaos behind him and snarled, “What now? What the hell do we do now?”


“Well, you know my advice,” Denaos offered.


“No, what do you—”


He looked up and saw the empty space behind him.


“Right.”


His ears twitched, hearing the sailors behind him take a collective step backwards as the Linkmaster loomed up before them, drawing level with the Riptide. As the first hooks were thrown, the first war cries bellowed, Lenk’s focus was on Rashodd. The great iron hulk’s helmet angled down upon him, over the bone-white arms that grasped the railing to pull up slender, hairless bodies.


“Gentlemen,” the hulking pirate boomed, “good day.”















Four



THE LORD EMISSARY


Useless?”


The rip of bandages being yanked from their roll echoed in the confines of the ship’s mess, just as Asper’s snarl did, sticking in the timbers like knives. The man struggled, but she didn’t pay him any mind. She kept pulling the bandages tight about his charred face, growling.


“Sermons, indeed.” She tied the bandage off with a jerk. “The stupid little savages could all use one, coupled with a few swift blows to the head.” Her hands trembled as she pulled another roll from her bag. “Swift blows to the head with a dull, rusty piece of iron…” She ripped the cloth free, wrapping another layer about the man’s face. “With spikes. A few to the groin wouldn’t hurt, either… well, it wouldn’t hurt Kat, anyway.”


“No disrespect, Priestess,” her patient meekly said, “but the bandages, they’re—”


“Soaked in charbalm,” she finished, wrapping them around his head. “I apparently have to keep a lot on hand when I’m dealing with heathens who can’t even control their oh-so-impressive fire. You know he gets the shakes after he casts that fire? Loses bladder control, sometimes, too. He’s probably pissing himself right now.”


Don’t piss yourself, don’t piss yourself, don’t piss yourself.


The boy should have been more worried about passing out, he knew. His body felt drained; the heat that coursed through him was all but spent; he’d already reduced two men to slow, smouldering pyres. His hands felt dull and senseless, the electricity that ran through them having been expended on dislodging a chain.


And still they kept coming. The sailors put up an admirable defence, even in the face of the new, pale-skinned invaders. But they couldn’t hold out for ever. Neither could he, and he knew it. Nothing was left of him but spit.


He narrowed his eyes as he spotted two of the pale creatures rushing towards the companionway.


He inhaled sharply, chanted a brief, breathless verse and blew. The ice raced from his lips across the deck between the two and formed a patch of frost in the doorway. His foot came down, hard, frigid spikes rising up to cage the passage off. The creatures turned black scowls upon his red-glowing eyes.


“No one,” he said through dry lips, “gets in.”


“I cured that,” Asper said to the charred man, “with a tea I learned after four years of study. I can cure the shakes, heal their little cuts and scratches and make sure they don’t all die of dysentery. That’s what I do. I’m the priestess of the feather-arsed HEALER, for His sake!” She coughed. “Forgive the blasphemy.”


“Of course, Priestess, but—”


“But do they appreciate it? Of course not!” She snarled and jerked the bandage tight. “The stupid little barbarians think that killing is the only thing in life. There’re other things in life… like life. And who tends to that?”


Her patient said something, she wasn’t sure what.


“Exactly! I’m the Gods-damned shepherd! I keep them alive! They should be following me! The only person on this whole stupid ship with more godly authority is—”


“Pray, does there exist some turmoil amongst the good people in my employ?”


She froze, breathless, and turned.


The Lord Emissary spoke with no fury, no sadness, no genuine curiosity at the sight before him. He raised his voice no higher than he would were he consoling a wailing infant. His conviction was that of a mewling kitten.


Yet his voice carried throughout the mess, quelling hostilities and fear with a single, echoing question. Eyes formerly enraged and terrified went wide with a mixture of awe and admiration as a white shadow entered the mess on footsteps no louder than a whisper.


“Lord Emissary.” Asper turned to face him, her voice quavering slightly.


From under a white cowl, a long, gentle face surveyed the scene. A smile creased well-weathered features, eyes glistening brightly in the dim light as Miron Evenhands shook his head, chuckling lightly. One hand was tucked into the cloth sash about his narrow waist while the other stroked a silver pendant carved in the shape of a bird, half-hidden by the white folds of his robe.


“And what evil plagues my humble companions?” he asked gently.


“N-nothing,” she said, suddenly remembering to bow.


“Instances of ‘nothing’ rarely beget so strong a scent of anger in the air.”


“It… it was simply a… disagreement of sorts.” She cleared her throat. “With… with myself.”


“Good for the soul and mind, always.” The incline of Miron’s head was slow and benevolent. “I find it better to voice concerns before violence comes into play, even if it is with oneself. Many wars and conflicts could be avoided that way.” He turned to Asper pointedly. “Could they not?”


Her eyes went wide as a child’s caught with a finger in a pie—or perhaps a child caught with a finger in burned flesh.


“Absolutely, Lord Emissary.”


Miron’s smile flashed for only an instant before there was the sound of something crashing above. He glanced up, showing as much concern as he could muster.


“We are… attacked?”


“My com—” She stopped herself, then sighed. “Those other people are handling it, Lord Emissary. Please, do not fret.”


“For them? No,” Miron said, shaking his head. “They have their own Gods to watch over them and weapons to defend themselves.” He looked with concern at her. “For you, though—”


“Lord Emissary,” she said softly, “would you permit me the severe embarrassment of knowing how much you overheard?”


“Oh, for the sake of discussion, let us say all of it.”


His voice was carried on a smile, gentle as the hand he laid on her shoulder. She started at first, having not even heard his approach, but relaxed immediately. It was impossible to remain tense in his presence, impossible to feel ill at ease when the lingering scent of incense that perpetually cloaked him filled her nostrils. She found herself returning the smile, her frustrations sliding from her shoulders as his hand did.


“Goodness,” the priest remarked, padding towards the bandaged man. “What happened here?”


Her shoulders slumped with renewed burden. “Adventure happened,” she grunted, momentarily unaware of the fact that such a tone was inappropriate in the presence of such a man. “That is, Lord Emissary, he was wounded…” she paused, balancing the next word on her tongue, “by Dreadaeleon. Inadvertently. Supposedly inadvertently.”


“A hazard with wizards, I’m informed. Still, this may have done more good than ill.”


“Forgive me, Lord Emissary, but I find it difficult to see the good in a man being torched.”


“There is yet joy in simply staying alive, Priestess.” He looked down at the man’s bandages and frowned. “Or there would be, had you left him a hole through which to breathe.”


She began to stutter an apology, but found no words before Miron gently parted the bandages about the man’s charred lips.


“There we are.” He placed a hand on the man’s shoulder. “After your capable treatment, sir, I must insist that you retire to whatever quarters you’re permitted. Kindly don’t scratch at your wrappings, either; the charbalm will need time to settle into the skin.”


On muttered thanks and hasty feet, the man scurried into the depths of the ship’s hold, sparing a grunt of acknowledgement for Asper as he left. Though she knew it to be a sin, she couldn’t help but resent such a gesture.


He would have thanked me proper if I had killed for him, she thought irritably, if only out of fear that I might have killed him. He’d be at my feet and mewling for my mercy if I were a warrior.


“Tea?”


She turned with a start. Miron sat delicately upon one of the mess benches, pouring brown liquid from a clay pot into a cup: tea that had been left cold when the Cragsmen arrived.


Unperturbed by the temperature, the priest sipped at it delicately, smacking his lips as though it were the finest wine. It was only after she noted his eyes upon her, expectant, that she coughed out a hasty response.


“N-no, thank you, Lord Emissary.” She was suddenly aware of how meek her voice sounded compared to his and drew herself up. “I mean to say, is this really the proper time for tea? We are under attack.”


So much blood.


The air was thick with it. It clotted his nostrils, travelled down his throat and lingered in his chest like perfume. Much of it was his. He smiled at that. But there was another stench, greater even than the rank aroma of carnage.


Fear.


It was in the tremble of their hands, the hesitation of their step, the eyes of the man who struggled in his claws. Gariath met his terror with a black-eyed scowl. He drew back his head and brought his horns forwards, felt bone crunch under his skull, heard breath in his ear-frills.


Still alive.


He drew back his head again, brought forth his teeth. He felt the life burst between them, heard the shrieks of the man and his companion. He clenched, gripped, tore. The man fell from his grasp, collapsing with an angry ruby splotch where his throat had been. He turned towards the remaining pirates, glowering at them.


“Fight harder,” he snarled. “Harder… or you’ll never kill me.”


They did not flee. Good. He smiled, watched their fear as they caught glimpses of tattooed flesh between his teeth.


“Come on, then,” he whispered, “show me my ancestors.”


“That being the situation, it would seem wiser for us to stay down here, wouldn’t it?” Miron offered her that same smile, the slightest twitch of his lips that sent his face blooming with pleasant shadows born from his wrinkles. “And, when confined to a particular spot, would it not seem wise to spend the time properly with prayer, contemplation and a bit of tea?”


“I suppose.”


“After all,” he spoke between sips, “it’s well and good to know one’s role in the play the Gods have set down for us, no? Fighting is for warriors.”


She frowned at that and it did not go unnoticed. The wrinkles disappeared from his face, ironed out by an intent frown.


“What troubles you?”


If fighting is all there is, what good are those who can’t fight? Her first instinct was to spit such a question at him and she scolded herself for it. It was a temporary ire, melting away as she glanced up to take in the full sight of Miron Evenhands. Of course, it’s easy for him to make such statements.


The Lord Emissary seemed out of place in the wake of catastrophe, with his robes the colour of dawning clouds and the silver sigil of Talanas emblazoned upon his breast. She had to fight the urge to polish her own pendant, so drab it seemed in comparison to his symbol’s beaming brightness.


The Healer Himself even seemed to favour this servant above all others, as the cloud shifted outside the mess window, bathing the priest in sunlight and adding an intangible golden cloak to his ensemble.


Evenhands cleared his throat and she looked up, eyes wide with embarrassment. One smile from him was all it took to bring a nervous smirk to her face.


“Perhaps you feel guilty being down here,” he mused, settling back, “attending to an old man while your companions bleed above?”


“It is no shame to attend the Lord Emissary,” she said, pausing for a moment before stuttering out an addendum, “not that you’re so infirm as to require attending to… not that you’re infirm at all, in fact.” She coughed. “And it’s not merely my associates—not companions, you know—who bleed and die above. I’m a servant of the Healer, I seek to mend the flesh and aid the ailing of all mankind, just not—”


“Breathe,” he suggested.


She nodded, inhaling swiftly and holding the breath for a moment.


“At times, I feel a bit wrong,” she began anew, “sitting beyond the actual fighting and awaiting the chance to bind wounds and kiss scratches while everyone else does battle.”


“I see.” He hummed thoughtfully. “And did I not just hear you rend asunder your companions verbally for taking lives themselves?”


“It’s not like they were here to hear it,” she muttered, looking down. “The truth is…” She sucked in air through her teeth, sitting down upon the bench opposite his. “I’m not sure what good I’m doing here, Lord Emissary.”


He made no response beyond a sudden glint in his eyes and a tightening of his lips.


“I left my temple two years ago,” she began.


“On pilgrimage,” he said, nodding.


She returned the gesture, mentally scolding herself for not realising he would know such a thing. All servants of the Healer left the comfort of their monasteries on pilgrimage after ten years of worship and contemplation. This, they knew, was their opportunity to fulfil their oaths.


She had been given ample wounds to bind and flesh to mend, many grieving widows to console and plague-stricken children to help bury, and had offered many last rites to the dying. Since joining her companions, the opportunity for such services had doubled, at the very least.


“But there are always more of them,” she whispered to herself.


“Hm?”


She looked up. “Forgive me, it’s just…” She grimaced. “I have a hard time seeing my purpose, Lord Emissary. My associates, they—”


“Your companions, you mean, surely.”


“Forgiveness, Lord Emissary, but they’re something akin to co-employees.” She sneered. “I share little in common with them.”


“And that’s precisely what troubles you.”


“Something… something like that, yes.” She cleared her throat, regaining her composure. “I’ve aided many and I’ve no regrets about the God I serve or what he asks of me… I just wish I could do more.”


He hummed, taking another sip of his drink.


“We’ve done much fighting in our time, my comp—them and myself. Sometimes, we’ve not done the proper work of the Healer, but I’ve seen many fouler creatures, some humans, too, cut down by them.”


And it had started as such a good day…


Lenk hadn’t planned on much: a breakfast of hard tack and beans, a bit of time above deck, possibly vomiting overboard before dinner. Nothing was supposed to happen.


“Unfair.”


The voice rang, steel on ice. His head hurt.


“Cheaters. Called to it.”


“To what?” he growled through the pain.


“Coming.”


“What is?”


He felt the shadow over him, heard iron-shod boots ringing on the wood. He whirled and stared up into the thin slit of an iron helmet ringed with wild grey hair that was a stark contrast to the two young, tattooed hands folded across an ironbound chest.


“Oh, hell,” he whispered, “you sneaky son of a—”


“Manners,” Rashodd said.


An enormous young hand came hurtling into his face.


It was a bitter phrase to utter, but it came freely enough. She had learned many years ago that not everyone deserved the Healer’s mercy. There was cruelty in the world that walked on two legs and masqueraded behind pretences of humanity. She had seen many deserved deaths, knew of many that were probably occurring above her at that moment.


While she sat below, she thought dejectedly, waiting quietly as others bled and delivered those richly deserved deaths.


“I heal wounds,” she said, more to herself than the priest, “tend to the ill and send them off, walking and smiling. Then they return to me, cold and breathless in corpse-carts. I heal them and, if they don’t go off to kill someone themselves, they’re killed by someone who doesn’t give a damn for what I do.”


She hesitated, her fists clenching at her sides.


“Lenk, Kataria, Dreadaeleon, Gariath,” she said, grimacing, “even Denaos… they kill a wicked man and that’s that. One less wicked man to hurt those who Talanas shines upon, one less pirate, bandit, brigand, monstrosity or heathen.”


“And yet there is no end to either the wounded or the wicked,” Miron noted.


Asper had no reply for that.


“Tell me, have you ever taken a life?” The priest’s voice was stern, not so much thoughtful as confrontational.


Asper froze. A scream echoed through her as the ship groaned around her. Her breath caught in her throat. She rubbed her left arm as though it were sore.


“No.”


“Were I a lesser man, I might accuse those who were envious of the ability to take life so indiscriminately of being rather stupid.” He took a long, slow sip. “Given my station, however, I’ll merely imply it.”


She blinked. He smiled.


“That was a joke.”


“Oh, well… yes, it was rather funny.” Her smile trembled for a moment before collapsing into a frown. “But, Lord Emissary, is it not natural to wish I could help?”


His features seemed to melt with the force of his sigh. He set the clay cup aside, folded his hands and stared out through the mess’s broad window.


“I have often wondered if I wasn’t born too soon for this world,” he mused, “that perhaps the will and wisdom of Talanas cannot truly be appreciated where so much blood must be spilled. After all, what good, really, can the followers of the Healer be when we simply mend the arm that swings the sword? What do we accomplish by healing the leg that crushes the innocent underfoot?”


The question hung in the air, smothering all other sound beneath it.


“Perhaps,” his voice was so soft as to barely be heard above the rush of the sea outside, “if we knew the answers, we’d stop doing what we do.”


He continued to stare out at the roiling seas, the glimmer of sunlight against the ship’s white wake. She followed his gaze, though not far enough; his eyes were dark and distant, spying some answer in the endless blue horizon that she could not hope to grasp. She cleared her throat.


“Lord Emissary?”


“Regardless,” he said, turning towards her as though he had been speaking to her all the while, “I suggest you spare yourself the worry of who kills who and work the will of the Healer as best you can.” He plucked up his teacup once more. “Do your oaths remain burning in your mind?”


“‘To serve Talanas through serving man.’” She recited with rehearsed confidence. “‘To mend the bones, to bind the flesh, to cure the sick, to ease the dying. To serve Talanas and mankind.’”


“Then take heart in your oaths where your companions take heart in coin. We all serve mankind in different ways, whether we love life or steel.”


It was impossible not to share his confidence; it radiated from him like a divine light. He was very much the servant of the Healer, a white spectre, stark and pure against the grime and grimness surrounding him, unsullied, untainted even as taint pervaded.


And yet, for all his purity, she knew he was her employer and her superior, not her companion, no matter how deeply she might have wished him to be. She looked wistfully to the companionway, remembering those she had left on the deck.


“Perhaps it wouldn’t harm any to go up and see what strength I could lend them.” She turned back to the Lord Emissary. “Will you be—”


Her voice died in her throat, eyes going wide, hands frigid as her right clenched her left in instinctive fear.


“Lord Emissary,” she gasped, “behind you.”


He spared her a curious tilt of his long face before turning to follow her gaze. Though he did not start, nor freeze as she did at the sight, the arch of a single white brow indicated he had seen it. How could he not?


It dangled in front of the window, pale flesh pressed against the glass as it hung from long, malnourished arms. To all appearances, it seemed a man: hairless, naked but for the dagger-laden belt hanging from its slender waist and the loincloth wrapped about its hips. Across its pale chest was a smeared, crimson sigil, indistinguishable through the smoky pane of glass.


Asper had to force herself not to scream as it pressed its face against the window. Its eyes were stark black where they should have been white, tiny silver pinpricks where pupils should have been. One hand reached down, tapped against the glass as a mouth filled with blackness opened and uttered an unmistakable word.


“Priest.”


Miron rose from his seat. “That’s irritating.”


“Lord Emissary,” she whispered, perhaps for fear that the thing might hear her. “What is it?”


“An invader,” he replied, as though that were enough, “a frogman, specifically.”


“Frog… man?”


He hummed a confirmation. “If you would kindly inform your companions that their attention is required down here, I would be most grateful.”


Before she could even think to do such a thing, she felt the floor shift beneath her feet as the ship rocked violently. A din rose from above, a shrieking howl mingled with what sounded like polite conversation. A discernible roar answered the call, a chest-borne thunder tinged with unpleasant laughter.


Something had happened on the deck, and whatever had happened had also met Gariath. Another noise reached her through the ship’s timbers.


From the cabins beyond the mess in the ship’s hold, she heard it: the sound of an iron porthole cover clanging to the deck, two water-laden feet squishing upon the wood, a croaking command in a tongue not human, nor shictish, nor any that she had ever heard.


Something had just crept into the ship.


Something crept closer.


Her hand quivered as it reached for her staff. Lenk’s hands wouldn’t quiver, she thought. Her breath was short, her knees quaking as she trudged towards the cabin’s door. Kataria’s knees wouldn’t knock. Her voice was timid, dying on her lips as she tried to speak. Gariath wouldn’t squeak.


Lenk, Kataria and Gariath were somewhere else, though. She was here, standing between the noise and the Lord Emissary. When her hands wrapped about the solid oak staff, she knew that at that moment, the warriors would have to leave the fighting to her.


“Lord Emissary,” she whispered, stepping towards the hold, “forgive me for my transgressions.”


“Go as you must.”


She cringed; it would have been easier to justify staying behind if he had been angry with her. Instead, she took her staff in her hands and crept into the gloom of the Riptide’s timbered bowels.


Miron turned from the portal towards the foggy glass of the window. The frogman was gone, slid off to join its kin on the deck. No matter; a black void spread beneath the water’s surface, a mobile ink stain that slid lazily after the ship as it cut through the waters.


“She sent you, did she?” he muttered to the blackness. Absently, a hand went down to his chest, tracing the phoenix sigil upon his breast. “Come if you will, then. You shall not have it.”


He turned, striding from the mess towards the shadows of the hold, intent on reaching his cabin. In his mind, a shape burned: a square of perfectly black leather, parchment bound in red leather, tightly sealed and hidden from the outside world.


“They shall not have it,” he whispered.


There was a sound from the shadows, a masculine cry of surprise met by a voice dripping with malice. Someone screamed, someone ran, someone fell.


