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  Morning

  
  




All legends have humble beginnings. King David was a shepherd. An infant Achilles was dipped into the River Styx. A gentleman thief began as a common farmer. Luke wrestled on the floor and nicked some grapes. He was stabbed in a fight and spent the compensation too quickly. He purchased medicine and beer with unmissable things. And right now, he could smell vomit.

The splash of water and thud of objects on wood penetrated his thoughts. Luke turned, looked down, and sighed exhaustively. To his intruders’ credit, adding sick to the creeping pool of urine and feces was a new touch. Regardless, Luke didn’t know what was more irritable. The interruption of his musings. The stench of excrement extinguishing the perfume of salt water. Or the chorus of shrieking laughter attempting to mock him. Luke rolled his eyes and glanced at Ed and his merry band of twats.

“Sorry Luke,” Sam sneered, empty pail still in hand. “I tripped on the wet wood, you see.”

“And yet your fall was prevented. Someone must be looking out for you.” Luke dismissed. 

“Don’t worry, Luke.” Isaac cooed in mock comfort. “I’ll help you clean it up.”

“Will ya?” The Irishman summoned a mask of amusement. Shuffling further from the waste, careful not to crinkle his nose.

“Yep! I just need your bucket.” Isaac patted the pocket of his trousers. “Got something that’ll make cleaning a breeze. Will rid the smell and all.” 

Luke nudged the bucket towards Issac with his mop. “And now he’ll piss in my bucket.” Isaac swaggered towards the pail. Enthusiastically tugged down the front of his trousers. And began to urinate into the soapy water. The trio of imps cackled and howled like a hurricane of banshees. “I’m relieved, Isaac. I was worried your dick was attached to your hip. That’s one oddity solved. Happy to see it’s able to perform its primary function. As for the second, a month of my wages says it can’t even twitch.” Isaac sputtered. His aim swerved from the bucket, to deck, and returned to the pot. Luke interrupted the cretin before he could speak again. “Don’t talk while you’re pissing Isaac. The ship has enough bad etiquette in the form of you three.”

A beastly growl admitted from Ed’s throat. “Alright cabin boy, since you want to be so fucking smart-” Ed smacked the palms of his hands together, separating them to reveal a small, red ball of energy. “Normally you’d be a corpse. But your rib cage will do.” The orb and its rage grew with the distance between his hands. Ed’s eyes glowed as red as the angry ball of mana, both crackling furiously with lightning. 

Ed sneered.

Sam drew his daggers. 

Isaac tucked his dick away and watched eagerly. 

Knee bent. Back slouched. Chin resting on hands supported by his mop. Luke waited patiently. 

Issac, Sam, and Luke observed the gleam of silver-light, so thin it could have been a thread.

Thwip.

Ed heard the sound and bristled.

Clonk.

Metal collided with wood.

Ed broke his spell. “Shit!” He hissed and clamped the back of his neck. The fae muttered a string of expletives when he felt the warmth of blood and rubbed the wound with his dirty hands. Luke hoped whatever filth entered Ed’s body would send him to a sick bed. Better if it was on land, leaving the nuisance in confinement while The Belle departed. The fae’s eyes snapped towards the shadows. “Damnit Gly! You cut me!” He roared. 

“My apologies, Edward.” Glynnii smiled cheerfully as they stepped into the light. One of life’s greatest jealousies and admirations was the beauty of elves in the sun. Their golden eyes, porcelain skin, and pale hair, radiated in the glow of the new day. Luke thought he would be used to it. Instead, he was continuously, momentarily blinded by the towering figure approaching them. “Your hair was looking a little long, and I was in a helpful mood.”

“You’re a shit barber.” Luke commented from his mop, his eyes listlessly drifting close.

“Indeed. But you cannot fault my efforts.” The elf pointed to the deck and the eyes of the dimwitted trio followed. A lock of brown hair, no more than an inch, polluted the filthy deck. Gly’s face darkened like a cloudless sky burning into a raging storm. “Now, as I recall, you are not employed to make a mess of this ship. Especially at a time as crucial as this. If this is how you prepare for landfall, then consider your contracts terminated when we reach shore. Otherwise, you have an hour and a half to finish sharpening the weapons. Or I’ll cut much worse than your hair.”

