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Davyn ‘Davey’ Jones (Day-vin, Joh-nes)

Juraquille Ryu (Sounds like Dracule, Ree-yew)
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For hundreds of years, I’ve sailed the seas, ferrying the souls of those lost at sea to the land of the dead. Centuries ago during a period when pirates ruled the seas, I made a mistake. One that cost me greatly. I was seventh in line for the throne of the city of Nautilus when my father held a party at the castle. Everyone was invited, commoners, nobles, even gods. I had a bit too much of the specialty wine brewed by our city’s best vintners and insulted the wrong person when he hit on me.

Instead of simply saying, ‘sorry not interested,’ I was rude and went too far. To this day, I’m not even sure why I said it the way I did since the god in question was stunningly beautiful but wasn’t what I normally go for. The wine destroyed my brain to mouth filter so instead of letting him down gently, I said something along the lines of ‘I wouldn’t touch you with a ten-foot pole. Not only are you older than dirt but you also aren’t my type.’

At the time, I didn’t know what I’d said had been that bad until the entire room abruptly went silent, as if they were waiting for the god to react. It wasn’t a long wait. His face turned red in embarrassment and his eyes lit with fury. “Won’t touch me with a ten-foot pole, huh? Well, now you’ll never touch anyone who isn’t dead. I, Thanatos, curse you Davyn Bartholomew Jones to a life of eternal servitude. Until I say otherwise, you will sail the seas as captain aboard a ghost ship and ferry the souls of those who’ve died at sea to the land of the dead. You will never be allowed to port, and your ship will have no crew. You will be utterly alone.”
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Since merfolk have the ability to communicate with the creatures of the ocean, Thanatos tapped into that ability when he created my ship so, I can control everything about it with a single thought or word. The only interaction I have is with the souls of the dead, however, I can’t touch them despite what Thanatos said. We can speak to each other but most of the time they’re too distraught about being dead to hold a good conversation. Thanatos was right, I am utterly alone. I long for the touch of another, for the love of a fated mate, but I fear I’ve sailed the sees too long and have missed my chance.

But, even if I haven’t, it’s only a matter of time before I do. I can’t meet my mate on the ocean unless it’s too late and that person is already dead. Even if Thanatos finally releases me from my curse, I doubt I’ll ever see the day when I meet my mate. I’ve resigned myself to my fate. My only hope now is that when I die on these seas, I’ll be reincarnated to a better existence than this one. It’s the only thing I live for now, I’ve long since given up on everything else.

If the curse wasn’t enough of a blow, the fact that my father considered my actions as a slight against him took the cake. On the day Thanatos cursed me, I was told I couldn’t return home until I’d redeemed myself. I’ve sailed over the location of the city thousands of times but, never visited. Not that I could. The ship has to move constantly, and I can’t set foot on anything that could be considered land with the exception of my ship since it’s part of the curse. Which means, even if I was allowed to visit the city, I couldn’t enter the palace or any of the other buildings and my feet could never touch the ocean floor. I’d have to swim everywhere. Despite being merfolk swimming like that can become exhausting which is why the buildings are free of water.

I suppose, I could’ve visited the kingdom of Atlantis that Nautilus is a sister city of but, they take border control so seriously. Only a letter with my father’s royal seal could get me through the gates and even then, I’m not too sure I’d be able to touch anyone. Knowing Thanatos and his vindictiveness, he probably wove some sort of spell into the curse that’ll shock me every time I try and touch someone living. He’s already done something similar. When I first started out, I didn’t believe that I couldn’t port so I tried it once. As soon as I got within five miles of land, I started feeling sick which quickly morphed into being unable to breathe, it got worse as I got closer and I’m sure if I’d set foot on land, it would’ve killed me. Now I make sure to avoid anything that could be considered land.

After that experience I went so far as to avoid touching debris from shipwrecks because I was afraid of what might happen but eventually, I learned that when something is destroyed by the ocean it is part of the ocean and because of that, I can collect the souls without worry. When people die unexpectedly, their souls can’t crossover on their own which is why my job is to ferry them to Thanatos who then looks over their lives and decides whether they should remain in the underworld or be sent with the angels to heaven. Contrary to what some might believe, souls do not float away to the next plane of existence, they remain attached to the place they died.

So, if a ship sinks or is destroyed by waves, the souls remain attached to the pieces. Normally, souls on the bottom of the ocean would be harder to collect because I can’t touch them or the ocean floor, but thankfully, my ship does the collecting for me. All I have to do is tell the ship to collect the souls and the souls from the places we sail over and through will be sucked to the ship like dirt in a vacuum. With this ability and the sheer size of the world, I sail many different paths over extended periods of time, only choosing a different destination after dropping off the souls to Thanatos.

My ship is called The Flying Dutchman and is a triple-decked galleon with black sails similar to those of a pirate ship. With the way ships are made now, I’m sure any who see the Dutchman on the seas consider it to be a ghost ship. They aren’t wrong in their assumptions. The Dutchman doesn’t have a limit to how many souls it can carry but once it gets a bit crowded, I command the ship to sail to the underworld and it opens a portal. I know it sounds weird but that’s how the ship was created. If it wasn’t magical at it’s core, it wouldn’t be able to self-regenerate when something happens on the seas, nor would it be able to open portals to the underworld when I need to drop off souls. It also wouldn’t be able to create food and clothes for me when I need it Which is something, I’m thankful for because it would’ve been a different kind of torture if I had to wear the same set of clothes for hundreds of years.

It’s because of this magic that I remain bound to a life on the sea, eternally alone. I can’t find it in me to hate my job, or the sea, because the ocean is in my blood, but I do hate the loneliness and deep down, I know only death, or a miracle will free me from it. It’s just a race to see which one will come first.

Hmm…I haven’t collected souls from that place in a while, might be time for another trip. With a spin of the wheel, I change the Dutchman’s course towards Bermuda, adjusting the sails to catch the wind with a single thought. An island of dragons has set up a sanctuary there and their magical forcefield is constantly sucking in planes and ships that never find their way out again. Every time I visit, I leave with hundreds of souls which always seems to make Thanatos happy. Not that I care what he thinks anymore. It’s obvious he’ll never let me go. Whistling a tune, I heard from one of the souls I picked up years ago, I focus on the horizon, letting the waves and the wind do their jobs.
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