The man tumbled out of the shadows, the broad, unblinking whites of his eyes indiscernible against the swathes of bandages covering his face. He croaked out something through blackened lips, staring up at Miron as Miron stared down at him, impassively.


A webbed foot appeared from the darkness. A pale, lanky body emerged. Two dark, beady eyes set in a round, hairless head regarded him carefully. Through long, needle-like teeth, it hissed.


“Priest.” It raised its bloody dagger. “Tome.”


The thing peered through the jagged, splintering gash in the ship’s hull that used to be a porthole. Only shadows met its black eyes as it searched through the gloom for another pale shape, another thing similar to this one. Quietly, it slid two slender arms through the hole, a hairless head following as it pulled a moist torso through the rent in the timbers.


The hole was no bigger than its head. Absently, the thing recalled that it should not have been able to squeeze through it.


It set its feet upon the timbers, salt pooling around its tender, webbed toes. Slowly, it bent down to observe a similar puddle upon the floor where similar feet had stood just moments ago. And yet now there was no sign of those feet, nor the legs they belonged to, nor any sign of that one at all.


“It is a stupid one,” the thing hissed. It recalled, vaguely, a time when its voice did not sound so throaty, a time when a sac did not bulge beneath its chin with every breath. “‘These ones stay together,’ these ones were told, ‘stay together’. That one must not have run off. That one must stay with this one.”


This one remembered, for a fleeting moment, that it had once had a name.


That memory belonged to another one. This one knelt down, observing the traces of moisture clinging to the wood. That one had taken two steps forwards, it noted from the twin puddles before it. It tilted its head to the side; that one had stopped there… but not stopped. It had ceased to step and begun to slide. That struck this one as odd, given that these ones had been allowed to walk like men.


That one’s two moist prints became a thick, wet trail instead of footprints, a trail leading from the salt to the shadows of the ship’s hold. As this one followed its progress intently, watching it shift from clear salty water to smelly, coppery red, it spied something in the darkness: a tangle of pale limbs amidst crates.


That one was dead, it recognised; it remembered death.


It rose and felt something against its back. It remembered the scent of humanity. It thought to whirl around, bring knife against flesh, but then it remembered something else.


It remembered metal.


“Shh,” the tall other one behind it whispered, sliding a glove over its mouth while digging the knife deeper into its side. “No point.” The other one twisted the knife. “Just sleep.”


Then it slumped to the floor.


Denaos grimaced as he bent down, retrieving the dagger wedged in the infiltrator’s kidneys. The last one hadn’t made half so much noise, he thought grimly as he wiped the bloodied weapons clean on the thing’s ebon leather loincloth. Replacing them in the sheaths at his waist, he seized the pale fish-man by the legs and dragged him behind a stack of crates where his companion lay motionless in a pool of sticky red.


With a grunt, the rogue heaved the fresh corpse atop the stale one.


They were skilled infiltrators, he admired silently; he would never have thought even a child could squeeze through the ship’s portholes, much less a grown man. Had he not chosen this particular section of cargo to guard, he would never have found them.


His laugh was not joyful. “Ha… guarding the cargo.”


Yes, he told himself, that’s what you were doing. While all the men were dying to the pirates and the women were being violated in every orifice imaginable, you were guarding cargo, you miserable coward. If anyone asks why you weren’t fighting like any proper man, you can just claim you were concerned for the safety of the spices.


He caught his reflection in the puddle of water at his feet, noting the frown that had unconsciously scarred itself onto his face. In the quiver of the water, he saw the future: chastisement from his companions, curses from the sailors he had abandoned…


And Asper. His loathing slowly twisted to ire in his head. I’ll have to endure yet another sermon from that self-righteous, preachy shrew. He paused, regarding his reflection contemplatively. Of course, that’s not likely to happen, given that they’re probably all dead, her included… if you’re that lucky.


Something caught his eye. Upon the intruder’s offensively white biceps lay a smear of the deepest crimson. Denaos arched a brow; he didn’t remember cutting either of the creatures on their arms.


He knelt to study the puny, pale limb. It was a tattoo, that much he recognised instantly: a pair of skeletal jaws belonging to some horrid fish encircled by a twisted halo of tentacles. And, he noted with a cringe, it had been scrawled none too neatly, as though with a blade instead of a needle.


As morbid curiosity compelled him to look closer, he found that their tattoos were the least unpleasant of their features.


They lacked any sort of body hair, not the slightest wisp to prevent their black leathers from clinging to them like secondary skins. Their eyes, locked wide in death, lacked any discernible pupil or iris, orbs of obsidian set in greying whites. A glimpse of bone caught his eye; against an instinct that begged him not to, he removed a dagger and peeled back the creature’s lip with the tip.


Rows of needle-like, serrated teeth flashed stark white against black gums.


“Sweet Silf,” he muttered, recoiling.


A panicked cry echoed through the halls of the hold, drawing his attention up. He rose to his feet and sprang to the door in one fluid movement. As he reached for the lock, he paused, glancing over his shoulder at the dead frogmen behind. His hand faltered as he pondered the possibility of facing one of these creatures and their sharp teeth from the front.


Slowly, he lowered his hand from the door.


Someone shrieked again and his ears pricked up. A woman.


The door flew open.


Perhaps, he speculated, some sassy young thing slinking down the hall had run afoul of one of the creatures and now cowered in a corner as the intruder menaced her. It was an unspoken rule that distressed damsels were obliged to yield a gratuity that frequently involved tongues.


Surely, he reasoned, that’s worth delivering another quick knife to the kidneys… of course, she’s probably dead, you know. He cursed himself as he rounded a corner. Stop that thinking. If you go ruining your fantasies with reality, what’s the point of—


A shriek ripped through his thoughts. Not a woman, he realised, or at least no woman he would want to slip his tongue into. The scream was a long, dirty howl: a rusty blade being drawn from a sheath, a filthy, festering, vocal wound.


And, he noted, it was emerging through a nearby door.


His feet acted before his mind could, instinctively sliding into soft, cat-like strides as he pressed himself to the cabin wall. The dagger that leapt to his hand spoke of heroism, trying to drown out the voice of reason in his head.


You can see the logic in this, can’t you? he told himself. It’s not like anyone’s really expecting you to come dashing up to save them.


The door creaked open slightly, no hand behind it. He continued forwards.


In fact, I doubt anyone will even have harsh words for you. It’s been about a year you’ve all been together, right? Maybe less… a few months, perhaps; regardless, the point is that no one is really all that surprised when you run away.


He edged closer to the door. The sound of breathing, heavy and laboured, could be heard.


And this won’t solve anything. Nothing changes, even if she isn’t dead. His mind threw doubt at him as a delinquent throws stones. You won’t be any braver for it. You won’t be a hero. You’ll still be the same cowardly thug, the same disgusting wretch who gutted—


Enough. He drew in a breath, weak against the panting emerging from behind the door.


But it was not the kind of panting he had expected, not the laboured, glutted gasps of a creature freshly satiated or a fiend with blood on his hands. It was not soft, but hardly ragged. The breathing turned to heaving, someone fighting back vomit, choked on saliva. There was a short, staggered gasp, followed by a weak and pitiful sound.


Sobbing.


Without pausing to reflect on the irony of being emboldened by such a thing, Denaos took an incautious step into the shadowy cabin. Amidst the crates and barrels was a dark shape, curled up against the cargo like a motherless cub, desperately trying to hide. It shuddered with each breath, shivering down a slender back. Brown hair hung messily about its shoulders.


No pale monstrosities here, he confirmed to himself, none that you don’t know, anyway.


“Odd that I should find you here,” he said as he strode into the room, “cringing in a corner when you should be protecting the Lord Emissary.”


Hypocrite.


“I protected the Lord Emissary…” Asper said, more to herself than to him. Silver glinted in the shadows; he could see her stroking her phoenix pendant with a fervent need. “They came aboard… things… frogs… men, I don’t know.”


“Where?” His dagger was instantly raised, his back already finding the wall.


She raised her left arm and pointed towards the edge of the room. The sleeve of her robe was destroyed completely, hanging in tatters around her shoulder, baring a pale limb. Following her finger, he spied it: the invader lay dead against the wall, limbs lazily at its sides, as though it were taking a nap.


“Lovely work,” he muttered, noting her staff lying near the corpse. “What? Did you bash its head in?” She did not reply, provoking a cocked eyebrow. “Are you crying?”


“No,” she said, though the quiver of her voice betrayed her. “It… it was a rough fight. I’m… you know, I’m coming down.”


“Coming down?” He slinked towards her. “What are you—”


“I’m fine!” She whirled on him angrily, teeth bared like a snarling beast as she pulled herself to her feet. “It was a fight. He’s dead now. I didn’t need you to come looking for me.”


Tears quivered in her eyes as glistening liquid pooled beneath her nose. She stood sternly, back erect, head held high, though her legs trembled slightly. Unusual, he thought, given that the priestess hoarded her tears as though they were gold. Even surrounded by death, she rarely mourned or grieved in the view of others, considering her companions too blasphemous to take in that sight.


And yet, here she stood before him, almost as tall as he, though appearing so much smaller, so much meeker.


“There are…” She turned her head away, as if sensing his scrutinising judgement. “There are more of those things around.”


“There were, yes,” Denaos replied. “I took care of them.”


“Took care of them how?”


“How do you think?” he asked, sheathing his dagger. “I found the other two and did it quietly.”


“Two?” She turned to him with concern in her eyes. “There were four others besides this one”


“You’re mistaken, I only saw two.”


“No.” She shook her head. “I caught a glimpse of them from the porthole as they swam by. There were five in all.”


“Five, huh,” Denaos said, scratching his chin. “I suppose I can take care of the other two.”


“Assuming they aren’t looking,” she grumbled, retrieving her staff. “Let’s go.”


“Are you certain?” he asked, his tone slightly insulting as he looked her up and down. “It’s not like you should feel a need to fight.” He glanced at the pale corpse against the wall. “After all, you took care of this one well enough.”


He blinked as the thing shifted beneath his eyes. It did not stir, it did not rise. Its movement was so subtle it might have been missed by anyone else. Yet, as he took a step forwards, the body responded to his foot striking the floor. It quivered, sending tiny ripples through the flesh as though it were water.


Flesh, he knew, did not do that.


“Leave the dead where they lie.” Whatever authority Asper hoped to carry slipped through the sudden crack in her voice. She drew in a sharp breath, quickly composing herself. “The thing’s almost naked; it doesn’t have anything you can take.”


His attentions were fixed solely on the thing lying at his feet. The rogue leaned forwards intently, studying it. Its own body had begun to pool beneath it. He let out a breath as he leaned closer and the tiny gust of air sent the thing’s skin rippling once more.


“Leave it,” Asper said.


Curiosity, however morbid, drove his finger even as common sense begged him to stay his hand. He prodded the thing’s hairless, round head and found no resistance. His finger sank into the skin as though it were a thick pudding and when he pulled it back, a perfect oval fingerprint was left in its skull.


No bones.


“Sweet Silf.” His breath came short as he turned to regard Asper. “What did you do to him?”


She opened her mouth to reply, eyes wide, lips quivering. A scream emerged, though not her own, and echoed off the timbers. Immediately, whatever fear had been smeared across her face was replaced with stern resolution as she glowered at him.


“Leave the dead,” she hissed one last time before seizing her staff in both hands and tearing out of the room into the corridor.


Ordinarily, he might have pressed further questions, despite her uncharacteristically harsh tone. Ordinarily, he might have left whatever had screamed to her, given that she could clearly handle it. It was simple greedy caution that urged him to his feet and at her back, the instinct inherent in all adventurers to protect their source of pay.


The scream had, after all, come from the direction of Miron’s room.


He doesn’t know, Asper told herself as they hurried down the corridor, he doesn’t know, he doesn’t know. He won’t ask questions. He’s not smart enough. He won’t tell. He doesn’t know.


His long legs easily overtook her. She sensed his eyes upon her, angled her head down.


The litany of reassurances she forced upon herself proved futile. Her mind remained clenched with possibility. What if he didn’t need to ask questions? He had seen the corpse, seen what it was. He saw her sobbing. He was a coward, a brigand, but not a moron. He could be replaying it in his mind, as she did now, seeing the creature leaping from the dark, seeing her hand rise up instinctively, hearing the frog-thing scream…


He heard the scream.


Stop it, stop it, STOP IT! He doesn’t know… don’t… don’t think about it now. Think about the Lord Emissary. Think about the other scream. Think about—


Her thoughts and her fervent rush came to a sudden halt as she collided with Denaos’s broad back. Immediately, fear was replaced by anger as she shoved her way past him, ready to unleash a verbal hellstorm upon him. But his eyes were not for her. He stared out into the corridor, mouth open, eyes unblinking.


She followed his gaze, looking down the hall, and found herself sharing his expression, eyes going wide with horror.


“L-Lord Emissary,” she gasped breathlessly.


A pale corpse lay at Evenhands’ feet, motionless in a pool of rapidly leaking blood. Miron’s sunken shoulders rose and fell with staggered breaths, his hands trembled at his sides. The blues and whites of his robes were tainted black with his attacker’s blood. The elderly gentleness of his face was gone, replaced by wrinkles twisted with undiluted fury.


“Evenhands,” Denaos said, moving forwards tentatively. “Are you all right?”


The priest’s head jerked up with such sudden anger as to force the rogue back a step. His eyes were narrowed to black slits, his lips curled in a toothy snarl. Then, with unnatural swiftness, his face untwisted to reveal a bright-eyed gaze punctuated by a broad, gentle smile.


“I am well. Thank you for your concern,” he replied in a trembling breath. “Forgive the scene. One of these…” he looked down at the pale man disdainfully, “brutes attacked me as I went to see what was happening on deck.”


“We’re still under attack, Lord Emissary,” Asper said, stepping forwards. “It would be safer if you remained in your quarters.”


“Yes, of course,” he replied with a shaking nod. “But… be careful out there, my friends. These are no mere pirates.”


“What do you mean, Lord Emissary?” Asper asked, tilting her head at the priest.


As Miron opened his mouth to reply, he was cut off by a sudden response from Denaos.


“It’s the tattoos,” the rogue said, eyeing the priest, “isn’t it?”


“Indeed.” Miron’s reply was grim. “They are adornments of an order who serve a power far crueller than any pirate. Their appearance here is… unexpected.”


“A power?” Asper asked, frowning. “They’re… priests?”


“Of a sort.”


“Then why do they side with the pirates, Lord Emissary?”


“There is no time to explain,” Miron replied urgently. “Your friends require your aid above.” He raised his hands in a sign of benediction. “Go forth, and Talanas be with you in your—”


A door slammed further down the corridor. Miron whirled about, Denaos and Asper looking over his shoulders to spy the fifth intruder darting away from the direction of the priest’s quarters. He paused to regard the trio warily for a moment, clutching a square silk pouch tightly to his chest.


“Drop that, you filth!” Miron roared with a fury not befitting his fragile frame.


The creature’s reply was a mouth opened to reveal twin rows of pointed, serrated teeth in a feral hiss. Without another moment’s hesitation, he stuffed his prize into a burlap sack and tore down the hallway.


“Stop him!” Miron bellowed, charging after the fleeing infiltrator. “STOP HIM! He must not have that book!”


“What’s so important about it?” Denaos called after him.


The priest did not respond, rushing headlong into the shadows of the hold. Denaos opened his mouth to repeat the question, but the breath was knocked from him as Asper shoved her way past, hurrying after the priest. With a sigh, Denaos shook his head and sprinted after them both.


Pirates, boneless beasts, books worth dying for, he thought grimly, all in one day. Whatever distressed young ladies are rescued from this mess had better be disgustingly grateful.















Five



COUNTING KOU’RU


Screaming from above, an arrow caught a tardy pirate crawling across the chain. It struck deep into his neck, forcing a blood-choked gurgle from the man as he lost his grip on the bridge of links and went tumbling headfirst into the churning waters below.


“Eight,” Kataria remarked, nocking another arrow.


Her bowstring sang a melancholy dirge for the next pirate struck, the shict grinning as he fell to join his companion in the liquid tomb.


“Nine,” she added, drawing another missile.


“Stop it,” Quillian growled in response, levelling her crossbow towards the deck. “You’re shattering my concentration.”


“You have to concentrate to lose?” Kataria asked coolly as she loosed her arrow. “How sad. Ten.”


“I have to concentrate to make sure I don’t kill the wrong people,” Quillian snapped back. She squeezed the trigger on her weapon and sent a bolt flying down to meet one of the deck-bound invaders below.


“So you kill a few of your own along with the pirates.” Kataria laughed. “It’s not like anyone was expecting you to do your job flawlessly.” She winked an emerald eye. “You’re only human.” Her bow hummed and someone screamed from below. “Eleven.”


“You stupid savage,” Quillian muttered, loading her crossbow.


“You’re just upset that you’re losing.” She launched another arrow. “To look, one would think you’ve never counted Kou’ru before.” Before the Serrant could reply, she smirked. “You see, Kou’ru is—”


“What your breed calls humans, I know,” Quillian growled. “I take no pride in killing my own kind, much less making games of it.”


“Well, no wonder you’re so bad at this.”


The Serrant held her tongue, opting instead to focus her aim. It was difficult to ignore the shict; her idle babble was a paling annoyance compared to the grating accuracy of her scorekeeping. That only tightened her resolve, however. She vowed that no simple-minded savage would outshoot a trained Serrant.


“No way in hell,” she hissed to herself.


“Would it help if I shot blind?”


Quillian turned, incredulous. “What?”


Kataria’s grin was broad as she tugged her headband down over her eyes. Her ears quivered, one rotating to the left, the other to the right, like hounds with the scent of prey.


“I can’t be blamed for this, you know. Shicts invented archery. We’re even named after the sound of arrows hitting flesh.” She let her missile fly and smiled. “Shict.”


“Really,” Quillian muttered, “and here was I thinking you were named after what comes out of my—”


“Your envy certainly smells like that.” Kataria lifted her headband and frowned out. “Twelve… wait, no, that was just a glancing shot.” The fall in her voice lasted only a moment before she jumped up and down, giggling madly. “Wait again! Someone got him in the neck with a sword! He’s dead! That counts, that counts!”


“Will you shut up?”


“Well, you can hardly expect me to help you when you keep shoving that foul attitude at me. Too bad; I could have improved your score to being at least halfway respectable for a human.”


“Help?” Quillian laughed blackly. “I’ve seen your kind’s ‘help’ first-hand, savage. I know what you’ve done to my people.”


“If we’re talking about crimes and kinds,” Kataria replied nonchalantly, “we may as well discuss this strange little rabble of vermin called humanity.” She loosed an arrow. “Thirteen.” She reached for another. “At any rate, all the shict tribes put together only add up to a fraction of your teeming race. We’re smarter than you, quicker than you, craftier than you, and yet all you need to do to beat us out,” she uttered the last words contemptuously, “is breed.”


“And how many people, innocent people, will never get the chance because of what your kind has done? Your tribes slaughter without remorse, discrimination or respect for the rites of combat!”


“We can’t afford to discriminate between strains of disease.” Kataria’s voice and weapon were one cold, cruel amalgamation, hissing callously in unison as she loosed her arrow. “Shicts don’t fight fair. Fourteen.”


“And your companions, are they strains of the same disease?”


Kataria fought hard to keep her body from stiffening, to keep her ears from flattening against her head. The Serrant could not hit a target with arrows. The shict resolved that she could not allow her to see her hit a target with words, either. She could not let the Serrant see her offence at the suggestion. Better to keep the ears upright, proud ears.


Shict ears.


A roar turned her attention to the deck and she glowered. Smoke curled into the sky from smouldering bodies. Men swarmed about the red-skinned brute at their centre, trying to hack at him, trying to take courage in their numbers even as Gariath continued to rip, to pull, to claw and to bludgeon.