“An hour and a half?!” Isaac sputtered. “You expect us to sharpen over thirty swords and draggers and Gods know how many axes in an hour and a half?”

“An hour and twenty-nine minutes. Is remaining here a wise use of your time?” The clan glanced anxiously at each other. Sam dropped the waste bucket and the trio scurried off for the armory.

“I could have handled that.” Luke said, basking cat-like in the sun.

“And yet you didn’t bother to defend yourself.”

“A mop can be a useful sword, but not against magic.”

“And if you didn’t sense that I was watching?”

“Would’ve done my best. Get patched up. Grab a snack and a drink before I watch you raise hell.”

Gly rolled their eyes. “Your patience is greater than my life span.”

“Thank you,” Luke stretched mightily. “Remind me why they’re still employed.” 

“Ed’s chaos magic is useful and he’s the only employee skilled in the art. Sam’s as strong as any half-orc and his metal work is impeccable. Isaac… I honestly don’t know. And I hire everyone on this ship. Anyway, you have my permission to use magic to clean this filth.”

Luke nodded and dropped his mop, kicking the handle before it hit the ground. Black mana supported the floating object at his side. With an upward flick of the wrist and wave of his fingers, the contamination ascended from the deck, drifted overboard, and plummeted into the ocean. The mop laid itself to rest along the banister, as the fae grabbed his bucket, and disposed of the grey water. “Thank you. That was much more pleasant.” The elf smiled and nodded.

Snapping and sputtering halted their remaining conversation. The pair turned and watched the floorboards splinter and shutter apart. Branches began to sprout through the cracks. Their growth propagated by the silver magic that cultivated new life. The limbs were coaxed to maturity, twisting and twining into wild, irregular fencing. The wood polished itself until it was sturdy and smooth, beautiful in its abstraction. The blockade grew until it was above waist high. Then, the overgrowth snapped and merged with the Belle’s planks. Leaving a neat and tidy border.

“I’ll never tire of seeing that.” Gly whispered. Their golden eyes met Harbor’s green ones as they faded back to mahogany. The dark skinned green witch blew a kiss before disappearing. Gly caught it, brought it to their lips, kissed their fist, and stored it in their pocket. “Don’t bother me tonight.” The elf said breathlessly.

“I already have plans.” Luke replied with an amused shrug. 

“Enjoy training, Lukas.” Glynnii departed for the door. When they opened it, they stepped aside and held it wide.

“Thank you, Gly,” said a cool voice. The first thing you hear are her boots. The low heels step in a confident stride. She keeps her hair short. Black curls define the soft features of her hardened face. Her brown skin darken in the summer sun. She never walks with a hunch or her gaze low. Commanding All to know that she is beautiful, and threatening. Her training garb is tan, loose fitting clothing that rippled in the wind. In each hand was a wooden sword. Luke’s mana flowed towards her and the swords lengthened and curved. A simple illusion spell transformed them into steel. 

“Glad to see that you’re ready.” Azure gripped the edge of the fence and gracefully vaulted herself into the arena. Luke copied her movement with far less charm.

“Since when was I not on time?” Azure scoffed and tossed him a sword. Luke caught the handle with ease. “See, I was ready for that too.”

There was a blur of motion. Luke saw the tip her a sword race towards his heart. The fae stumbled into a stance and gripped the handle too tightly. False confidence tricking him into a perception of defense.

“You’re begging to lose a hand!” Azure yelled. Her sword pivoted, the blade’s edge slicing through the air and colliding with his left wrist. 

“Gah!” Luke yelled and gritted his teeth. Azure lept backwards, remaining mobile and light on her feet as she observed her student. The impact was horrendous but Luke refused to let pain urge his defeat. The fae mimicked the swordswoman, changing his stance and loosening his grip. Before he could feebly counter Azure maneuver, the pirate yelled her next critique.