Stupid reptile, she thought resentfully, taking all my kills. She glowered at the rapidly thinning crowd of foes. I could kill them all if they’d just stop moving around so much, scampering little monkeys. Her eyes drifted to the Linkmaster, keeping pace with the Riptide so easily, its helmsman shouting encouragement as he guided the ship with expert ease.


And his big, fat, ripe head…


“That’s it,” she whispered.


She loosed an unpleasant guffaw, which only increased as Squiggy cast her a curious cringe.


“This is how I’ll help you,” she said. “We put a stop to these little pirates moving about and we’ll pluck them off one by one.” She glanced to the black ship. “Of course, we could also just end this game by putting their ship behind us.”


“What?” One of Quillian’s eyebrows arched in response to an inner twinge of dread and she whirled about to follow the shict’s gaze. “What do you mean?”


“They can’t do much if they can’t catch us, can they? And they can’t catch us if they can’t chase us.” Kataria drew her arrow, aiming it across the gap of sea and the salt-slick deck of the Linkmaster, towards its helm. “Thusly, all we need to do is keep them from chasing us.”


Quillian’s eyes went wide as the shict’s plan dawned on her. The glistening tip of her arrow was aimed directly at the filthy man at the Linkmaster’s wheel, blissfully unaware of her aim as he hurled abuse at Argaol.


“Like so,” Kataria finished.


“Wait, you idiot!”


Quillian’s hand snatched an arm already hanging at the shict’s side, having loosed the arrow long before the Serrant could even reach for it. With painful slowness, Quillian stared as the arrow hummed with an almost casual speed towards the pirates’ helmsman. No heads looked up, far too embroiled in their current battle to foresee the impending disaster.


Quillian’s breath caught in her throat as the arrow caught in the helmsman’s. He jerked slightly, then stiffened with a curious look on his face, as though unaware of what had just happened.


“There,” Kataria said, shrugging the Serrant’s hand off. “What’s so bad about that?”


The slain helmsman answered.


He slumped across the wheel, his body dragging it into a full spin. The chain connecting the two ships went slack as the Linkmaster veered suddenly, driven by the corpse’s weight. The screams of pirates tumbling off their now-unstable bridge were punctuated by splashes of water. Cries of alarm rose up from the deck as fingers pointed towards the black-timbered titan now careening towards the Riptide. The pale-skinned creatures clinging to the hull in mid-climb croaked a collective chorus of terror.


Then, all sounds died in a great wooden scream.


The two huge ships collided, bows splintering. The Linkmaster’s momentum sent the Riptide spinning as their hulls ground together. Particularly unlucky pirates and pale frogmen were reduced from hostile invaders to smears in the span of two breaths.


The fighting on the deck ground to a halt as the ships did, the sudden shifting sending all combatants sprawling to kiss the salt. Eventually, the spiralling, the screaming and the splintering stopped, leaving two floating behemoths bobbing with unfitting calmness.


Kataria took the opportunity to stagger to her feet, gripping the edge of the crow’s nest. She glanced down at the carnage: dizzy men struggling to rise and find their weapons, uttering prayers to various human Gods, flattened chunks of red and pink tumbling into the waters as the hulls eased apart. In the funerary wake of sound, a stray wind caressed her hair, sending her feathers fluttering.


A smile creased her face, breaking into a peal of laughter that was long, loud and unwholesome.


“How many do you think that was worth, Squiggy?” She cast a glance behind her, spying nothing. “Squiggy?”


When she discovered the bronze-clad fingers clutching at the nest’s edge, she had to fight to keep her laughter from overpowering her. She couldn’t say at that moment why the sight of Quillian dangling by one stubborn hand was so amusing to her. Perhaps it was her expression, the mixture of fear and outrage at having been hurled from the nest by the force of the collision. Perhaps it was simply the rush of having scored so many Kou’ru with one shot, the woman’s humiliation being merely the punctuation of a squeal-filled giddy sentence.


Or perhaps it was the opportunity dangling before her.


“Help me up.” Quillian’s voice had not even the slightest hint of request.


Kataria’s own hand lingered on the rail, her gaze contemplative. There was no real reason to watch the Serrant fall, she realised, but was hard pressed to think of a reason to haul her bronze-clad bulk back up.


And yet, something stayed her hand, a mere finger’s length from the Serrant’s own reaching gauntlet. Here was a human with genuine hate reinforced with swords, cross-bows and blind zeal. Here was a human who saw notched ears as a target.


She had seen such hate before, but only in the eyes of those not content to revile her people and wallow in deluded myth about the tribes. This hate, the undiluted foulness behind Quillian’s eyes, was reserved for those who had seen shicts. Seen, she thought, and killed.


Her suspicions were confirmed, at least as much as she needed them to be, in the grit of the woman’s teeth and narrowing of her eyes. She could not disguise her loathing, even as she dangled above the already blood-soaked deck. Even for the sake of her life, Kataria realised, this human couldn’t commit the fraud of repentance.


“If you’re going to kill me,” the Serrant hissed, “then cease drawing it out.”


Kataria made no reply besides a careful, contemplative blink. Here was a human who had killed her people. Here was a human who had committed the one sin all shicts were sworn to avenge. Here was a human who could be one less slayer of her tribeskin, a human the world wouldn’t miss.


They can always make more, she thought.


“Do it,” the Serrant hissed.


Kataria’s hand moved in response, wrapping around the Serrant’s wrist.


“Don’t be such a whiner,” the shict grunted, straining with the effort of hauling up the bronze-clad woman. “Just because,” she paused to breathe, “I took my time,” she gasped, “Riffid Alive, but you’re heavy.”


Suddenly she paused, as the woman’s chest rose just above the basket’s edge.


“Wait a moment, how many did you say that last one was worth?”


“What?” Hate vanished in a moment of puzzlement in Quillian’s eyes.


“When the ships collided,” Kataria repeated, “how many was that worth? How many did I kill?”


“I don’t know,” the Serrant snarled, “I was a bit busy nearly falling to my death.”


“Just take a guess.”


“I don’t know…” She drew in a breath through her teeth. “You killed… perhaps eight heathens.”


“EIGHT?”


Quillian’s shriek was short and brief as the shict released her. She came to a sudden, jerking halt, her bronze fingers digging deeper into the wood to suspend herself. A staggering gasp that sounded as though the woman’s stomach was on the verge of spilling out of her mouth went unheeded by Kataria.


“That had to be fifteen,” Kataria protested sharply, “at least twelve.”


“You’re delusional,” Quillian growled in response. “Eight is being generous. You didn’t do more than shoot one man and send a few others into the sea.”


“In a chunky jam I sent them! Give me a better number!”


“Lying is a sin in the eyes of all Gods.”


“Then you’d better cut it out before I send you to meet them.”


Until that moment, it hadn’t truly occurred to Kataria that she was prepared to send the woman to her death for refusing to concede a few extra Kou’ru when she hadn’t been willing to condemn her for supposedly killing her own tribesmen. It bothered her little; whether by righteous vengeance or petty numbers, still one less human.


If, Kataria told herself, she continues to act in such a human manner.


“Do you concede?”


“Not a chance,” Quillian snapped back.


“Lovely.” The shict put on a self-satisfied smirk. “Bid your smelly Gods good day on behalf of Riffid for me.”


She turned about, folding her arms over her chest. She could resume shooting in a moment, when this particular distraction was over. Absently, she scratched her flank as she waited for the sound of bronze grinding against wood, gulls crying above the inevitable shriek, a pompous melon exploding in a barrel.


Either that or a plea for mercy. They’d be equally satisfying.


“Shict,” Quillian gasped.


So soon? Kataria resolved not to turn just yet; that would be too easy.


“Shict!”


She can hold on for a few more moments… or not.


“Damn it, you long-eared vagrant! Something’s happening below!”


Kataria’s ears twitched. The Serrant’s concerns were confirmed in a cry of pain from a familiar voice. She whirled about, leaning over the dangling woman to peer at what was occurring below.


What had begun as a melee had degenerated into a matter of swaths: swaths fleeing before Gariath as he tore through the ranks of the pirates, swaths collapsing before Dreadaeleon’s fiery hands as his arcane chant went unchallenged.


“That hardly counts as a ‘happening’,” the shict sneered. “I’ve already killed as many as they have.”


“Not that, you imbecile!” Quillian pointed a bronze finger across the deck.


Kataria’s eyes widened immediately, ears pricking up in alarm at the sight. The greatest swath of all lay at the Riptide’s helm, the sailors who had been guarding it now cast to the timbers like scythed wheat. The figure of Rashodd was immense amidst the carnage, wading unhurriedly up the steps towards the sole figure, short and wiry, standing in his way.


“Lenk,” she whispered.


Her arrow was up and nestled in the bowstring in an instant, aimed squarely for Rashodd’s massive back. The pirate, however, seemed less than interested in standing still and suddenly twisted, drawing up beside Lenk, uncomfortably close. Even as wiry as he was, as skilled as she was, and as massive as the Cragsman was, her fingers quivered.


No, she resolved at that moment. She would not add Lenk to her score. Besides, she reasoned, a shot from such a distance into a man of Rashodd’s girth had no guarantee to kill. To waste arrows on a single Kou’ru, no matter how big, simply wasn’t acceptable.


Her arrow was back in her quiver, bow in hand, leg over the crow’s nest’s railing as she prepared to climb down the rigging. Only a sudden shriek gave her pause.


“Hey! HEY!”


“Oh, right.” She glanced over the quaking bronze digits and stared down at Quillian. “I almost forgot.” She smiled. “Now, we’re agreeing that the collision caused at least twelve in my favour, yes?”


“Yes, sure, whatever!” The Serrant nodded fervently. “Just—”


“Mind yourself, I have to count.” The shict made a show of wiggling her digits. “Fourteen from arrows alone plus, if we’re frugal, another twelve makes…” She smiled morbidly down at Squiggy, tapping her nose with a finger. “An even twenty-seven. Lucky number!”


The total dawned on Quillian the moment Kataria leapt from the nest and deftly seized the rigging. Squeals of fury followed her down, but she ignored them. There were more pressing concerns.


A flash of sparks at the helm drew her attention; Lenk was hard pressed against Rashodd’s twin axes, his sword nothing more than a weak stinger in the hands of a tiny wasp. Kataria gritted her teeth, splayed her legs against the ropes of the rigging and slid down, ignoring the burn of the hemp that bit through her gloves. She had no time for pain.


The game was not yet over.















Six



THE HERALD


Lenk felt a hammer explode against his belly.


The wind left him, the earth left him as he flew up into the air, sailing blissfully across currents carried by fast-fading screams in the distance. This, he thought, must be what it is to ascend to the heavens.


The Gods proved not so kind.


He struck the timbers with a crash, sliding like a limp, breathless fish. He collided with the base of the ship’s wheel with the meagrest of bumps, giving him the opportunity to lament that the blow hadn’t killed him.


“Khetashe,” he gasped breathlessly, “that didn’t work.”


“You thought it would?” Argaol was quick to kneel beside the young man, helping him to a sitting position. “Rashodd’s twice your size if you stand up straight, boy!”


“I thought,” he paused to breathe, “I could… strike quickly. Use size to my advantage… gnats and frogs, right?”


“What?”


“Something my grandfather told me.” Lenk rubbed his stomach, grimacing; the indentations of Rashodd’s knuckles were all too fresh in his skin. “The frogs are big, slow and lumbering… the gnats are small and quick, they can escape.”


“No gnat ever managed to beat down a frog, runt.”


“Well, I know that now. When he told it to me, it sounded like good advice.”


Any further conversation went silent against the sound of distant thunder, the sound of heavy boots. The timbers shook beneath them, the ship trembling with Rashodd’s stride. They glanced up as the pirate cleared the last step to the helm.


Rashodd stalked towards them with almost insulting casualness, heedless of the dead beneath his boots, the red flecking his beard, the glistening of his axes. His gaze was unreadable behind his helmet, his voice a metallic ringing.


“It is with no undue fondness that I recall a time when this was a respectable business. It is with nostalgia that I remember when two captains could do business without bloodshed and drinks were always proffered to guests.” He sighed. “Where is my drink, Argaol? Where is the courtesy extended to a man of my particular prestige? I would give you all the mercy I could spare had you merely displayed a bit of the propriety I am inarguably due.”


Using his sword as a makeshift crutch, Lenk staggered to his feet, steadying himself with the ship’s wheel.


Rashodd inclined his head respectfully. “You seem to be the most decent lad amongst this merry band of rabble we’ve had the pleasure to treat with.” He hefted one of his axes over a broad shoulder. “I can’t say I don’t admire your—if you’ll pardon the comparison—cockroach-like tenacity. I’ve scarce known a man to display such resilience in the face of common sense.” He lofted a great, grey brow. “Mercenary?”


“Adventurer.”


“That would explain it, wouldn’t it? I’ve no inherent disrespect for the profession, mind you, though it’s always seemed to me that an adventurer is naught more than a pirate who couldn’t bring himself to admit he’s scum.”


“We’re all entitled to our opinions.”


“Regardless, I feel compelled to ask you,” he shifted his glance to Argaol, “both of you… why put up such a fight? While I wouldn’t list it as a fault in polite company, are you blind, good man? Can you not see the merry company we keep?” He gestured over his shoulder to the pale invaders, sliding up to reinforce their pirate allies. “Be frank with me—how many mere pirates do you know that command such beasts?”


“I’ve met more than a few beasts in my time,” Lenk grunted, standing as straight as he could. “I’m not impressed.”


“A pity.” Rashodd shook his head sadly and turned to Argaol. “Then I appeal to your reason, good Captain. Is it too late to call for a cessation that we might converse as proper gents? Must it always come to violence?”


“It came to violence ages ago,” Argaol snarled, “when you started slaughtering my men.”


“The merry boys of the Linkmaster are nothing if not famed for their bravado.”


“What you’re famed for is rape, murder and slavery.”


“You do me no honour with flattery, kind sir. Nor have I the patience to continue such an argument. Simply give us what we wish and we can spare you any more tidying-up.”


Argaol regarded the man hesitantly. “And what, pray, is it you wish?”


“I had come intent on taking away some cargo, but I think it a bit rude,” the Cragsman cleared his throat, “given that you’ll be requiring most of your merchandise to hire on crew to replace the men you’ve so unfortunately lost.”


“Your hacking them to pieces was a bit unfortunate.”


“Details. At any rate, we’ll simply search your cabins and take two of your gentle lady passengers.” He held up a pair of fingers. “One of our choosing, one of yours.”


Argaol hummed; the sound was faint and distant in Lenk’s ears, slurred by the thunder pounding through his head. Even through blurring vision, however, he could see the captain’s gaze drifting upwards to the crow’s nest. Kataria and Quillian had both vanished from the mast; perhaps for the better, Lenk thought.


The captain’s thoughts were just as audible. He could see Argaol questioning himself, posing any number of logical scenarios in the tilt of his head. Why not, Lenk asked himself, why not abandon a savage for the sake of the crew? Please the pirates and please the Gods by ridding himself of a heathen adventurer.


Lenk clutched the hilt of his sword, unsure as to who he should turn it on once enough feeling returned to his arm to heft it.


“As well as the priest below.”


Argaol’s neck went rigid. “Absolutely not! Murder is one thing, Rashodd, but I’ll not let you blaspheme this ship.”


“Had I any manner of hat not made of iron, I would doff it in reverence of your godliness, kind sir.” The Cragsman paused to pantomime this. “But I must attempt to skewer you with logic for a moment: consider the fate of your men. Resist us and the priest comes along with us, cooperate and the priest comes along with us. The only difference that remains is how big a charnel heap you’re left with.”


“Zamanthras guides this ship,” Argaol countered hotly, displaying the Goddess’s symbol hanging around his neck. “I will not risk the generosity She’s shown me by acquiescing to your logic, no matter how skewering.” He reached for the cutlass at his hip. “You offer me a quick death by your own hand or a slow one by the Gods’ disfavour. I will accept neither.”


“We aren’t giving up any woman or man, either,” Lenk attempted to say without vomiting as the breath returned to him fiercely. “Heathen or faithful, adventurer or otherwise.” He hefted his sword and turned an icy glare upon the captain. “No one dies here without taking someone else with him.”


Rashodd was impassive as Lenk charged towards him, the tiny gnat levelling his tiny silver stinger against the massive, iron-clad frog. The pirate twirled an axe casually in one hand, testing its weight as he might a butchering knife in the face of a particularly choice piece of meat. As he lowered his visored stare upon Lenk’s head, he undoubtedly figured that his weapon would split a melon just as well.


The axe swung, bit only a few stray strands of silver as Lenk ducked low and thrust his blade upwards with a triumphant cackle, aiming for the small gap in his foe’s armour. Such mirth was drowned in the clamour of steel, however, as Rashodd’s second axe came up with an unfair deftness, grinding against the young man’s sword.


Undaunted, Lenk pressed the attack. The pirate might have had leverage and strength, but the young man had two hands firmly on the sword’s hilt and its tip poised tantalisingly close to the Cragsman’s intestines. Just a little farther, he thought, a good push and it’s all over. He saw his grin widen in the blade’s reflection, brimming with malicious hope.


It was then that he remembered that Rashodd had two hands.


The flat of the second axe came crashing down and slammed against his ribs. His sword clattered to the ground, hands contorting as muscles locked against the blow. Paralysed, he was barely able to let out a pained squawk, let alone squirm away from Rashodd’s massive hand.


“Kindly use your reason, gentlemen.” The ire boiling in Rashodd’s voice was reflected in the fingers tightening around the young man’s neck as he hefted Lenk from the deck. “Perhaps it has been your woe to have dealt with considerably less couth men than myself, but I can most benevolently assure you that my terms would be considered most generous by anyone slightly less deranged.”


“There can be no negotiation where blasphemy is involved,” Argaol snarled in reply.


“Ah, my dear Captain, there can be no victory where Rashodd is involved.” He gestured out over the deck. “Amongst his allies are counted men who ply the waters like frogs and fight like devils. Look upon them, Captain, embrace the wisdom of our terms and we can begin the long and arduous process of restraining ourselves from the mutilation of fruits, stones and other synonyms for manhood,” he brought his axe up, let the blade graze Lenk’s trousers, “starting with this ardent young lad.”


Being strangled by a giant hand and with an axe brushing his genitalia, Lenk began to see the wisdom in surrender. He hoped between what meagre breaths he could muster that Argaol, too, had enough sympathy for his situation, if not his profession.


While he couldn’t twist his neck to see Argaol’s reaction, the captain’s derisive laughter assured the young man that godliness was, in his eyes, well above concern for an adventurer’s dangling bits.


“And what then, Rashodd? Do we see how many more sacks are slashed before you get your men under control?” He chuckled blackly. “Besides, if you want to negotiate, I suggest you find a more valuable hostage.”


“Truly, good Captain, it is rare that I find myself in a position where callousness overwhelms me.” The Cragsman shook his head. “I trust the honour isn’t lost on you.” He looked Lenk over appraisingly like a particularly gristly piece of beef. “This upstanding young gent has spilled much blood for your well-being and you would cast him off so crudely?”


“There are always more adventurers. They’re like cockroaches, as you say.”


The surprise in Rashodd’s voice was genuine. “It is with no great glee that I admit I hadn’t expected this of you.” He twirled the axe in his hands, raising it a little. “And it is with even less glee that I make this example.”


“You ought to listen to the captain,” someone hissed from behind.


Rashodd turned laboriously with two heavy feet, not nearly deft enough to avoid the arrow that shrieked from the steps and angrily bit at his wrist as it grazed his flesh. His grunt was more of surprise than of pain as he dropped Lenk to the deck, his scowl more of annoyance than anger as he turned to the woman already nocking another arrow.


“Cockroaches are everywhere.” Kataria smiled behind her bow, flashing broad canines. “Back away from him,” she gestured to Lenk with her chin, “that one belongs to me.”


“Shicts, is it?” Rashodd’s thick lips twisted into a grin that was undoubtedly supposed to be coy. “My good Captain, you can hardly retain your claims to godliness while consorting with heathen savages.” He raised his hands, taking a step away from Lenk. “By all means, keep the dear lad if you think it will do you any good.”


Her arrow followed him as he took another two steps backwards. It wasn’t until a moment passed that Argaol glanced from the shict to the fallen young man and coughed.


“Shouldn’t you… help him?”


Kataria blinked suddenly, glanced down at her companion and sighed.


“Yeah… I guess.”


Rashodd seemed less than worried, even though Kataria kept her bow aimed at him while she came to Lenk’s side. The pirate, rather, let out a great sigh, as though a potential arrow through the eyeball was all one tremendous inconvenience. He plucked up his stray axe and twirled it.


“And how do we solve this, then?” He shook his head. “Kill me, my men will fight harder and, while they weren’t particularly restrained boys to begin with, they’ll have much less restraint if I’m not here to control them.”


“Every last heathen aboard this blessed vessel will be cleansed by steel, scum.” Quillian’s approach was heralded by the hiss of a sword leaping from its scabbard. Though she levelled her blade at the pirate, her scowl was for Kataria. “Every. Last. One.”


“She looks mad,” Lenk noted through a strained gulp.


“She always looks mad,” Kataria replied.


“In the interim,” the Serrant said, turning her attention back to Rashodd, “it is only logical that we begin with the biggest.”


Lenk held his breath as the woman took a menacing step. Rashodd was right, he knew—the Cragsmen wouldn’t even notice that their captain had been killed until well after every last man was dead. Such an occurrence, however, rested on the idea that a sword would be enough to stop him.


An idea, he thought grimly, that seemed more ludicrous with every step the Cragsman took to meet the Serrant.


She growled and Lenk winced, though the sound of steel carving flesh never came. Rather, there was the sound of bronze clattering to the floor as a great, clawed hand reached up, seized Quillian by the head and shoved her aside.


Despite having no breath to chuckle, Lenk felt rather satisfied seeing Rashodd leap backwards at the sight clambering up the stairs. If the Cragsman strode with insulting casualness, Gariath stalked with infuriated ease. The leathery skin of his face was twisted angrily, bared teeth as red as every other part of his body. Cuts and gashes criss-crossed his body like so much decoration, which seemed to be all the credit he gave his wounds.


“It’s over.”


Gariath seemed to say this with more irritation than satisfaction, though it was difficult for Lenk to distinguish his companion’s irritation from his other emotions; all of them involved some manner of rage.


“They barely even fought.”


Red pooled at his feet. Red, Lenk noted grimly, not his own.


“This one didn’t even raise his sword.”


Gariath tossed the limp body at the Cragsman’s feet. The man was barely recognisable as one of the Linkmaster’s crew, so badly broken and crushed was he. Limbs were bent in ways they weren’t meant to bend, extra joints had been added, and haemorrhages bloomed in ugly purple blossoms beneath the man’s skin.


Lenk quietly wished Rashodd hadn’t angled himself to prevent the young man from seeing his face.


The colossal captain gasped at his underling. “What in the name of All On High did you do to him?”


“I killed him. Isn’t that obvious?” The dragonman took a step forwards and Rashodd backpedalled with uncharacteristic haste, axes raised. “The rest of them will follow.” Gariath levelled a claw at the captain. “Unless you kill me.”


A glance at the deck confirmed Gariath’s declaration. The battle, it seemed, had taken a definite turn with the dragonman’s presence. Many of the pirates lay dead, the remaining ones herded by the now superior numbers of the Riptide’s men. Only the pale invaders held strong, pressed into a small mass at one side of the ship, heedless of the Cragsmen’s pleas for help.


Those meagre few who hadn’t already thrown down their arms collapsed as smouldering husks in the shadow of Dreadaeleon, the boy breathing heavily, hurling gouts of fire from his hands as he strode along the deck like an underfed titan.


“It’s an insult,” Gariath growled, tearing all eyes back upon himself. “I wanted a fight. I wanted warriors and you send me babies.” He kicked the corpse harshly. “Babies.” The foot came up and down with a crack of wood and a spatter of thick, grey porridge. “BABIES.”


Rashodd cringed at that. Lenk thought it would have been a satisfying sight had he not also been forced to look away.


“So boldly did you utter condemnation of imagined blasphemies, Argaol,” the Cragsman’s voice betrayed not a hint of fear, “yet now you consort with murderous monsters and do not quiver at your own righteous hypocrisy?”


“Stop talking to them,” Gariath growled, clenching his hands into fists. “I had to fight through a lot of ugly, weak, smelly humans to get to you. Now, stand still and fight so one of us can die and we might be able to get something done today.”


“I care not what atrocities linger before, throughout or herein, reptile.” Rashodd’s axes kissed in a challenging clang. “Nor do I yearn to know what allegiances they hold to. If you seek to die, I’ll make your funeral impromptu and decidedly lacking in attendance.”


Not one of the dragonman’s smiles had ever been pleasant, Lenk noted as he watched his companion’s lips curl backwards, but this particular grin crossed a threshold the young man had not yet seen. Something flashed in the hulking brute’s eye, notable only in that it was no glimpse of bloodlust, nor promise of a memorable dismembering. What glimmered behind Gariath’s obsidian orbs was anxiousness, eagerness, anticipation better fitting a young man about to bed his first woman.


After that particular metaphor, Lenk did not dare contemplate what his companion was thinking.


“Show me, then,” Gariath’s challenge was punctuated by the ringing of his silver bracers clashing together, “what humans can do.”


“Requested and granted.”


No sooner had the pirate’s massive foot hit the deck than a piercing wail cut through the air.


“Stop him!” All eyes below and above turned towards the shadows of the companionway as something emerged, pursued by a voice brimming with righteous indignation. “Stop him, you fools! Retrieve the book!”


With unnerving speed, something came springing out of the shadows. So white as to be blinding in the sun, the slender, pale creature leapt out onto the deck. It hesitated, surveying the carnage surrounding it with animal awareness, baring black gums and needle teeth in a defiant hiss. The combatants, pirates and sailors alike, ceased their fighting at the sudden appearance of the creature and the booming voice that followed it.


“I said stop him!”


At the sound, the creature went bounding through the crowds. Sweeping from the shadows like a white spectre, Miron Evenhands came bursting out, frost flakes on his shoulders. He flung a hand out after the creature in such a dramatic gesture that the figures of Denaos and Asper behind him were hardly noticeable.


“He has the book! Bring it back to me!”


“SHEPHERD!” the creature wailed to no visible presence as he rushed past the crowd. “Summon the Shepherd! This one has the tome!”


“What the hell are you doing?” The roar came from Rashodd. In the angry turn of a heel, the dragonman was forgotten as the captain stormed down the stairs after the fleeing creature. “We don’t need any books, you dim-witted hairless otter!”


“Get back here!” Gariath howled in response, charging after the Cragsman.


Lenk and Argaol shared a blink as a new breed of chaos began to unfurl below. The pale creature nimbly darted between those determined to stop him and rushed to the cluster of his own kind at the ship’s railing. All the while, Miron bellowed orders as Rashodd pursued the creature and Gariath pursued Rashodd.


“Well?” Argaol asked, turning to the young man suddenly.


“What?”


“Shouldn’t you do something?”


The young man sighed heavily and tapped the toe of his boot on the wood.


“Yeah,” he muttered, “fine.”


Lenk leapt from the stairs, though he knew not why. His breath was still ragged, his grip weak on his sword, his legs trembling. He charged into a throng of flesh, wood and steel with Rashodd’s blow still echoing in his body and he knew not why he did. Yet even as he felt himself stagger, he continued to charge after the pale thief, into the battle, into the sprays of red.


He knew not why.


Voices were at his back: commands from Miron, cries of mingled encouragement and warning from Asper and Denaos, all fading behind him. Arrows flew past his ears to put down particularly bold invaders rushing forth to aid their companion. Rashodd was before him, then at his side as he nimbly darted past the hulking pirate. He caught the flash of an axe out of the corner of his eye, moving to hack his legs out from under him.


There was a roar, a flash of red as something horned, clawed and winged caught the Cragsman from behind.


That threat fled from Lenk’s mind with the sound of two heavy bodies hitting the deck. As sounds and screams faded around him, as the world slipped into darkness, leaving only the slender-limbed creature and the burlap satchel it clutched, he knew what sent him in pursuit. He knew, and it spoke to him in a harsh, frigid voice.


“They cannot flee,” the voice said, an edge of joy to it, “they cannot run. Strike. Kill.”


The command lent him strength, pushed cold blood through his legs, drove him to leap. The pale creature was quick, but Lenk was more so. In the breath between his leap and his descent, the last trace of the world slipped away, bathing everything in darkness. He saw the invader turn, spurred by an unheard shout from his compatriots; Lenk saw the reflection of his steel in the creature’s dark eyes.


Then, in a glittering arc, the world returned.


The thief collapsed unceremoniously. Something square and black tumbled out of its satchel, bouncing once upon the deck, then sliding gently to rest in a particularly moist, sticky spot. Even as life leaked out of him, the invader gasped and reached out a trembling, webbed hand for the object.


“Tome…” he gasped, “Shepherd… take—”


Lenk twisted his sword and the creature went rigid, laying its quivering head down in a red pool as though it were a pillow. His blade still glistening, Lenk raised his weapon warily, warning off the small press of pale creatures that took a collective menacing step forwards. They retreated from the weapon, he noted, but with hardly the fear or haste he had hoped. Their eyes were still appraising, their bone daggers still clenched tightly.


“Lenk!” He didn’t have to turn around to recognise Miron’s booming voice. “The book! Return it to me!”


A book.


He wasn’t exactly sure what he thought the thing should be. It was a broad, black square, only a little bigger than his journal. High quality leather of crimson and ebon bound its pristine white pages; it certainly looked like a book.


And yet, as it slid out of its silk pouch with the rocking of the ship, it somehow didn’t seem to be a book.


It was unadorned. No title, no author, no symbol of any faith or people. The pale creatures lurched backwards, regarding it carefully, warily, anxiously. Yet even their reaction went unnoticed beside a fact that hit Lenk as he felt the warmth of the sun on his back.


It doesn’t glisten.


Leather of such high quality should shimmer. It should reflect the sunlight in its onyx face. Yet this leather did not glisten, nor shine, nor even flicker in the sunlight.


“Quickly, you fool!” Miron roared. “Take the book!”


With a swift glance over his shoulder, the young man nodded and moved forwards. Quickly, he reached down to scoop up the item.


“NO! Not with your hands!”


He thought it slightly odd that Miron’s voice should seem distant, so distant as to render whatever he had just shouted silent. Truly, all the sounds fell silent as Lenk plucked up the book. No seawater, nor blood, though both flooded the deck in excess, clung to the leather cover. He thought that odd for only a moment before he felt a twinge in his palm.


Did… did it just move?


The book quivered at his thoughts and, in the blink of an eye, responded.


The black cover flipped open, baring the pages to his eyes and, spurred by some unseen, unfelt breeze, began to turn. They went slowly at first, blinding him with hymns, invocations, prayers to things he had never heard of, pleas for things he would never have thought to ask for. An eternity seemed to pass as the words scarred themselves onto his eyes.


He was scarcely aware of the fact that he wasn’t breathing any more.


The leaves continued to turn, to flip. Words vanished, blending into images, symbols, pictures that were discernible at first: people in torment, things with horns, claws, feathery wings. Then those too vanished and blended into nothing more than black lines scrawled in shapes that reached out and clawed at him, trying to pull his eyes from his skull with inky fingers.


Someone behind him screamed, told him to put the book down, but he could not will his hand to do so. Even as they made less and less sense, flipping viciously through his mind, the lines began to take a shape. He blinked, and with each passing moment, they continued to form a shape. It was horrible, yet he could not turn his head away, could not shut his eyes. He was forced to stare.


The book looked back at him.


The book smiled.


“NO!”


The book snapped shut. His fingers tensed involuntarily around it as the frigid howl reverberated through his head, coating his skull with a vocal rime. He dropped it then, watching it splash in a pink puddle. The liquid did not pool beneath it.


“Something,” the voice uttered, “is coming.”


Before Lenk could think, a howl filled the air. His eyes rose at the noise, spying the pale creatures as they clustered together at the railing. Standing above them, perched on the ship’s edge and clinging to the railing, the tallest of the invaders pressed a conch shell to its lips. Its chest expanded with breath, then shrank as a wailing exhale cut the air.


Voices rose from behind him, excited warnings to the sky. Lenk saw it: the clouds moved suddenly, twisting and shifting. They grew larger, shimmering with a dozen facets as they descended in great drifts.


The sky, it seemed, was falling.


They descended in ominous unity, a flock of frenzied feathers and bulbous blue orbs, to land upon the masts and rigging and railings of the Riptide. Lenk watched them, spellbound by their harmony as they settled. Plump bodies covered with feathers, sagging, fleshy faces dominated by two great blue eyes.


How many? He could not find an answer; they seemed to be endless, lines of ruffling, cooing birds. Seagulls? No, he told himself, seagulls didn’t sit and stare with unblinking eyes. Seagulls didn’t gather in such numbers.


Seagulls didn’t have long, needle-like teeth in place of beaks.


What, he asked himself, are they?


“Harbingers.” Miron’s sneering disgust answered his thoughts. “The book, Lenk! Seize the book! Keep it away from those monstrosities!”


“What are you gentlemen doing?” Rashodd bellowed from the deck, still wrestling with Gariath. “Your master requires aid!”


“These ones no longer require that one,” the creature with the conch said, levelling a finger at the Cragsman. “These ones have found the tome they seek.”


“What tome?” All semblance of composure vanished from the captain. “I ordered you to take no tome!”


“No, that one did not,” the frogman replied, glowering at the captain. “Yet that one is not this one’s master.”


“What in all hell are you—”


Before Rashodd could find the words for his fury, the timbers quaked with sudden, violent force. Another series of gasps coursed through the crowd, hands tightening around weapons as eyes went wide with bewilderment.


Something had just struck the ship.


Distantly, where wood met froth, the hull groaned ominously. The deck shook once more, shifting to one side, sending sailors and defenders alike struggling to keep their footing. An eternity seemed to pass between sounds of wood splintering, punctuated by further wooden whines as something from below crawled up the hull.


The pale creatures whirled, suddenly heedless of the others behind them, the prize they had lost upon the ground. As a single unit of pasty skin and scrawny legs, they collapsed to their knees, pressing their foreheads to the salt of the deck.


All save one.


“Speak not in the Shepherd’s presence,” the conch-blower uttered, its eyes on Lenk. “Dare no movement, dare no impure thought. Be content in salvation.” Its finger trembled as he pointed. “For that one has seen much purity.”


The ship listed further. Men stepped backwards, caught between the struggle to get away from the railing and to stay on their shifting feet.


And then, all were still; no sound, no movement. Only the groan of wood and the death of wind.


Screams were frozen in throats, hands quaking about weapons, unblinking eyes forced to the edge of the ship. From over the side, an immense, webbed appendage dotted with curling claws and wrapped in skin the colour of shadow reached up to cling to the railing. The wood splintered with the force of the grip, threatening to be crushed as the arm, emaciated and clad in painfully stretched flesh, tensed.


“Sweet Khetashe,” Lenk whispered breathlessly.


With one great effort, the clawed limb pulled the rest of the creature up from the hull and turned the sailors’ anxious terror to panic as a great monstrosity landed upon the deck with enough force to crack wood beneath two massive webbed feet.


It stood more than ten feet tall, dwarfing any creature present with its emaciated, ebon-skinned splendour. Attached to a torso of flesh drawn cruelly tight over a long ribcage were two arms and legs, both longer than spears, jointed in four places and ending in great, webbed claws.


All its thin, underfed horror was nothing compared to the monument atop its long neck. Massive, almost the size of its painfully visible ribcage, resembling the head of a rotted fish, the thing regarded the crew through vast, unblinking eyes: frigid white pools dominated by great blots of darkness. Its wide, toothy maw stretched its entire face to the point of agony, its lower jaw hanging slack. More than one man present retched, cringed or added a distinct yellow tinge to the grisly paint upon the deck as the creature’s mouth swung open to speak.


“Where does the salvation lie?” Its voice was lilting, gurgling, the sounds of drowning men. “Where can it be?


“There, Shepherd.”


Lenk saw their fingers, pale little digits pointed to the deck right at his feet. He glanced down at the tome for only a moment as it lay in a dry space with nothing but wet about it. His attention was then torn upwards once more as he felt the timbers quake beneath his feet.


The thing walked towards him in a loping, unhurried gait. He could see every webbed claw settle into the wood as it set a foot down, see the water cling to its black soles as it raised a foot up.


Was it aware of the fear it inspired? Lenk wondered. Was it aware that there had been so much blood spilled and so many bodies falling just moments ago? Was anyone else still aware? He could feel their frozen presence behind him, feel the ripple of air as they quivered, feel the breath of whimpered prayers.


Were they aware of him, he wondered, or did they merely see a tiny silver shadow before a looming tower of gloom?


“The tome!” Miron’s shout was fading, softened by the terrified silence. “Get the tome!”


By the time Lenk realised there was a world beyond the creature looming before him, the tome was ensconced in webbed claws, examined by empty eyes. It did not blink, did not so much as scowl; whatever it saw in Lenk, Lenk could not see in it.


“Is it tempting? Is it envious?” The abomination’s voice was incapable of softness, boiling up in its flabby throat like vocal bile. “Curious… and envious, both. The temptation is great to look within and muse on the salvation that lies beneath man-wrought covers.”


“Temptation is strong.” The rotund, feathered creatures chanted in horrifying unison. “Flesh is weak. Shelter in salvation. Salvation in the Shepherd.”


The black monstrosity leaned down, looking Lenk squarely in the eyes.


“And yet… is it more faithful to keep eyes chaste, minds pure?”


“Chastity leads to the endless blue,” the chorus above chanted. “Blessed is the pure mind.”


Its arm extended, reached out to touch the deck as the thing remained unbent and Lenk remained unmoving. It reached over him and he heard its joints pop into place with greasy ease. The warning cries that had been at his back were quiet; all was quiet save for the shifting of the creature as it plucked the book’s silk covering from the water.


“It is,” it continued, drawing its great arm back, “for there is nothing without faith, no hope without chastity.” Like a great, bony crane, the thing dipped its hand, replacing the book into the silk pouch. “And such great beauty must be kept only for eyes as beautiful.”


Lenk hadn’t even noticed the pale creature scurrying up beside the abomination, now accepting the tome with eager hands.


“Is it not so?” The creature did not wait for answer from itself, Lenk or its aide. Without another movement, it gurgled to the pale invader beside it. “Go.”


“Fools!” Miron cried, though no one seemed to hear him. No one noticed the frogmen retreating, ambling from their prostrate circle and over the railing of the ship, to land in the salt with muted splashes.


No one could see anything beyond the stake of darkness that had impaled the heart of the deck.


“There is no escape from envy,” the creature gurgled, staring down at Lenk, “however base a sensation it may feel. But to tolerate it… feel it and let it live, that is inexcusable in the eyes of Mother.”


“Move.”


He wished he could; the voice was so distant, drowned in the echo of the abomination’s gurgle. Between them, the frost and the shadow, he was smothered, frozen, unaware of the glistening black claw reaching down as though it intended to pluck a flower.


“MOVE!”


“Understand,” the thing gurgled, “this is simply how it must be.”


“How it must end,” the chorus agreed with bobbing heads.


When the blackness of the thing’s hand had completely engulfed his sight, he felt it. A roar tore the sky apart, ripping through the air as it ripped through Lenk. The creature’s hand wavered for a moment, the field of black broken by a sudden flash of angry red, the smothering echo of its voice shattered by thunder.


Gariath struck the creature with all the force of a battering ram, leathery wings flapping to propel his horned head into its ribcage. The abomination staggered, but did not fall. It gurgled, but did not scream. Gashes formed in its chest as it took a great step backwards… but it did not bleed.