“You’ll be stabbed in that miserable stance!” Azure pounced. The distance between them disappeared in a blink. Her grip on his hurt wrist was so tight she could have snapped him like a biscuit. Yanking away Luke’s defense, arm locked at her side, Azure balled her fist, swung it upward, and struck his abdomen.

“Argh!” Luke’s gasp was low and ugly. His chest tightened, weapon falling, body freezing. Just when he thought he was choking, Azure released him, and the Irishman unceremoniously thudded on his ass. Luke grunted, the pain in his wrist shot through him like a bullet. He hissed, gripped the damaged limb, and swore. 

“Now now,” Azure sighed as she approached her disappointing disciplinary. She kneeled and laid the sword on the deck. Her hand ducked into her pocket and retrieved a small tin. The pirate unscrewed the salve, Luke uncovered his wrist and extended it towards her. The human gently took hold of the fae and applied a small amount of ointment. Her thumbs gently massaged his muscles in small, circular motions, and long, tender strokes. Relief cleansed the area as the pain vanished. “Better?”

“All but my ass.” Luke cocked a smile. The swordswoman rolled her eyes, retrieved her weapon, and returned to standing.

“How many times must we review single hand combat until you get it right?”

“I’ve lost count after the twentieth time my butts’ met the deck.” Unamused, Azure’s boot punted Luke’s sternum. “Oof!” He grunted before his back collided with the floor. Azure stood between his legs. Her heel reunited with his chest and her eyes sharpened. The pirate slowly shifted her weight forward. The tip of her blade swept across the wood. The weapon kissed his neck. Licked his skin from nape to throat. And pressed its edge under his Adam’s apple.

“Is this a kink of yours? Being defeated?”

Her weight was like iron, cuffing him to the cell that was her and the deck. Luke stirred, an involuntary groan of pleasure and discomfort escaping him. He looked up at his captive. Her smirk of satisfaction. Her amusement at his powerlessness. How stunning she was before the warm blue sky and rich silver clouds.

“If I said yes, would you bully me more?” Luke grinned. He knew she loathed his teasing, which is why he withheld another groan when her weight increased.

“I’d rather sick Ed and the rest of those mutts onto you.”

“Mercy! It’s insulting to compare those grunts to loyal creatures.” His smile widened.

The blade sunk deeper into his skin. “You enjoy hearing yourself talk too much. A slit here, and you’ll be reduced to whispers.”

“It’s a wooden sword, Azure.”

“Yes, and?”

Luke swallowed, his Adam’s apple bobbing against the sword’s edge. He closed his eyes, inhaled until his lungs threatened to pop, and returned his breath to the sky. “Patience Lukas.” The fae mentally repeated the mantra. Regaining control of his senses, imagination, and the growth in his pants. “We should resume practice.” He suggested.

“A wise choice.” Azure retracted and returned to her side of the arena. Luke came to his knees and found his sword. Assuming his stance, the fae prepared himself to give his best. Before Azure, as usual, knocked him down. Only Luke, as always, remained on his feet a little longer than before.




In London’s slums, one doesn’t know if they’re stepping in mud or feces, and everyone hates someone for something out of their control. 

The orcs despised the fae for their human appearance. Assuming these traits eased the burden of unemployment. The fae loathed the orcs in return. They, like the humans and classes above them, labeled orcs as unintelligent and unpleasant company. The impoverished human endured daily insults for their lack of coin. Humans held the most power in England. Therefore, a poor human was a waste of resources and life. Humans returned the bile they received from magic users. They were only so poor because magical beings hoarded employment. Magic was a desirable trait. It succeeded in completing labor faster, reducing human abilities as being ‘too slow’. Bitterness was consumed like flavorless, grey, slop, and washed down with murky water. The grief of one’s desolate stomach, poor health, and crumbling housing, erased the neighborly communion of those deemed societally unnecessary.

Suspiciously, the bowels of England recruited the most soldiers. When they became of age, the elder brothers departed for the barracks. The twins across the street enlisted ten years ago. Only one returned, his eyes said to have no soul. Days later, the brothers reunited at eternity’s gate.