It doesn’t bleed.


He was reminded, however, that he did, as the dragonman’s knuckles cracked against his cheek. Whatever else had lingered inside him was banished in a fit of bloody-nosed rage as he turned a scowl upon his companion.


“What was that for?”


“Just checking,” the dragonman grunted back.


Lenk blinked as a glob of red-tinged phlegm dripped down his face.


“For what?”


“Huh.” Gariath shrugged. “I didn’t think I’d have to follow that up with a reason.” He held up a scarred hand to prevent protest. “If it makes you feel better, say I was checking if you were too busy soiling yourself to fight.”


“I wasn’t—”


“Then what were you doing?”


Lenk opened his mouth to reply, but no words came out. He was muted, blinded, deafened all at once as the images flashed through his head again, the words echoing in his ears: the portraits in the book’s pages, the smile across the parchment, “salvation,” “MOVE!” He found himself dizzy suddenly, but dared not sway, lest he find Gariath performing another check-up.


“Never mind,” Lenk grunted. “Whatever it was, it doesn’t warrant you punching your leader in the face.”


“Leaders lead, they don’t stand around and wait to die.” Gariath snorted at that, raising a claw to one black eye. “Cry later. Kill now.”


Whatever fear and frustration had been boiling within left him in one great resigned sigh. He glanced over at Gariath; even in the face of such a horror as the black-skinned foe, even against such walking foulness, he was still tensed for the fight, his wounds and cuts threatening to reopen over the bulge of his muscle. His posture, the eager twitch of wings, the flicking of moistened claws, told Lenk that the dragonman had already prepared to throw himself into a gaping, saw-toothed mouth of death. The sole question that lingered between their gazes was who was going to follow him into the afterlife.


Lenk raised his sword unconsciously. He saw his reflection in his companion’s teeth; they both knew the answer.


Thunder burst from Gariath’s mouth and crashed beneath his feet as he threw himself on all fours, charging towards the towering creature, wings unfurled, tail whipping behind him. Lenk struggled to keep up, following closely in the dragonman’s splintered wake.


The creature regarded them with a curious tilt of its head, as though not entirely sure what was charging towards it. Before it could react, Gariath closed the distance in a sudden spring, leaping up to drive his horns against the monstrosity’s ribcage. With an impact that shook the ship in the water, the creature staggered backwards as the dragonman sprang away, landing on all fours as he braced his body.


Lenk was quick to follow, charging up and over Gariath’s back as though he were a winged ramp. With a grunt, he went flying off his companion’s shoulders, his blade flashing in the air. He swung in a wide, murderous arc, intent on bringing his weapon anywhere he could against the thing’s emaciated figure.


Rage turned to confusion in an instant as Lenk felt his blade connect with something, though his feet did not return to the ground. He glanced up with mouth agape at the sight of his blade caught neatly between webbed digits. Slowly, he looked to the creature, who regarded him with the same, unblinking expression as it held him aloft with one long black limb.


“Well… uh…” Lenk began.


Before he could even think to let go of the weapon, the loose flesh about the creature’s neck quivered as it gurgled unpleasantly. In a blur of silver and black, the thing’s arm rose up and snapped downwards, hammering Lenk against the deck.


The air was robbed from him, sight failed him as he was pulled up from the deck by his sword, his hands wrapped about the hilt in a barely conscious death-grip. His senses failing, he barely felt the sudden lightness of his body as the creature’s arm snapped forwards once more, sending him sailing through the air.


In an instant, sound and sight returned to him. Screams and frightened gasps filled his ears as he saw the deck rising up to catch him in his plummet. Bones trembled in flesh with the impact of his fall.


“Gods alive,” his voice was a breathless whisper, “what made me think that would work?”


“And so it becomes clear.”


The voice was a scar on his brain, rubbed with clawed digits, the drowned gurgle painful even to hear. Through blurring vision, Lenk stared up, pulling himself to his feet just in time to see the ebon hand reaching down for him.


“What God can hear such a voice so far below?” the creature asked.


“They are deaf to your fears,” the chorus muttered.


Lenk fell limp in the creature’s grasp as it raised him up with all the effort it would use to lift a dead fish. He stared into its empty whites, saw the lack of any emotion boiling behind the great black pupils. There was no hatred there, no malice, not even a sinister moment of joy. Nor did the creature’s stare reflect any predatory instinct or mindless sense of duty.


Within the thing’s eyes, there was simply nothing.


“In the sky where your pitiless Gods dwell, none can hear you.”


A roar tore through the air. Out of the corner of his eye, Lenk spied Gariath rushing forwards, pools of blood quivering on the deck with the force of his four-legged charge. What momentary relief he might have felt was dashed with the sudden snap of a long, black arm.


Gariath was plucked from the deck like a tumbling kitten, a claw wrapping about his throat. It raised him for but an instant, holding him aloft as he thrashed, clawing and kicking at the creature, before bringing him down harshly. Wood splintered beneath the impact, forming a shallow grave of timber and seawater for Gariath to vanish into as the abomination’s foot came pressing down upon him.


“But down here,” it gurgled, “only Mother will hear you.”


The creature’s mouth went wide, flesh creaking with the effort of its jaws as it bared rows of jagged teeth glistening with saliva.


“Let your end be a blessing to you.”


“Fight back.”


It struck Lenk as odd that he should feel guilty for disappointing the voice, odd that he should feel so guilty for clubbing an impotent fist against the creature’s emaciated limb. After all, there were surely worse things than failing a hallucination.


“Fight!”


Too little strength, too close to the jaws, he realised. He could do nothing but stare, his scream choked in his throat, as the creature’s eyes rolled back into its head, the gaping oblivion of its mouth looming before him.


“DROP HIM!”


The scream was distant in Lenk’s ears, as were the cries that followed: shrieks of horror, open-mouthed pleas for someone not to be heroic.


Someone, a man whose name Lenk had never known, burst from the press of flesh like a two-legged horse, a long fishing pike clenched in his skinny hands. His roar was more for his own sake than the monstrosity’s, trying to convince himself of his own bravery through sheer volume.


“With me, boys,” he howled, “we need no heathen adventurers to save us!”


Lenk fell from the monster’s grip, suddenly seized by hands about his shoulders as soon as he hit the ground. He glanced up, noting the glint of green eyes and gold hair through his still-swimming vision. A smile tried futilely to worm itself onto his face.


“Kataria,” he groaned.


“Shut up,” she snarled back as she pulled him into the relative safety of the crowd.


His throat aching, he had little choice but to obey. He looked back towards the creature and saw the sailor standing before it, unflinching, unmoving, as he drove the pike through the wisp of flesh that served as the creature’s belly. There was the sound of flesh tearing, sinew splitting as the metal head came bursting through the creature’s back.


Gariath seized the momentary distraction, reaching up to grab the creature’s ankle. With a snarl, he threw the massive webbed foot up and leapt from his half-finished coffin. Splinters jutted from his flesh, weeping gouts pooling at his feet. If he was in agony, he did not show it.


The creature did not fall, but swayed. It did not shriek, but hummed contemplatively. It did not look at the man with scorn, but with nothingness, a strange sort of curiosity that was something between annoyance and sheer befuddlement.


“A mistake.” it uttered. “Your rage at your uncaring Gods drives you to strike at your saviour. Do you repent?”


The man staggered backwards, lips mouthing a wordless prayer.


“Then let salvation be done,” the creature said.


What composure it had lost was regained in an instant as it rose tall and erect to glance at the pike’s shaft jutting from its belly. With no sound but that of its own flesh being mangled, the creature wrapped a claw about the handle and tore it free, sending meaty black blobs plopping to the deck.


“And thus is my part written. I am here to make wide your error, your false hope.”


There was a sucking sound, as of a foot being pulled from mud, and the creature’s gaping wound began to quiver. Slowly, the flesh groaned, reaching out with frayed edges to seal itself in a grotesque slurp of sinew.


“What the…” The sailor was breathless, taking another step backwards. “What… what in the name of Zamanthras are you?”


Like a black, rubbery tentacle, the creature’s arm shot out to seize the sailor about his head, claws sinking into his cranium as it held the sailor aloft. The man shrieked, kicking about madly, clawing at the creature’s webbed hand, writhing in its unquivering grip.


“I am,” it gurgled ominously, “mercy.”


The sailor’s screams died as the beast’s claws twitched. With agonising slowness, cloudy, viscous ooze dripped from trembling fingers. The crowd took up their fellow’s screams as the slime continued to pour from the creature’s hand, coating his head and face to his shoulders. Like a rabbit caught in a trap, the kicking of the sailor’s legs slowly died, his thrashing silencing.


In moments, a hunk of breathless meat dangled from the creature’s grip, like a condemned prisoner from the gallows, wearing a mask of viscous sludge. The echo of his corpse hitting the deck carried for an eternity.


“A better place, a better dream, free of your uncaring Gods. This is Ulbecetonth’s gift to you.” Its voice was a whisper, could almost have sounded tender if not for the boiling bile in its throat. “Sleep now… and dream of blue.”


Even the murmur of the waves had fallen silent, the sea losing its frothy voice as it bore witness to the horrors occurring upon its surface. All present on the ship shared its sentiment, every man breathless, every woman speechless, not so much as a gull to break the choking quiescence. None present dared even a frightened sob, none heard a single sound.


None save Lenk. His eyes were locked on the man’s corpse, this sailor he had never met, whose name he had never known, whose death would never be explained to his widow’s satisfaction. His eyes were fixed, his ears were full.


“Needless. Wasteful. Would still be alive if you had killed.”


“He’s dead,” Lenk uttered.


“Because of you.”


“Shut up, Lenk,” Kataria urged, squeezing his shoulder. “It’s going to hear—”


Her voice died as two empty eyes rose up. It had heard.


“Curious,” the creature gurgled, as if suddenly aware of the presence of the crew and adventurers, “what strange vermin swim upon the seas.”


The answer it was offered was subtle, barely more than a whisper. In the wake of sound, however, it began to carry, it began to swell like the waves that had fallen impotent. For the first time in the horrific eternity that began when the creature had risen, eyes managed to blink as they tore themselves away to spy out the source of the new sound that filled their ears.


They parted before Miron like human waves, allowing the priest to stride between them with noiseless steps. The wind rose in his wake, causing his robes to whip about him, as if to silence his quickly growing voice. He spoke louder in response, his chant a series of prayers wrought from words too pure for any present to understand. He raised his hand to the monstrosity, his faith challenging nature and shadow with the gesture.


“No.” The creature’s voice was breathless, like a mewling kitten. Its eyes grew wider as it stared at Miron as its victims had stared at it. “Cease your pitiless wails! Silence your mourning, vermin! I have no ears for it!”


Miron was not silent.


The chorus of feathered creatures was the first to scream. They erupted in a cacophony of noise and flapping feathers, leaping, tumbling, tearing from their perches upon railings and rigging. The sky was painted white, men falling to the deck as great white curtains of ripping, frenzied feathers fell over the ship.


Miron was heedless.


Every breath the priest took seemed to cause him to grow. His presence grew brighter, the whites of his robes suddenly blinding, the fall of his feet causing the deck to quake. His chant became thunder, every word a bolt of lightning, every syllable a crackle of purpose. None dared to stop him, to pull him back as he drew closer to the monstrosity. They fell away, as terrified of him as they had been of the creature.


The creature’s jaws tore open as it let out a terrible, unearthly howl that carried the sounds of a thousand drowned voices. Miron did not relent, his chant rising in volume to match the monster’s scream as he continued to advance towards the abomination. The creature’s claws clutched its skull as it backpedalled on trembling legs, shrieking in agony as it shook its head about angrily. The priest continued forth, his chant a bellowing chorus of alien phrases, his face a mask of wrath as he drew closer, his symbol raised like a shield, his voice a weapon.


Driven to the wind, the chorus disappeared from the ship, becoming clouds as they swiftly disappeared into the blue upon shrieks of terror and agony.


The foul beast itself let out one last, agonised howl and turned, breaking into an ungainly sprint as it loped towards the railing. With one immense leap, it sailed over the edge of the ship and fell into the waters below with a colossal splash.


The waves settled and Miron’s chant slowly died as he lowered his hand, his twisted face returning to normal. He took a deep breath and let out a great exhalation, his body shrinking considerably as he released all his air in one great gasp. None dared speak in his presence as he stared out over the waves, his eyes locked upon the unseen creature as it fled beneath the waters.


Men dropped their weapons and their jaws, their eyes agog and their murmurs breathless. Dreadaeleon wore a look of amazement, while Gariath’s face was carved into an expression of suspicious concern. Kataria pulled her silver-haired companion to his feet, staring out over the railing with wide eyes. Denaos looked towards Asper for an explanation, but she had none to offer, her eyes locked upon Miron in awed disbelief. From the crow’s nest, Quillian gazed out at the waters, hardly believing that the beast was truly gone, believing even less easily the way it had departed.


Sole amongst them, Lenk took a step forwards, his footsteps echoing across the waves. Miron remained unmoving, unchallenging of his employee’s approach, unspeaking as Lenk cleared his throat behind him.


“It’s gone now, is it?” Lenk whispered. “The danger’s passed?”


“Danger?” Miron cast a smile out from beneath his cowl.


“I suspect you’ll soon learn the reason that word was invented.”















Seven



LAST RITES


On three, right?” Sebast grunted.


Lenk nodded.


“Right, then… one… two…”


They lifted the last of the bodies. The two men had no breath to spare for heaving or grunting as they upended the dead pirate over the railing, sending him tumbling into the eager waters. Lenk grimaced, observing with macabre fascination as the headless man plunged stiffly into the brackish depths.


The sea resembled a floating graveyard, corpses of pirates bobbing at the surface like fleshy lures, their lifeless faces staring up at the darkening skies before they slowly sank in a hiss of froth. Lenk watched the dark, slender shapes of fish gliding between the descending corpses, nibbling, tasting before casually sliding over to the next body. Bigger, blacker fish would join the feast, he had been told, once they caught the scent of blood. By morning, not a scrap of flesh would be left to remember the dead.


A strange thing, the sea, Lenk mused grimly. Hours ago, the men bobbing in the water had been ferocious foes and savage opponents. Now, as they sank in a cloud of swirling dark, they were simply sustenance for creatures that knew or cared nothing for them or their exploits. In the end, for all their bravery, all their savagery, they were nothing but food.


“That’s the last of them.” The ship’s first mate sighed, dusting off his hands and noting unhappily that such a gesture did nothing to remove the bloodstains. “Rashodd has been taken below, along with our own boys.”


Lenk nodded. Rashodd had been the only one left alive. What remained of his crew had been swiftly executed and tossed overboard, leaving nothing behind but their captured black ship, a lingering stench and a bloody tarp. Sebast looked to it as his men began to roll it up.


“Once we get some mops up here,” he said, “you’ll never be able to tell we all nearly died on this ship.” His laughter was stale and bereft of any humour. “Ah, I suspect after I say that a few hundred more times, I’ll start believing it, aye?” Quietly, the sailor shoved his hands into his pockets and began to stalk towards the companionway. “Decent of you to help dispose of the dead, Mister Lenk. I’ve got letters to write.”


“Letters?”


“To wives… widows, anyway. Orphans, too. Unpleasant business. I wouldn’t ask you to help with those.”


Lenk remained silent; it would be an odd thing for the man to ask of him, but he wasn’t about to offer his aid, in any case. Sebast took the hint and stalked off across the deck. It was only when he was a thin, stoop-shouldered outline against the shadows of the companionway that a question occurred to Lenk.


“What was his name?”


“Whose?” Sebast called over his shoulder.


“The young man who died today.” Realising his mistake, he corrected himself. “The one killed by… by that thing.”


Sebast hesitated, staring at the wood beneath him.


“Moscoff, I think… some young breed out of Cier’Djaal. Signed on to make some silver when we last set out from that port.” He suddenly glanced up, staring out over the evening sky. “I think his name was Moscoff, anyway. It might have been Mossud… or Suddamoff… Huh, you know, I can’t even remember any more.” He smiled at a joke only he understood. “I can’t even remember his face… isn’t that funny?”


Lenk did not laugh. Sebast did not, either; even his faint corpse of a smile disappeared as he turned and trudged down the steps into the ship’s hold.


It only occurred to Lenk after the first mate had departed that his declaration that their work was done had been incorrect. There were still many corpses upon the Riptide’s deck, save that these still moved and drew some mockery of breath.


The Riptide’s crew traipsed across the deck without purpose, half-heartedly pushing mops over stains that would never disappear, picking up discarded weapons.


Privately, Lenk yearned to see them crack a joke, curse at each other, even brush up against him with a hearty greeting and a full blast of their armpits’ perfume in his face. Instead, they muttered amongst themselves, they stared up at the darkened skies above and made unintelligible remarks about the weather. They did not look at each other.


There was no blaming them, he knew. Their hearts were heavy with the deaths of their comrades, their minds trembling with the strain of comprehending what they had seen. He could hardly wrap his own mind about the events as he stared at the splintered dents in the deck.


The creature should not have been. It should have stayed in drunken ramblings and ghost stories, like any other horror of the deep. But he had seen it. He had seen its dead eyes, heard its drowned voice, felt its leathery flesh. Absently, he reached for a sword that was not present as he recalled the battle; he recalled the creature, unharmed by the blows dealt to him by Gariath, himself and Moscoff.


“Or was it Mossud?”


At once, the sailors paused in their menial duties to look towards Lenk. He saw their own lips soundlessly repeat the name before they turned back to their chores.


The moments after the creature had fled returned to him in a flood of visions. Asper had run to tend to the fallen sailor, kneeling beside his still body, looking over his slime-covered visage. He remembered her grim expression as she looked up, shaking her head.


“He’s dead,” she had said. “Drowned.”


Lenk found his knees suddenly weak, his hand groping for the railing to steady himself. Drowned on dry land, he thought, that doesn’t happen.


Where did such a creature come from? What sort of vengeful God had spawned such a fiend that shrugged off steel and drowned men without water? What sort of gracious God would permit such a creature to exist in the world?


Gods, he had found, were seldom of use besides creative swearing and occasional miracles that never actually occurred. He leaned on the railing and cast his gaze out over the sea like a net, trawling for an answer, some excuse for the horrors he had seen. He knew he would not find one.


Kataria watched from the upper deck, a deep frown on her face as she observed Lenk.


His melancholy unnerved her more than it should, as the battle had unnerved him more than it should have. Bloodshed, she knew, had been a big enough part of both of their lives that pausing and thinking about it afterwards was no longer instinct. That he now stood unmoving, barely breathing, eyes distant, caused her to do the same.


She noted the icy glow in his furrow-browed gaze. His thoughts lingered on the dead, no doubt. He did not mourn; Lenk never mourned. The young sailor’s death was not a tragedy in his mind, she knew, but a conundrum, a foul question with no decent answer.


Below deck, she knew others were in mourning, asking themselves the same questions in teary curses. Their presence was the reason she stood away from them, atop the upper deck, far removed from the humans.


Her belly muttered hungrily.


That was reason enough to be away from them.


None of them would even be able to comprehend hunger at such a time, all choked on emotion and tears they dared not share, just as she was unable to comprehend their grief. No matter how often she attempted to place herself in their position, to understand the people they had lost, the same thought returned to her.


Dozens of humans had died, of course, but only dozens of humans. The world had thousands to spare. Even those who survived the day would likely last only a few more years after. What made these few so special? What if they had been shicts?


She shook her head; they hadn’t been shicts, of course. If they were, she would likely feel otherwise. The fact that they were human, weak, close-minded, prone to death, prevented her from feeling anything else.


Once again, her gaze drifted to Lenk, also human.


The young sailor and Lenk: both human, their differences too trivial to note. Why was it, then, that one made her think of food, while she could not tear her gaze away from the other?


“Are we so fascinating?”


Kataria turned at the voice, regarding her new company quietly. A tall, black-haired woman stood at the railing beside her, polishing a bright red apple on the chest of her toga. Quillian had discarded her armour, her flesh no more yielding than the bronze she had worn. All the skin exposed was as white as the garment she wore, save for one patch of crimson at her flank.


Oaths, Kataria noted. In bright red script, the Serrant wore her profession, the condemnation that kept her from the very priesthood she protected. Her sins, her crimes were scrawled from her armpit to her waist in angry, mocking tattoos.


Kataria averted her eyes; given the nature of the brand, she thought it would likely be considered rude to stare. Such a thing wouldn’t normally concern her, but she simply had nothing left in her to fight with.


If Quillian had noticed her stare, she didn’t reveal it. Instead, she took a bite of her fruit and, chewing noisily, produced another, offered it to the shict.


Kataria lofted a brow. “You think enough of me now to offer food?”


“No.” The Serrant didn’t bother to swallow before answering. “But I thought to spare these brave men the indignity of hearing your belly rumble.” She followed the shict’s stare to the young man below. “You two are lovers?”


Kataria’s ears flattened against her head and her scowl raked the woman. “Are you stupid?”


The Serrant shrugged. “It would have been the first I’ve heard of such a thing. Given your mutual lack of morality, however, it wouldn’t surprise me. I know of no adventurer who looks at her boss that way.”


“Lenk isn’t my ‘boss’.”


“I thought briefly about using the term ‘commander’, but I thought you’d be too unaccustomed to proper terms to recognise it.”


“He’s my friend.”


“So you say.”


Quillian’s chewing filled the air as she stared out, dispassionate.


“You don’t have anyone you worry about?” Kataria asked.


“I forsook the privilege of worry when I earned this.” She ran a hand down her tattooed flank. “Those who fight alongside a Serrant can take care of themselves. From the way your ‘friend and leader’ fought today, I’d say he can more than take care of himself, too. Even if he was an idiot when he charged that… thing.”


“He’s not an idiot,” Kataria snarled. “He was trying to protect everyone, you included.”


“The only one I need protecting from,” she narrowed her eyes upon the shict, “is the one right before me.”


Kataria resisted the urge to retort. There was no need for it now.


“I’m not calling him anything more than a good killer,” Quillian continued with a sneer. “He and that dragonman charged a creature that, by all rights, shouldn’t exist.”


“Lenk is different from other humans. He doesn’t think like you.”


“While I’m thrilled to see a shict stoop so low as to think so highly of a human, I feel compelled to ask… how does he think?”


Kataria shook her head; she didn’t know the answer herself. She knew the man well enough to know his patterns, as she knew those of a wolf or a stag. She knew his likes, dislikes, that he wrote in a journal, that he slept little, that he bathed only in the morning, that he made water only when at least two hundred paces from anyone else. What made him think the way he did, however, was a mystery.


All she knew was what he had told her: something had happened in his youth, his parents were no longer alive. She absently wondered what he was like before.


“So much the better,” Quillian grunted at the shict’s silence. “I’d rather not know how you degenerates think.” She swallowed another piece of fruit. “Argaol, I hear, has taken Rashodd alive… to use the bounty to cover his losses.”


“And the other pirates?”


“Disposed of, not that you care.”


“The world will make more humans.”


Quillian stared hard at her for a moment before snorting and turning about.


“One moment,” Kataria called to her back. “That phrase can’t be enough to make you irate. Tell me,” she tilted her head curiously, “why is it you hate me, my people, so much?”


The Serrant paused, her back suddenly stiffening to the degree that Kataria could see every vertebra in her spine fusing together in contained fury. Then, with a great breath, her back relaxed and the woman seemed smaller, diminished. She ran a hand down her muscular flank.


“For the same reason I wear this crimson shame,” she replied stiffly. “I was there ten years ago.”


“Where?”


“I was at Whitetrees,” she muttered, “K’tsche Kando, as you call it.”


Kataria froze twice, once for the name and again for the woman’s utterance of the shictish tongue. Red Snow. She offered no scorn for the woman any more; she could find none within herself. Her hate was no longer misunderstood, no longer unacceptable. Quillian had stood with the humans at K’tsche Kando.


She had good reason to hate.


“Given that, and my inability to do it myself, I dearly wish you had died today.” She set the remaining apple upon the railing. “Your due, should you get hungry later. Expect nothing else from me.”


She was gone before Kataria even looked at the fruit. She glanced at it for a moment before a smirk crossed her face. Plucking up the fruit, she sprang over the railing and glided nimbly across the timbers. As she neared Lenk, she rubbed the apple against her breeches and gave it a quick toss.


Her giggle was matched by his snarl as the fruit caromed off his skull and went flying into the water below. He whirled, a blue scowl locked upon her, as he rubbed his head.


“You’re supposed to catch it,” she offered, smiling sweetly.


“I’m not in the mood,” Lenk muttered angrily.


“To catch fruit? No wonder you got hit in the head.”


“I’m not in the mood for your… shictiness.”


“You never are.”


“And yet,” he sighed, “here you are.”


“Call me concerned,” she said, smiling. She cocked her head, regarding him for a moment. “What are you thinking about?”


“The creature,” he replied bluntly, scratching his chin.


“What else?” She rolled her eyes. “Worrying about things you can’t help makes your hair fall out, you know.”


“Someone has to worry about it,” Lenk snapped, glaring at her. “Someone has to find out what it was and what can kill it.”


“And that’s your responsibility, is it?”


“I’ve got a sword.”


“You can put it down.”


“I can also get my head chopped off. What’s your point?”


“Do you really need to think about this now? The thing is gone.”


“For the moment.”


His hand slid up unconsciously, reaching for a sword that wasn’t there. He had left it below after cleaning it, he recalled. His shoulder reacted to the pressure of his fingers, a sharp pain lancing from his neck to his flank. Asper had plucked the splinters from his flesh, though the wounds still ached beneath their makeshift bandages and salve. Still, such a pain felt minuscule against the sensation that clung to his throat like a collar.


He could still feel the creature’s claws, its digits like moist leather wrapped about his neck, tightening as it lifted him from the deck. At the thought, his legs even felt weaker, as though the thing still reached out from wherever it had retreated, seeking to finish what it had begun.


“You’re hurt?”


He blinked; Kataria’s question sounded odd to him, considering that she had seen him be smashed against the timbers, hoisted up and nearly strangled in a webbed claw. In fact, it sounded rather insulting. His hand clenched involuntarily into a fist. Her jaw loomed before him, suddenly so tempting.


He snorted. “Yeah.”


His shoulder suddenly seared with a lance of pain as she laid a hand upon it. With a snarl, he dislodged her, whirling about as though she’d just attacked him. She matched the murder in his eyes with a roll of her own, placing both hands upon his shoulders and easing him down against the railing.


“What are you doing?” He strained to hide the pained quaver in his voice.


“Hold still; I’m going to check you over.”


“Asper already did.”


“Clearly she didn’t do a good enough job, did she?” She slid back the fabric of his tunic, examining the linen bandage wrapped about his shoulder. “Not surprising. Human medicine is roughly where shictish medicine would be if we were just crawling out of the muck.” She snickered at that. “Of course, it’s humans that crawled out of the muck, not shicts, and that must have been centuries ago, so I’m not even sure what her excuse is.”


“It’s fine. She gave me some salve and—”


“Bandages. She thinks she can solve everything with bandages and salve.” Peeling back the white linen, she scratched her chin thoughtfully. “A bit of fire would close these wounds, I bet.”


Had Lenk actually heard her suggestion, he might have objected. As it was, her voice was distant to him, second to the suddenly pervasive presence of her scent.


His nostrils flared soundlessly, drinking in her aroma as she leaned over him. His first thought was that she smelled rather unlike what he suspected a woman should smell like. There was no cleanness to her, no softness. Her perfume was thick and hard, an ever-present scent of wood, mud and leather under an ingrained layer of sweat and dried blood. As he swirled her stink in his nose, he became aware that he should find the aroma quite foul; it certainly smelled particularly disgusting on his other companions.


So why, he wondered, was he so entranced with smelling her?


“That can’t be normal—”


“What?”


“What? Nothing.” He blinked. “What?”


“Fire.”


“What about it?”


“You could seal your wounds with fire,” she repeated, “assuming you didn’t break down in tears halfway through.”


“Uh-huh…”


Her voice had faded again, ears suddenly less important than nose, nose suddenly far, far less important than eyes. The scent of sweat, that key ounce of her muscular perfume, became suddenly more pronounced as he spied a bead of the silver liquid forming just beneath the lobe of a long, notched ear.


She continued to prattle on about fire, shictish superiority and any number of topics related to the two. He could only nod, form half-decipherable grunts as he stared at the small trickle of sweat. It slid down her body like a snake, leaving a path of tiny droplets upon her pale flesh in its wake. It trickled down, trailing along her jawline to caress her neck, slithering over a perfectly pronounced collarbone, roiling over the subtle slope of her modest chest to disappear down her leather half-tunic.


Lenk was no longer even aware of her speaking, no longer aware of the dryness of his unblinking eyes or his slightly open mouth.


After a leather-smothered eternity, the bead reappeared just beneath the hem of her garment, settling at the base of her sternum like a glistening star of hope. It quivered there in whimsical contemplation before sliding down the centre-line of her abdomen. It glided over the shadowed contours of her belly’s muscle, across each subtle curve as it journeyed ever downwards, his eyes following, unblinking.


Lenk was forced to swallow hard as it finally reached her navel, dangling off the upper lip like some silvery stalactite, quivering with each shallow breath, each tug of her taut stomach, each breath he unconsciously sent its way, growing heavier. It glistened there, stark against the shadow of the oval-shaped depression before something happened. One of them breathed too hard, flinched too noticeably, and the bead quivered once.


Then fell.


It struck his lap with the quietest of splashes, leaving a dark stain upon the dirt of his trousers. Only when its silver ceased to sparkle did he finally blink, did he finally realise what he had just been staring at for so long.


He stiffened, starting up with an incomprehensible grunt. His head struck something and Kataria echoed his noise, recoiling and rubbing her chin. Eyes bewildered, like a startled beast, she regarded him irately.


“What?” she asked.


“What?” he echoed in a shrill, dry crack.


She blinked. “I… didn’t say anything.” Tilting her head, her expression changed to one of concern. “Did I hit a nerve or something?”


“Yeah.” He shifted uncomfortably in his seat. “A nerve or something.”


She nodded silently, but offered no response. At least, he thought, no decent response. She spoke no more, did not so much as twitch as she reclined onto her haunches and stared. He cleared his throat, making a point of looking down at the deck, hoping she would lose interest in him and find something else to do.


He had been hoping that for the year he had known her.


Kataria, however, had never found anything else to do besides follow him. She had never met anyone else in all their travels worth sparing a second glance for. She had never stopped staring.


He cleared his throat again, more loudly. It was all he could do; if he chased her away, she would stare from afar. If he asked what she found so interesting, she would not answer. If he struck her when his temper got the better of his patience, she would strike back, harder. Then keep staring.


She would always stare. He would always feel her eyes.


“Something’s on your mind.”


Kataria’s voice sounded off. Distant, but painfully close, hissed directly into his ear through a wall of glass. He gritted his teeth, shook his head, before turning to regard her. She was still staring, eyes flashing with an expression he couldn’t understand at that moment.


“What is it?” she asked.


You, he wanted to say, I’m thinking of you. I’m thinking of your stink and how bad you smell and how I can’t stop smelling you. I’m thinking of how you keep staring at me and how I never say anything about it and I don’t know why. I’m thinking of you staring at me and why someone’s screaming at me inside my head and how someone’s screaming inside my head and why it seems odd that I’m not worried about that.


He wanted to say that.


“Today,” was all he said instead.


She nodded, rising up from her knees. She extended a hand and he took it, hauled himself to his feet with her help.


“It’s something to worry about, isn’t it?”


Really? Worried? Why would we be worried? A man drowns on dry land at the hands of something that shouldn’t exist and we should be worried? You’re a reeking genius.


“Uh-huh,” he nodded.


“You almost died.”


It occurred to him that he should be more offended by the casual observation of her tone.


“It happens.” It occurred to him that this was not a normal answer for anyone else.


She continued to stare at him. This time, he did not look away, absorbed instead by the reflection in her eyes. Behind him, the sun was setting over the bobbing husk of the Linkmaster, painting the sky a muted purple, the colour of a bruise. Above him, the stars were beginning to peer, content to emerge after gulls had been chased away. Before him, the world existed only in her eyes, all the silver, purples and reds drowned in the endless emerald of her stare.


“You’re staring,” she noted, the faintest of smiles tugging at the corners of her lips.


“I am.” He straightened up, painfully aware that he was barely any taller than she was. He cleared his throat, puffing his chest out. “What are you going to do about it?”


“I don’t need to do anything about it,” she replied smugly. “Stare as much as you want. I know I’m something of a marvel to behold to beady little human eyes.”


“My eyes aren’t beady.” He resisted the urge to narrow said orbs in irritation.


“They are beady. Your hair is stringy, and you’re short and wiry.”


“Well, you smell.”


“Is that so?” She reached out and gave him a playful shove. “And what do I smell like?”


“Like Gar—” He hesitated, a better insult coming to mind. He returned the shove with a smug smirk of his own. “Like Denaos.”


Her own stare grew a little beadier at that. Snarling, she shoved him once more.


“Recant.”


“No.” He shoved her back. “You recant.”


“Who’s going to make me? Some runt with the hair of an old man?”


“Make you? I couldn’t make you bathe, much less recant.” He leaned forwards, making certain he could see the edge of his sneer in her eyes. “Besides, what do the words of a savage matter to anyone?”


“They apparently mean enough to force a walking disease to put up some pitiful display of false bravado.” Her sneer matched his to a precise, hideous crinkling of the lip. “If they don’t matter to you, why don’t you back away?”


“I don’t show my back to savages.”


“Shicts don’t squirm at stoop-spined swallows struggling to strut.”


“I don’t…” He blinked. “Wait… what?”


She smiled and shrugged. “So my father taught me.”


He smiled at that. Beneath him, his foot twitched, brushing against hers, and he became aware of how close they stood. He felt the heat of her breath, felt her ears twitch at every beat of his heart, as though she heard past all the grime caking him, all the flesh surrounding him, heard him function at his core.


“Back away,” he whispered, heedless of the lack of breath in his voice.


Her foot did not move. The wind moaned between them, singing a dirge for the dead that went unappreciated. As if in spite, the tiny breeze cut across them and sent their locks of silver and gold whipping across their faces. Between them, though, the air remained unchanging. He could feel the subtle twist of heat as her chest rose with each breath, the cool shift as another bead of sweat formed upon the pale skin of her neck to begin a snaking path down her belly.


“You back away,” she muttered, her voice barely audible over the wind’s murmur.


The stars were out, unafraid. The sky was the deepest of bruises now. The clouds had long since slunk into black sails on far distant horizons. Behind Lenk, the sky met the sea and the world moved beneath them.


“Last chance,” he whispered.


Before Lenk, the world was eclipsed in two green suns above a pair of thin, parted lips.


“Make me,” she smiled.


There was a heartbeat shared between them.


“Stop.”


His eyes snapped open wide. His neck became cold just as it had begun to shift forwards.


“Staring at us.”


He didn’t hear the voice; he felt it, crawling across his brain on icicle fingers.


“She’s staring at us.”


“What’s wrong?”


Kataria’s ears went upright, sensing something. Could she hear it, he wondered, as it echoed inside his skull?


“Stop,” he repeated.


“Make her stop.”


“Stop,” his voice became a whine.


“Stop what?”


“Make her stop!”


“Stop!”


“Stop what?”


“MAKE HER STOP!”


“STOP STARING AT US!”


The sailors glanced up from their routine, eyes suddenly quite wide as his scream carried across the corpses bobbing on the waves. They stared for only a moment before cringing as he turned around, clutching his head, before returning to their duties and taking a collective step away from his vicinity.


Kataria, however, did not look away.


“What’s wrong?” she asked.


“Nothing’s wrong. I’m perfectly fine.” The statement sounded less absurd in his head, but his brain was choked by frigid fingers, an echo reverberating off his skull. “Perfectly fine. Would you stop staring at me?”


She did not.


“You’re not fine,” she stated, her eyes boring past his hair and skin as if to peer at whatever rang in his head. “You just broke down screaming at me for no reason.”


“There’s always a reason for me to be screaming,” he growled. “Especially at you.”


“What’s that supposed to mean?” Her gaze narrowed; no longer a probe but rather a weapon to stab him with.


“What do you mean, ‘What’s that supposed to mean?’ Isn’t it obvious? I was nearly killed today!”


And now I’m hearing voices in my head, he wanted to add, but did not.


“You’re nearly killed almost every other day! So are all of us! We’re adventurers!”


Insanity isn’t common amongst adventurers.


“We’re not supposed to nearly be killed by hideous things that can’t be harmed by steel and drown men on dry land! Moscoff—”


“Mossud.”


“Whatever his name was, he rammed the damn… that… thing through with a spear and it didn’t even flinch! Gariath and I threw everything we had at it and it didn’t budge! I…” He stalled, then forced the words out through gritted teeth. “I looked into its eyes and I didn’t see anything.” “And that’s why you went mad a moment ago?”


I went mad because I’m likely losing my mind.


“And you feel that’s inappropriate?” he asked with a sneer.


“Slightly.” She sighed, her shoulders sinking. “You meet one thing you can’t kill and this is how you react? Is it so hard to accept that some things exist that you simply can’t change? I would have thought you were used to it, being a—”


“Human.” He rolled his eyes. “Of course. How could I not be used to such things, being a weak-willed, beady-eyed human?”


“I wasn’t going to say that.”


“But you were thinking it.”


Her eyes were hard and cruel. “I’m always thinking it.” “Well, if you think so little of us, why don’t you leave and go frolic in the forest with the other savages?”


“Because I choose not to,” she spat back. Folding her arms over her chest, she turned her nose upwards. “Who’s going to make me do otherwise?”


“Me,” Lenk grunted, hefting a hand clenched into a fist, “and him.”


She glanced from his eyes to his fist and back to his face. They mirrored each other at that moment, jaws set in stone, eyes narrowed to thin, angry slits, hands that had once been close to holding each other now rigid with anger.


“I dare you,” she hissed.


Asper tied the bandage off at Mossud’s arm. A frown ate her face in a single gulp as she looked over the tightly wrapped corpse upon the table. Skinny as he was, with his arms folded across his chest, legs clenched tightly together, the pure white bandages swaddling him made him look like some manner of cocooned vermin.


She hated bandaging; it was such an undignified way to be preserved. Though, she admitted to herself, it was slightly better than being stuffed in a cask of rum. At least this way, when they were stuffed in salt, they wouldn’t shrivel up. He would be preserved until the Riptide reached Toha and he could be turned over to proper morguepriests.


Still, that fact hadn’t made it any easier when she had wrapped the other men up.


She felt sick as she looked over the bandaged corpses laid out upon the tables of the mess hall. The dusty, stifling air of the hold and the mournful creaking of the ship’s hull made it feel like a tomb.


She could still recall laughing with sailors and passengers over breakfast that morning…


Tending to the dead was her least favourite duty as a priestess of Talanas. She was bound to do it, as a servant of the Healer, in addition to performing funerary rites and consoling the grieving. When she had trained in the temple, though, she had tended to the latter while less-squeamish clergy had handled the former.


The crew of the Riptide would be dead themselves before they let her console them, however. And Miron, the only other man of faith on board, had vanished shortly after he had driven off the beast.


She sighed to herself and made a sign of benediction over the sailor’s corpse; if it had to be done, she thought, it was better that she did it than letting him go unguided into the afterlife.


Quietly, she walked down the hall and noted a red stain appearing at the throat of another bound corpse, tainting the pure white. A frown consumed her; that poor man might have lived if Gariath was able to tell the difference between humans a bit better. She reminded herself to rebind him when she could acquire more bandages from Argaol.