Blocks away from the overcrowded poorhouse, a father invested his son’s wages in a local bar. His daughter’s new shoes became bile in the gutter. As the man stumbled home, his naïve son scribed a letter. Eternally grateful for having recently become literate, and unable to take his eyes off the future, he’s decided to remain in Canada. Nova Scotia was marvelous but there was an issue of savagery. That’s why he wanted to become some kind of educator. He wanted to liberate the old peoples from their ancient ways and usher them into the modern day. Where they would have modern jobs, speak the queen’s tongue, engage in interesting conversation of politics and capital and whatever other engagements today’s men had.

If unvictorious in their battles against waves, heat, pests, disease, barbarous pirates, or savage rebels, the brother’s remains were burned, buried, or thrown into the sea. If the brothers lived, they were cowardly for quitting, or pitied for their scars. The wager of a warm bed and three meals daily was an undervalued trade of the soul. But the ability to provide! It was akin to a serpent’s charm.

Luke didn’t want to die as a pawn nor a pauper. Thievery would get him so far and London would become suffocating after he exhausting homes to pillage. Sixteen was likely too early an age to feel weary of only gathering the necessities. But it was never too soon to contemplate death. His mother observing his trial. His family watching his body swing, neck snapped with ease from the rope. Boredom could be combated. But he would leave London before she had her chance to kill him.

The thief wanted to look north towards his homeland. Finally see his father’s birthplace. Use his skills to free his country from the tyranny of his mother’s land. But the sea kept calling, and his eyes drifted west. She reassured him that there was time until he was ready for Ireland. But there were so many places in the world. Oceans of wealth to liberate and redistribute. Did he not want revenge? Didn’t he now know the savior of Ireland were rebels? Piracy was a noble profession as long as he found the right ship. Thankfully, there were rumors of one that fit him perfectly. 

For nine years, Luke appeared at the rotating port of Captain William Kask. Nine times Glynnii rejected the youth. Kask desired skilled contractors. May they be combative metal workers or former sailors. Luke however, was well versed in home invasions, grandiose determinations, and illegal prizefighting. Each year he returned taller, stronger, and improved in magic and combat. Each year he was more dedicated, focused, and consequential. Maybe it was amusement, necessity, or chance that made Gly ask the question: Why are you so desperate to join this ship? 

“Because I don’t want to die a thief.” Luke answered unhesitatingly. “I like to think I have a greater purpose in life, but I know I need skills I can’t get here. I need you to teach me and I’ll do whatever it takes to learn. And if that’s not good enough for you, I’ll see you next year regardless.”

Glynnii’s golden eyes pierced through the youth, who stood unwavering before them, as he had the past nine years. The elf tapped their parchment, dropped their quill, stood, and outstretch their hand. Luke beamed like a child in a sweets shop. The fae excitedly returned Gly’s firm grip, and shook it confidently.

The Brandy Belle was not beautiful for her experience, but because of it. In the decades since her completion, her modifications were to repair, not replace. Her robust rosewood body. Her immaculately plump white sails. A painted strip of gold belted her middle, the cannon windows dotting the line shuttered as she slumbered. The crew toiled in the shadow of her rest. Individuals were suspended at her side, removing the muck of the seas with soft mops and iron scrappers. They and the Belle towered over the tiny fae, the sun highlighting her arches and curves. Luke knew this was only the surface of her beauty and hungered to discover what laid inside. Her architecture. Her cargo. The history embedded in her halls. The fae blotted for the ramp and spirited onto the main deck. Battered shoes, once the color of parched dirt and now a filthy shade of tar, contrasted violently against her unblemished oak floors. His tattered appearance resembled that of a soiled kitten in a lavish manor. Luke began to chuckle. His chuckle transformed into a laugh. Then evolved into a hearty guffaw. 

Oh the absurdity of it all! 

He had waited nine years for his dream to come true, and it did so in a handshake and a step.

Gly silently appeared beside the destitute youth. Before agreeing to his contract, it was mandatory for the elf to inform Luke of the two conditions for his employment. If he rejected, he was free to leave. Firstly, Luke couldn’t use magic for his tasks without permission. Secondly, his rank was cabin boy. Slightly disappointed, but unsurprised, Luke asked for his mop.
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