The sound of quill scraping parchment broke the ominous silence. She turned to one of the tables, where Dreadaeleon sat, busily scribbling away. She grimaced at the casualness with which he sat next to the bandaged corpse, as though he were sitting next to an exceptionally quiet scholar in a library.


“Have you finished?” she asked, forcing the thought from her mind.


“Almost,” he replied, hurriedly scribbling the last piece of information. “Do you know what his faith was?”


“He was a Zamanthran, I believe,” Asper said. “Sailors, seamen, fishermen… they all are, usually.”


“All right,” he said. He finished with a decisive stab of the quill and held the parchment up to read aloud. “‘Roghar “Rogrog” Allensdon, born Muraskan, served aboard the Riptide merchant under Captain S. Argaol, devout follower of Zamanthras.’” He frowned a little. “‘Slain in combat defending his ship. Sixteen years of age.’”


With a sigh, he rolled the parchment up and tied it with coarse thread. He reached over the bandaged corpse and tucked the deathscroll firmly in its crossed hands. His sigh was echoed by Asper as they glanced at the pile of scrolls on the bench next to him. With solemn shakes of the head, they plucked them up and walked about the tables, delivering the deathscrolls to their silent owners.


She hesitated as the last one was deposited in stiff, swaddled arms. Dreadaeleon’s listless shuffling echoed in the mess.


“Dread.” The shuffling stopped. “Thank you for helping me.”


“It’s not an issue.” He took another step before pausing again. “I suppose I was duty-bound, being one of the few literate aboard.”


She smiled at that. “I just… hope you don’t begrudge me anything after what I said to you earlier.”


“I said things just as bad,” he replied. “We all do. It’s not that big a deal.”


She felt him look towards her with familiar eyes: big, dark and glistening like a puppy’s. It would have felt reassuring to see him look at her that way, she reasoned, in any other situation. Amongst the library of bandages and scrolls, however, she resisted the urge to return the gesture and waited until she heard the shuffling of his feet once more.


“So, what was it?” he asked suddenly.


“Pardon?”


“The creature,” he said, “that thing. Was it some unholy demon sent from hell? Or an agent of a wrathful god? What?”


“What makes you think I know?” She scowled at him. “Is there nothing in any of your books that explains it?”


“I have only one book,” he replied, patting the heavy leather-bound object hanging from his waist, “and it’s filled with other things.” He tucked a scroll into the arms of another corpse. “Nobody knows what that thing was.” He looked up at her suddenly. “But the Lord Emissary seems to have a better idea than anyone else.”


“What are you insinuating?” she asked, her eyes narrowing as she drew herself up. “Lord Miron would never consort with such abominations.”


“Of course not,” Dreadaeleon said, shaking his head. “I’m just curious as to what that creature was.” He sighed quizzically. “It’s certainly not something I’ve ever seen in any bestiary.”


“You’re as likely to have an answer as I am,” Asper replied with a shrug. “I’ve never heard of anything that can drown a man on dry land, have you?”


“There are spells that can do such things. But if it had been using magic, I would have known.” He paused and thought for a moment. “I wish that ooze hadn’t dried off Moscoff—”


“Mossud.”


“I wish it hadn’t dried off his face so easily. I could have studied it.”


The priestess chuckled dryly and he turned to her, raising an eyebrow.


“What’s so funny?”


“I shouldn’t be laughing, I know. But… you’re the only man I know who would face something so horrible and wish he could have been closer to it.” She stifled further inappropriate laughter. “Denaos has sent no word yet?”


“No,” the wizard replied, shaking his head. “The captain and he have been down there for hours.” He shrugged. “Who knows what they’re doing to Rashodd?”


“I’m not certain I want to know,” Asper replied, frowning. She cast a glance to the companionway leading to the hold below and shuddered.


“And what do you intend to do about him?” Dreadaeleon asked, pointing to the far side of the mess hall.


Asper cringed; she had purposely avoided glancing at that particular section. Swallowing her anxiety, she turned and glanced at the cold, limp corpse of the frogman lying on the table under a sheet, eyes wide open and glazed over as they stared up at the ceiling. She hadn’t even ventured near enough to close his eyes, she realised, cursing herself for such disrespect. Still, it was difficult for her even to glance at the corpse. Without the rush of combat, the man’s appearance unnerved her greatly.


Anxiety was not a word that Dreadaeleon recognised, however, and she gasped as she saw the wizard take a seat next to the corpse and poke it curiously.


“Dread!” she cried out, hurrying over. She skidded to a halt about halfway, cringing, but forced herself to come alongside the boy. “Foe or not, have some respect for the dead!”


“Look at this,” the wizard said, ignoring her. He held up the corpse’s limp arm and she cringed again. He held the arm a little closer to the light and pointed to the skin. “His skin is still wet and he’s been down here for hours and… my, my, what’s this?”


He didn’t have to point it out to her, for Asper saw it as clearly as he did. The boy gently pulled the man’s fingers apart, stretching the flaps of skin between the digits.


“Webbed hands,” he said, examining the digits. He dropped the hand and spun in his seat, lifting up the man’s leg. “Look here… he has them between his toes as well.”


“Fascinating,” Asper replied. “Do you really have to do this now?”


“And if he has webbed appendages…” Dreadaeleon trailed off as he inched closer to the frogman’s head.


Asper reeled back, cringing as he lifted the corpse’s head and pulled back his ear. She nearly retched when she saw the thin red slits hidden behind the earlobe.


“Interesting,” Dreadaeleon remarked, sharing none of her disgust. “He has… gills.”


“So… he really is a frogman?”


“It’d be more accurate to call him a fishman, I think.”


“Uh-huh,” Asper replied, intentionally avoiding looking at the mutated man. “It’s… good that the captain didn’t order him tossed overboard. Otherwise you might never have found this out.”


“Why does Argaol want him, anyway?” Dreadaeleon asked, examining the webbed toes again. “Weren’t the others tossed overboard after they were executed?”


“I suppose he believes the frogmen have some connection to the creatu—”


Asper stopped short, staring in abject horror as Dreadaeleon dropped the man’s leg and began to pull the sheet covering him down. Able to stand no more, she stamped her foot and reached for his hands.


“Even if he is a loathsome creature, I won’t let you desecrate him like—”


“Do you have any tattoos under your shirt?” he interrupted.


“What?” Asper asked, pulling back with a shocked expression on her face.


“You know, like on your belly or chest?”


“I most certainly do not!”


“Really?” Dreadaeleon asked. With one swift jerk, he pulled the sheet from the corpse. Asper reeled back at the sight as Dreadaeleon leaned forwards to get a closer look. “Our friend here has an interesting one…”


Emblazoned on the man’s chest in ink the colour of fresh blood was a symbol of a pair of skeletal shark jaws, gaping wide and lined with hundreds of sharp teeth. The other frogmen had worn the symbol on their biceps, she recalled. Did they all have them on their chests, too?


“What… do you think they mean?” At his curious glance, she cleared her throat and continued. “In your opinion, that is?”


“I’m at a loss. Symbols are really more the dominion of priests, aren’t they?”


“Well, maybe I—” She hesitated, suddenly aware of the edge in his voice.


Or rather, she noted, the lack of an edge. He’s doing it again, trying to appear nonchalant and enquiring while secretly smugging it up in his own head. She felt a familiar ire creep behind her eyes, her hand clench involuntarily. Not this time, runt.


“What do you mean by that?” she finished tersely.


“I… didn’t mean anything by it.”


“You leapt straight to linking those symbols to some manner of priesthood. Religious orders are hardly the only organisations to use sigils, you know. What about thieves? Assassins? Merchants? Argaol himself carries his own sigil.”


“Not tattooed on his flesh.” He held up his hands before she could retort. “Listen, I’ve neither the time nor inclination for a debate right this moment. I’m simply posing theories regarding a mystery that no one else seems to be thinking about besides you and me.”


Her jaw unclenched so slowly and forcefully that it might have made the sound of groaning metal. She inhaled sharply, holding her breath as her thoughts began to melt into a fine, guilty stew in her head. She had overreacted, of course she knew that now; not everything he posited was a challenge to her faith, nor was he intentionally trying to be snide.


The fact that he was unintentionally quite skilled at it, she chose to ignore. For now, she forced her irritation down and her smile up, offering an unspoken truce.


“Though, you have to admit,” he scratched his chin, perhaps hoping a beard would magically grow to make the gesture more dramatic, “it is a little odd.”


“What is?” She felt her jaw set again.


“That the only one who seems to know anything isn’t answering any questions and is also a priest.”


It unclenched in a creaking snarl. “Why, you smarmy little—”


Before she could finish expressing her righteous indignation, before he could offer any stammering excuses, a noise filtered through the timbers of the mess. Growing closer with each breath, the sound of cursing, bodies hitting the wood, heavy-handed slaps and more than a little squealing filled the air.


Both pairs of eyes turned towards the companionway as a tangle of flesh, gold and silver came tumbling out of the shadows. They tussled for a moment, all frothing saliva, bared teeth, reddened skin and sheens of sweat, before settling into a mess of limbs. Gloved hands gripped arms, ankles, tufts of hair. Feet were planted in bellies, shins, dangerously close to groins. Their teeth were glistening, their recent use testified by the red marks on each other’s skin.


It was a horror to behold, Asper thought, but she had long since spent all her lectures on companionship and scolds for infighting. At this particular tangle, she could only blink once and sigh.


“What’s the matter?”


“Ask this savage,” Lenk growled. “She bit me.”


“This round-ear bit me first!” Kataria snapped back.


“At least I don’t have teeth like a dog’s!” Lenk spat.


“And that’s only his most recent crime,” Kataria continued, “before which came insanity, excessive cursing and oversensitivity!”


“Lies!” he all but roared. With a shove, he pulled free from her, clambering to his feet as she did. “It hardly concerns anyone else, anyway. This is between me and her.”


“Have you no respect for the dead?” Asper protested, taking a wary step to intervene. “These men, who fought and died alongside you, are resting here and you have to bring another squabble into their midst for no reason?”


“There’s plenty of reason,” Lenk snarled. “These men are dead because of us.”


“Why? Because you weren’t able to kill the thing that killed them?” Kataria turned her nose up haughtily. “Accept your weakness and move on. There was nothing you could have done.”


“I could have grabbed the book!”


“You could have had your head smashed in and lost the book anyway. Then we’d be short a book and you.”


“And what do you care about that? What is it you always say?” He pulled his ears upwards in mockery of hers, his voice becoming a shrill imitation. “‘The world can make more humans.’ I’d have thought one more of us dying would make you happy.”


“In hindsight, it would have, since I wouldn’t have to suffer your voice now!” Her ears flattened against the side of her head in a menacing gesture. “And don’t even think to try to imitate me, even if you’ve got the height for it.”


It occurred to Asper at that moment, regarding them so curiously, that this was no ordinary fight. They had squab-bled before, as had all in their company, but never with such fervour. There was something animalistic between them, a frothing, snarling fury they had not deigned to show each other, or anyone else, before now. For that reason, she thought it wise to keep her distance.


Dreadaeleon, however, had never understood the difference between intellect and wisdom.


“You’re disturbing everyone here, you know,” he said, reaching out to place a hand on Lenk’s shoulder. “If you’d just—”


“Back AWAY.”


Lenk seized the boy’s frail hand roughly, nearly crushing it with his fury-fuelled grip. He shoved Dreadaeleon off effortlessly, propelling his scrawny mass across the floor as though he were a stick wrapped in a dirty coat. And like a dirty coat, he twisted, stumbling across the floor, making a brief cry of surprise that was silenced the moment he came to a sudden halt.


Face-first against Asper’s robe-swaddled bosom.


He staggered back as though he had been punched in twelve places at the same time, sweat suddenly forming on his face in streaming sheets, hands held up as though he was facing some murderous wild beast. Given the red-faced, gaping-mouthed, narrow-eyed incredulous expression on the priestess’s face, he wagered it would be a reasonable reaction.


“I-I’m truly sorry,” he stammered, “but you must acknowledge that this was hardly my fault, you see—”


Her slap cut through the air deftly, stinging him across the cheek and sending a spray of anxious sweat into the air. He recoiled, touching the redder mark upon an already reddened face and regarded her with a shocked expression.


“What’d you do that for? I was just telling you it was an accident!”


“Accident or no, a lady is always entitled to deliver a slap for purposes of preserving her dignity.” She flicked beads of moisture off her fingers. “Rules of etiquette.”


His finger was up and levelled at her in a single breath, an incomprehensible word shouted in another. A small spark of electricity danced down his arm and leapt from the tip, striking the priestess squarely in the chest. She trembled, letting out a shriek as it spread and ran the length of her body sending her hair on its ends and bathing her in the aroma of undercooked pork.


“What was that for?” she hissed through chattering teeth.


“Spite,” he replied, flicking sparks off his fingers.


“How utterly typical,” she growled, sweeping a scornful gaze across her companions. “You people feed off each other. When one of you acts like a vagrant, you all do.”


“Us people?” Lenk sneered. “You remember you’re with us, don’t you?”


“Yeah,” Kataria grunted, “at least we involved you in the fighting. I don’t see Miron out here even talking to you, much less getting ready to jab your eyeballs out.”


“Why, you pointy-eared little—”


The fight died suddenly as the lanterns swayed at a sudden impact. The companions froze, taking a collective hard swallow as they noted a large shadow looming out from the companionway leading to the ship’s hold. All looked up to see Gariath standing in the entry, surveying them through eyes glittering with excitement.


“What’s going on here?” he asked as softly as he could, hardly enough to prevent them from taking a collective step backwards.


“Nothing’s going on,” Lenk said, forcing a weak smile onto his face.


“It doesn’t look like nothing to me,” the dragonman growled, taking a step forwards. “It looks like you’re all trying to kill each other.”


He paused, flashing his teeth in a morbid smile.


“Without me.”















Eight



ENTICEMENT


What you don’t seem to understand is that this is mere courtesy.” Argaol’s voice, intended to be a growl, resigned to being a sigh, came out as something of a phlegmless cough. “Your cooperation here is the difference between a nice comfortable cell in Toha and joining your men in the deep.”


Rashodd looked up from the chair, weary as he had been when the interrogation had begun, but even less impressed with the dark-skinned captain. With his helmet removed, he was all scars and smirks above his long, grey beard. He raised a hand accompanied by the clink of manacles, covering a long, reeking yawn in a gesture one-part manners and two-parts insult. Making a point of smacking his lips, he looked the captain evenly in the eye, as tall sitting as Argaol was standing.


“I can appreciate your desire for information, dear sir,” he spoke curtly, “as much as I can appreciate your lack of tact and patience. Even so, I must insist that you accept the fact that I simply don’t know anything.” His lips curled in an attempt to be coy. “I should beg your leave to sleep on it, perhaps with a visit from one of your more feminine passengers. It’s always been something of a dream of mine to learn what it’s like to sleep with a shict.”


Denaos had to stifle an admiring chuckle at that. He’d often wondered the same thing, hoping to compare it to his beddings with more civilised ladies. Never did try to talk Kat into it, though, he admitted to himself, likely because she’d gnaw my gents off. Content with that thought, he leaned against the far wall of the captain’s cabin-turned-interrogation room, taking comfort in the shadows.


It was all very dramatic, he had to admit: the fineries pushed aside or covered up, a single oil lamp hanging directly over the chair that the Cragsman was seated in. However, it was still Argaol’s chair, still far too comfortable for any prisoner to confess in. He had considered bringing this to the captain’s attention. Still, he reasoned, it would seem presumptuous to accuse the fellow of not knowing a business he clearly did not know.


With that, he simply plucked a dagger from his belt and began to trim the various stains out from under his nails.


“Regardless, good sir,” Rashodd said, “don’t feign interest in my well-being. I know you full-well plan to recoup your losses with the bounty my head will deliver.”


“However meagre it might be,” Argaol said with a sneer. “Your ship is damaged, Rashodd. We found scarcely anything of value aboard. Even the companion boat had been taken.” He allowed himself a smirk. “It seems your men jumped ship, long before we could board. Small faith in your cause, had they?”


Not bad, Denaos noted. A cheap shot at a man’s esteem wasn’t always the best way to get someone to talk, but it might work in this case. Rashodd seemed like the kind of man who wouldn’t take kindly to being called small.


“Sensible of them,” the Cragsman conceded with a nod. “At the very least, they’ve saved me the hardship of paying for their funerary expenses.” He turned a scrutinising eye upon Argaol. “You’re still a man in good standing with the guilds, yes? You do plan to extend that particular courtesy to the families of your slain men, don’t you, Captain? I’d offer to chip in, but as you said, not much aboard the Linkmaster worth taking, is there?”


The tall man bit back a wince at that. The captain will be groping his stones tonight, doubtless.


“I will be, in fact,” Argaol snarled, leaning in close to the prisoner. “I’ll pay for the funerals of those good men who were slain,” he thrust a finger at the Cragsman as though it were a weapon, “by your monsters. Have you no shame, Rashodd? Summoning those… those things to fight for you? Denying my men even the dignity of a death by their own race?”


Weak. Denaos shook his head. Rashodd’s response confirmed his judgement.


“In all fairness, sir, you threw your monster,” he caught a glimpse of Denaos in the doorway and coughed, “pardon, monsters at my men first. My… associates simply had associates of their own. I can hardly be held responsible for their actions.”


“And you still won’t tell me anything about them, even while they leave you here to die!”


Rashodd shrugged. “Friendships are a fickle and mischievous garden, requiring constant tending, with their own share of weeds.”


“I…” Argaol flinched, his face screwing up. “What?”


“I’d hardly expect you to understand, kind Captain. After all, most of your precious flowers are dead and trampled into the earth after today, aren’t they?”


It was over. Without fanfare or gloating, the verbal spar had ended. Argaol’s expression, wide-eyed, slack-jawed, hurt, lasted for only a moment before he turned around to hide the clench of his teeth upon his bottom lip. Rashodd watched him stalk away without contempt or smugness. All he could spare for Argaol was a yawn.


Denaos’s own stare lingered upon the pirate for a moment before he felt Argaol’s presence next to him. The captain leaned an arm against the wall, regarding the rogue with a tight-lipped, hard-eyed glower.


“Well?” he grunted.


“What?”


“Were you planning on doing anything besides lurking there?”


The tall man rubbed the edge of his blade against his chin contemplatively. “Well, I was planning on paying a visit later to that one spice merchant you’ve got chartered here. You know the one, right? Slim little dark-haired thing from Cier’Djaal. She called me a swine before, but I wager she’ll change her tune once she realises what I—”


“Yeah, you’re adorable.”


“That’s a word you’d use to describe something in pigtails and frills. I’m really more of a man possessed of immense gravitas.” He offered the captain a broad smile fit for eating stool. Seeing no reaction, he sighed. “What is it you expect me to do, anyway?”


“Get him to do what I’ve been trying to make him do all night,” Argaol growled. “My boys are up there, terrified that some horror is going to return and do to them what it did to Mossud.”


“Moscoff,” Denaos corrected.


“Mossud. I hired the damn boy.” He sighed, rubbing his eyes. “What this Cragsfilth knows may be what I need to keep my boys safe, and he’s not talking.”


“So throw him in the brig. Give him a few days without food or water and he’ll tell you.”


“This is a merchantman, you twit. We don’t have a brig. In a few days, we could all be stacked in neat little heaps, ready to be eaten by whatever that thing was.”


“Well, have you tried asking Gariath to help you? He’s not bad at this sort of thing.”


“Your monster isn’t paying me any mind.”


“Ah, ah.” Denaos winced. “Keep your voice down. For a fellow with no ears, that reptile hears exceptionally well.”


“Enough.” Argaol’s voice became as hard as his eyes. He took a menacing step forwards. “I myself saw you gut two people like pigs on deck today, and we found more of your work down in the hold.”


The rogue shifted, appearing almost uncomfortable if not for the understated smile playing across his lips. It was impossible for Argaol not to notice the aversion of his eyes, however.


“I managed to kill… what, four? Compared to Kataria, Lenk and Gariath, that’s hardly—”


“And your fellow adventurers all say you’re the man to talk to about things like this.” Argaol adjusted his stare to meet the rogue’s eyes. “They say you’ve crawled out of more dark places than they’ve even heard of. Were they mistaken?”


Denaos’s grin faded, his face going blank. With the quietest of sounds, he slid his dagger back into its sheath. Eyes unblinking, he stared at the hilt.


“They said that, did they?” he whispered, voice barely louder than a kitten’s.


Argaol’s nod was hesitant, but firm. The rogue’s voice rang hollow in his ears, bereft of all previous bravado, bereft of any potential scorn. In his voice, as in his eyes and face, there was nothing.


“I suppose they must be right, then.”


“Good,” the captain replied. “Be sure to get everything you can out of him. Question him more than once if you need to. Pirates lie. We need to know about that thing and every—”


“Leave.”


“What?”


“Leave me, please. I don’t want an audience.” He stared blankly at the shorter man, neck craning stiffly. “And don’t check up on me. This won’t take long.”


“What are you going to do?” Argaol asked. Feeling the quaver echo through his throat, he coughed, straightening up in a show of authority. “It’s my ship, my cabin, I have a right to know.”


“Go.” Denaos slid past the captain, striding towards Rashodd. He did not look back over his shoulder.


Rashodd glanced up with a start at the sound of a chair sliding. He blinked blearily, trying to take into account the shape sitting before him. He regarded the tall man curiously for a moment, studying the absence of any expression upon his face, the dark eyes free of any malice or cruelty. A silence hung between them, the Cragsman angling his face to scrutinise this newcomer.


“And what’s this?” he mused aloud. “Perchance, some more stimulating conversation?” He leaned forwards, expressing a smile he undoubtedly hoped would be instigative. “And, pray, what cabin boy union did the good captain drag you out of?”


Denaos said nothing, his face blank, lips thin and tight.


“Somewhere up north, aye? I say aye?” Rashodd forced the word through his teeth, thick with a feigned accent. “Around Saine?” He settled back into his seat, a satisfied smirk on his face. “Large men come from Saine, tall men. The Crags are right off the coast. We were once part of the kingdoms. I couldn’t truly expect a man of your particular breeding to know such a thing, though.”


Denaos’s only response was a delicate shift of his hand as he gingerly took the pirate’s manacled appendage in his own and held it daintily in his palm, surveying it as though he were reading a screed of hairy pink poetry.


“Ah.” Rashodd’s eyes went wide with feigned surprise. “Mute, I see. Poor chap.” He glanced over the tall man’s head towards the dusky Argaol as the captain shifted closer to the door. “And simple, I suppose, by the way he fondles me. Tell me, then, Captain, is this the enticement you’ve sent me? I’d rather prefer the shict, if she’s still about.”


Rashodd watched the captain bite back a retort, resigning himself to a purse of lips as the door of his cabin creaked open. Quietly, the man slipped out, the door closing behind him with an agonising groan. Argaol’s departure, the lack of fuss and bravado, drew a brief cock of Rashodd’s brow, his eyes so intent on the last dusky fingers vanishing behind the door that he scarcely noticed the glimmer of steel at the tall man’s hip.


The door squeaked shut and, with a click of its hinges, there was the sound of a raspy murmur, the odour of copper-baked meat and a delicate plop upon the wooden floor.


Rashodd had time to blink three times, noting first the bloodied dagger in the man’s hand, second the twitching pink nub upon the floor, and third the red blossom that used to be his thumb. By the time he opened his mouth to scream, a leather hand was clasped over his dry lips, a pair of empty dark eyes staring dully into his own over the top of black fingers.


“Shh,” Denaos whispered. “No sound.” He set the whetted weapon aside delicately, as though it were a flower, and reached down to scoop up the thumb. He held it before the captain. “This is mine now. It will remind me of our time together tonight.”


Slowly, he turned it over in his fingers, eyes glancing at every pore, every ridge, every glistening follicle of hair and every clean, quivering rent.


“We’re going to talk,” he continued, holding the finger just a hair’s width from his lips, “quietly. You’re going to tell me what happened today. Argaol asked nicely. He’d like to know.”


Rashodd dislodged his leather gag with a jerk of his head. He clenched his teeth together as he clenched his bleeding stump. Though tears began to well inside his eyes, he forced them to go harder, firmer, determined to show nothing.


“And what is it to you, wretch?” he snarled through his beard. “Hm? What makes you think I know anything more than what I said? I don’t know anything about that creature.”


“Liar.”


His voice was as brief and terse as the flick of his weapon. The dagger was in his hand and freshly glistening just as another fleshy digit went tumbling to the floor. It came swiftly, so suddenly that Rashodd hadn’t even noticed it until the man was scooping it up. He opened his lips to spew a torrent of agony-tinged curses, but found the hand at his lips again, moisture dripping from his nose onto the leathery fingers.


“I said no noise,” Denaos hissed through his teeth, “it upsets me.” Quietly, he set the digit beside the other. “You’re lying to me, Rashodd. I don’t like it.” He shook his head. “And I don’t like what you did today, either. You threatened my livelihood, my career.” He blinked, and, as an afterthought, added, “My associates.”


“Zamanthras damn you for the heathen you are.” What Rashodd intended to be a fearsome snarl came out as a trembling whimper. “You’ll attack an ignorant, unarmed man for money alone. Mercenary scum.”


“Adventurer,” the tall man corrected.


“Coward is what you are, attacking any man in shackles, preying on those with their backs turned and the helpless. How many people have you gutted before my lads today, hm? How many more unarmed and ignorant did you cut down?”


Denaos did not blink. “Many.”


“And now you seek to add Rashodd to your tally?” He lurched forwards, something rising up in his gullet, but he bit it back. Clutching his bleeding stumps, alternating between each, he rose up as much as he could in his chair. “All for naught, heathen.”


“Tell me what you know,” Denaos whispered calmly, rolling one of the fleshy digits between his fingers, “and I’ll give one back.”


“I know only that the frogmen sought to make a deal with us,” he replied, voice quavering. “They put their services at my disposal, in exchange for attacking a single ship.”


“This ship.”


“This ship. I don’t know why.”


“Liar.”


“It’s the truth!” Rashodd lunged backwards, pulling his mutilated hands away as the rogue’s dagger twitched. “They offered no reason beyond the need to attack this ship!” He stamped his feet on the floor. “This ship! They told me nothing else! I was bound to honour our agreement!”


“They were after a tome,” Denaos replied evenly. “A book. I heard them say it. You saw them take it.” He looked up, staring hard. “You asked for Evenhands, you asked for the priest.” His face twitched. “Lies upset me.”


“They wanted the priest! THEY, the frogmen! Not my lads!” He felt the first scrapes of metal against the veins on the back of his hands. “I thought they simply wanted to ransom him, in which case it’d be in our best interests to keep him safe, wouldn’t it?” If he could have seen himself in the rogue’s steel, he would have noted the hysterical smile, the wide eyes, the need to appease that he had often observed in his own victims. “Wouldn’t it?”


“What of the creature?”


“I… I was as shocked to see it as anyone! You must believe me!”


“The frogmen summoned it.”


“I didn’t know! They never told me! They told me nothing but to attack this ship!” He gasped, his voice slurring with coppery saliva filling his mouth. His hands were cold as more of his life wept out from the stumps between them. “That’s the truth! I’m naught but a pawn in whatever game they were planning. I consorted with no spawn of hell. Rashodd is no blasphemer.”


Denaos’s head swayed slightly, regarding the man. He did not blink, his lips did not move and he gave no indication that he was hearing anything the pirate said. Slowly, he leaned forwards and squinted, as though regarding Rashodd from miles away. Then his eyes widened suddenly, a flicker of indiscernible emotion, fear, shame, perhaps.


“You’re lying again. Argaol said you would.”


“I am no—”


“Hush.”


The blow came more slowly this time; no quick, surgical strike, but an angry, heavy hack. The blade bit halfway through Rashodd’s remaining thumb, inciting a scream that went unheard behind Denaos’s hand. He whimpered, squealed as the digit hung lazily from the joint before the rogue reached down, seized it between his own thumb and forefinger, and twisted.


Rashodd felt his entire insides jerk with the pain, the shock shifting organs about within him. Bile rose behind his teeth, tasting of metallic acid. He muttered something desperately behind his gag and Denaos pressed his hand harder, narrowed his eyes in response.


“Swallow it.”


He did so, with a choked protest, and lurched as the vile stuff slid back down his gullet. Denaos took his hand away and regarded the pirate carefully, offering no question, no threat beyond a hollow stare. There was no malice dwelling there, no accusation or anger as he had enjoyed with Argaol.


It was the sheer lack of anything in the man’s face that prompted Rashodd to pray.


“Zamanthras help me,” the pirate whimpered, “believe me, I had nothing to do with the creature. Why would I defend those traitors this long?”


“Zamanthras does not exist here.” Denaos shook his head. “Tonight, the only people in this cabin are you,” he pointed with the man’s severed thumb, “me,” he pressed it against his chest, “and Silf.”


“S-Silf?”


“‘Salvation in secrets,’” the rogue recited, “‘forgiveness in whispers, absolution in quiescence.’” He paused. “Silf.”


“The Shadow.” Rashodd uttered the name without reverence or fear for the God. Such things were reserved for the man before him. Quietly, he tucked his hands into his armpits, shivering. “A deity… a God for thieves… and…” he paused to swallow, “murderers.”


“Murderers,” Denaos repeated, hollow. A smile, a wistful tug of the lips, creased his face for but a moment. “Isn’t that what we all are?”


“It’s one thing to kill in battle, sir, it’s another entirely to—”


“It is.” The rogue nodded quietly, setting his dagger aside. “Perhaps that’s how Silf found His flock. Murderers require absolution, don’t they?” His hand went inside his vest and came out with another knife, shorter, thicker, sawtoothed. “Or was He born to serve that need?”


“You can’t be serious.” Rashodd gasped at the blade. “I’ve told you everything!”


“You might be lying.” Denaos shook his head. “Silf has seven daughters. This is the second. We’ll meet more of them if you don’t speak.”


“They… they wanted the priest for no good deed, I knew.” Rashodd spoke with such squeaking swiftness it would have shamed him under other circumstances. “They spoke of mothers, queens and names of a Goddess no good Zamanthran has ever heard!” His lips quivered. “Ulbecetonth… I am loath to repeat her name, even now. Ulbecetonth is who they worship, who they stole the book for! That’s all I know, I swear!”


Denaos paused, the dagger rigid in his hand. It appeared almost disappointed at being stayed, its sawtoothed grin pulling into a curving frown. Quietly, the tall man looked down, observing his reflection in the metal.


Rashodd allowed himself a brief moment of breath, free of saliva or bile. He was suddenly so cold, feeling as though all his warmth was dripping out of him, caking the insides of his arms. He needed something, a shirt, a blanket, anything to stem the loss of warmth coming out of him. Slowly, as his tormentor was absorbed in his own weapon, his eyes drifted towards the captain’s wardrobe in the far corner. There must be something there, he reasoned, something that would make him warm again, something to wrap about his hands.


“You say this is all you know.”


There was a change in the rogue’s voice, a subtle inflection indicating thoughtfulness. It was a little thing, Rashodd knew, but enough of an alteration to send his head bobbing violently in a nod.


“But you said, moments ago, that you knew nothing.” His eyes lit up suddenly, wide and horrified. “You were lying.”


Rashodd was up in an instant, manacles rattling. He saw the dagger, but his eyes were focused on the wardrobe. He had to reach it, he knew, had to find something to stem the blood-loss, had to find something to save what remained of his warmth before this murderer took all of it.


There was a flash of black and Rashodd was upon the floor. The oil lamp swayed violently overhead, jostled. With every swing, it bathed the tall man in shadow, then in light, then in shadow. Every breath, the man was closer without moving. Every blink, the man’s dagger was bigger, brighter, smiling.


The lamp swayed backwards. There was shadow. The man was on top of him, straddling him.


“No noise,” he whispered.


The lamp swayed forwards. There was light. The man’s eyes were broad, wide and brimming with tears. The dagger was in his hand, firelight dancing from tooth to tooth.


“Don’t you scream.”


After an endlessness of hearing waves rumble in the distance, the door finally opened with a whisper. Denaos’s appearance was just as quiet and swift, sliding out of the cabin and easing the door back into place with practised hands.


And there he stood, oblivious to Argaol’s stare, oblivious to anything beyond the knob in his grip and the wood before his eyes. The ship lulled, coaxed by the yawn of a passing wave.


“How did it go?” Argaol spoke suddenly, his voice strange and alien to his own ears after so much silence.


“Fine.”


“Fine?”


Denaos whirled about with unnerving speed. A smile played across his lips, his eyes were heavy-lidded and sleepy. Argaol cocked a brow; the man appeared more akin to someone who’d been ratting about in a private liquor cabinet than someone doing a job.


“Rather well, in fact,” he replied, licking his lips.


“Ah.” Argaol nodded, not bothering to hide his suspicion. “What did you find out?”


“Not a blessed lot.”


“Were you thorough?”


“Decidedly.” Denaos raised his hands in a shrug. “I’ve a few names, a few theories, but precious little else, I’m afraid. Whatever else you want to know will come from someone other than Rashodd.”


“Evenhands,” the captain muttered. He’d been hoping the Lord Emissary’s name wouldn’t come up.


“There doesn’t seem to be anyone else aboard who might know about such a thing, does there?” Denaos stalked past him, offering a ginger pat on the shoulder. “If you’re intent on finding him, perhaps you can also ferret out a bottle of wine for me. Or rum, if you’ve got it. Bring out the expensive stuff, in any case, I feel like celebrating.”


Argaol lingered by the door as the tall man swaggered down the hall, disappearing around a corner, undoubtedly heading for the mess to join his fellows. Even after he had gone, however, the awkwardness of his presence lingered.


Quietly, Argaol glanced towards the door to his cabin, reaching for the knob.


“Don’t.”


He looked up with a start. Denaos was at the end of the hall, regarding the captain carefully.


“Not yet, Captain,” he warned quietly. “Look in there later, if you wish, but don’t do anything now.”


“What…” Argaol caught his breath. “What did you do in there?”


Denaos did not blink. “Not much.”


Lenk stared at his companion through one eye, the other tucked under a slab of raw meat. Denaos stared back, resisting the urge to look over the young man’s shoulder at the disaster in the ship’s mess.


The rogue saw smashed buckets in the periphery of his vision, dishes shattered, mops broken and even the occasional bandaged appendage reaching out as if begging to be spared from the raging carnage. Denaos did his best to ignore that.


The sight of Gariath was decidedly more difficult to ignore.


In one great hand he clutched Kataria by the heel, the shict snarling, raking claws at the dragonman’s thigh and twitching her ears menacingly. Beneath his foot, Asper grunted and strained to dislodge herself while Dreadaeleon slapped impotently at the long tail wrapped about his neck, cursing breathlessly. Whatever fight had occurred was obviously over and done with, the clear victor simply enjoying his triumph at his foes’ humiliation.


“So, Rashodd doesn’t know anything?” Lenk brought the rogue’s attention back to him.


“No, he doesn’t.” Denaos frowned at the scene. “Did… something fun happen while I was gone?”


“It’s not important,” Lenk replied. “Are you sure he wasn’t lying?”


“Quite sure.” Denaos looked at the glistening meat on his companion’s face, then grimaced at the sight of so many nearby corpses. “Where exactly did you get the meat?”


“I found it.”


“It’s… fresh meat,” Denaos said, grimacing. Any flesh from an animal might have been fresh when they set out from Muraska’s harbour a month ago, but now… “And… you just put that meat… that fresh meat… that you found on the floor… on your face?”


“I got hit in the eye. It’s not like I’m going to eat it.” The young man scratched his chin, wincing as his fingers grazed a cut. “That can’t be the whole story. We should ask Argaol if he knows anything.”


“Don’t be stupid.” Kataria’s voice was quickly followed by Kataria’s elbow as she pushed herself in front of Lenk. Gariath seemed unconcerned with her escape. “Argaol doesn’t know his head from his foot. You need to talk to—”


“Miron.” Dreadaeleon staggered to join the assembly, coughing. “Obviously.”


“No!” Asper emerged last, followed by Gariath. “I’ll not have you go after the Lord Emissary with accusations and blasphemies.”


“He’s the only one who would know anything,” Kataria snapped back. “Are you such a moron that you’d trust him just because he wears a robe fancier than yours?”


“I’m not a moron,” Asper countered hotly, “and he’s not the kind of man who needs to be pestered by savages. We need to calm down and—”


“Kill him.” Gariath glanced at the incredulous expressions cast his way and shrugged. “As if no one else was thinking it. Let’s just hunt him down and get it over with.”


“None of that will be necessary.”


The crowd around the entryway parted at the sound of the voice, all figures clearing the way, all eyes settling on the tall, white-garbed figure standing therein. Their eyes flashed with a legion of emotions: defensive reverence, suspicious glares, barely restrained murderous intent. And yet, behind each unblinking stare a confused caution pervaded, forcing them to back away and allow him entry into the mess.


The usual gentle mirth Miron had always worn had vanished from his face, replaced by a baleful frown. He seemed to have grown from the quiet, unassuming priest to a towering, white-clad spectre as he stared out over the companions, his gaze settling on them one by one.


“You… have questions.”


“Brilliant.” Denaos chuckled. “Did you learn all that by overhearing us or did you ask Talanas for guidance on the subject?”


“Shut up,” Asper snarled, scowling at the rogue.


“Mirth is a fine coping mechanism,” the priest said, offering the faintest trace of a smile that quickly vanished back into his frown. “But the answers I have for you are nothing to jest about.”


“The questions we have for you don’t amuse us in the slightest, either,” Lenk hissed.


“Though I had hoped to reveal more to you when we arrived at Toha, in peace, all questions will be answered.” The priest held a hand up for silence. “But before all that, I must… ready myself.” He cast a glance towards Lenk. “I advise you to, as well. What I have to tell you is not easily comprehended.”


“Lord Evenhands,” Asper spoke with reverence, “you need not explain yourself to us. We know that you have no collaboration with that thing.”


“Thank you, child,” Miron said with a shake of his head, “but you must hear me.” He cast a glance about the room. “All of you must hear me.”


“Enough.” Lenk was the first to take a challenging step forwards. “I’m sure to you, all this cryptic musing is quite dramatic, but I’ve had enough of it. Before anyone prepares anything, you will tell us: how did you drive the thing away?”


“If it will calm you, then I will tell you,” Miron said with a reluctant sigh.


He reached under his robe and produced a symbol. Beside the brilliant silver of his pendant depicting Talanas’s phoenix, it seemed dull and ominous, little more than a crudely carved chunk of iron. As the companions peered closer, however, they saw a shape within the metal: a heavy, grey gauntlet clenching thirteen obsidian arrows within its cold digits.


“This is a symbol of my station. That is, of the station that is not that of the Lord Emissary of the Muraskan Church of Talanas.”


“What?” Kataria asked, screwing up her face in confusion. “Didn’t Lenk just ask you not to speak in riddles?”


“You mean you’re not the Lord Emissary?” Asper asked breathlessly, as though she had just been punched in the belly.


“I am,” Miron replied calmly, oblivious to the shock coursing through the room. “But I have a station and duties above that of being Lord Emissary. To you, I am Miron Evenhands: Lord Emissary of the Muraskan Church of Talanas.”


He held the symbol aloft, letting its cold iron drink in the lantern light as all eyes stared up, some aghast, some shocked and some select few full of more suspicion than ever.


“To Talanas, I am Miron Evenhands: Agent of the House of the Vanquishing Trinity.”
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