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Content Warnings


This story contains the following content: 
	Heavy gore, including amputation and torture

	Restraints

	Captivity

	Nonconsensual drug use

	Begging for death



If this book isn’t for you, no worries! But if it is, we hope you enjoy this story about a very unfortunate captain ... 
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Left 


“Pick a hand.” 
James eyed his captor, sullen and silent. For two days, he’d been a prisoner in the brig of his own ship. No food, no water, kept bound in the same bent position by rough rope. No idea if the men still loyal to him were even alive. 
His body ached, his head was pounding, his mouth felt swollen, and here was Peter, first mate turned mutineer, giving him stupid orders. 
“Pick a hand,” Peter said again, sounding annoyed. 
“Why?” James spat out, his voice rasping. “Why should I do anything you ask of me?” 
Peter clicked his tongue. “Well, now, you don’t sound like someone who wants a drink of water.” 
James scowled. So this was how it was going to be. He’d have to play Peter’s games, cave in to his demands, just for the pleasure of keeping himself alive. Fine. His life was worth more to him than his pride. 
“Left,” he said, and Peter’s face broke into a smile. 
“There we go!” he said, producing a small flask from his hip and unscrewing the lid. He pressed it to James’s mouth, and he drank, unable to grasp it himself with his hands tied behind his back. It was taken away too soon. 
“Now, you said your left hand?” Peter asked, moving behind him. James tensed as his former first mate cut the hand in question loose in such a way that the other was still tied firmly in place. Traitor or not, Peter was skilled in rope tricks. He gripped his wrist tightly, and James winced as his arm was straightened for the first time in days.
Even with one hand freed, the rest of his body was practically immobilized. Trying to fight at this point would undoubtedly fail. His best hope was to entertain Peter’s whims until the traitor let his guard down. 
“Left hand, left hand. Good choice,” Peter said, tracing a finger along James’s palm, something wild in his eyes. “Now, will you let me cut it off?” 
James clenched his jaw. Even though he’d suspected this was the way things were headed, the words were a shock. “What?” 
“I want to cut off your hand,” Peter said. “But only if you tell me to. Will you?” 
What kind of game was he playing now? “No. Why would I?” 
“Okay!” Peter said brightly, suddenly releasing his arm. James watched him stride out of the room, flexing his fingers. Was that it? Was Peter just trying to mess with his head? He took a shaky breath when the other man returned a few moments later, carrying what looked like a small anvil. 
Of course not. Peter’s games are never so simple. 
The anvil was placed a few feet to James’s left, and he felt a shudder run through him when he saw the metal cuff welded to the top. Where had Peter come by such a thing? Had it been the last time the crew made port? He wouldn’t know. As a young captain, it seemed a poor choice to mingle with his crew on a friendly level. Better to command respect and leave the befriending to the first mate, he’d told himself after taking the helm of The Scarlet Merry. Only now could he see what a mistake that had been. 
James was too weak to pull away when Peter seized his hand and could do nothing as he was dragged from the wall, body stretched as far as his restraints allowed, left wrist locked into place atop the anvil.
“I’m going to ask again,” Peter said, and his voice wasn’t harsh or threatening, just matter-of-fact. “Can I cut off your hand?” 
James’s heart pounded in his ears, worsening the headache that had nestled between his temples the first day and refused to leave. Should he just say yes? Get whatever Peter had in store over with? Or would he really be spared if he denied the request? He squeezed his eyes shut, thinking of climbing the rigging, steering the ship, engaging in battle. All things better served with two hands intact. 
“No,” he said at last. 
“Alright then,” Peter said cheerfully, drawing a small knife. Its edge was polished, razor-sharp, and its hilt was shaped in the likeness of a crocodile, scales rippling gold in the dim light of the brig, twin rows of teeth pulled apart to let the blade spill out, as if the beast were breathing fire. James felt his blood run cold as Peter brought it down to trace the outline of his hand, the dead metal eye of the creature watching him without pity. 
“That means I get to convince you.” 

      *** Peter started with the ring finger. One long, deep cut along the inside of it, a few more around the circumference, and he was able to set to work on removing the skin. 
No amount of begging or threatening would stop him; James found that out within a few minutes. He’d tried to clench his hand into a fist, but Peter struck him against the knuckles with the hilt of the knife and threatened to take an eye if he made this difficult, so he’d given up on protecting the hand and took to screaming instead.
“Cut it off, cut it off!” he howled as the finger was reduced to bone and muscle, and then not even that as Peter began to slice away at the tendons. 
Peter responded in a calm, friendly voice as he dug the point of the knife into the first joint and began to pry it away, “It’s too late for that. You can only tell me to cut it off when I ask you if you’re ready for it to be cut off.” 
And so James could only wail helplessly, straining against the bindings that held him in place until his skin burned and bled wherever the rope touched it. He would have been sick if his stomach had anything to give up. 
Peter hummed as he carried on, removing more and more of the finger until it was down to the knuckle. He paused then, looking at the bloody space thoughtfully, and for a moment, James dared to hope he was done. 
But then Peter jammed the point of the knife into the wound, and James’s vision went white with pain. For a blissful few seconds, he knew nothing, felt nothing. But when the world came back to him, Peter was holding his thumb. 

      ***He didn’t know how long it took as the process was repeated, the slow filleting of each finger, the piece-by-piece removal of bone. James’s mind felt like it had melted into the pain, each new excruciating stroke indistinguishable from the last as he faded in and out of consciousness, barely able to do more than whimper as his body shook and his hand was taken from him one slice at a time.
Eventually, he opened his eyes to see everything gone, the remains of his hand sitting amid discarded flesh and gore, blood weeping from hollow knuckles with every thump of his heart. Peter was carving the skin off his palm, still humming a carefree tune, paying no mind to the scarlet that coated his hands, his knife, his clothes. The mouth of the reptilian hilt was red through and through, like the little metal beast had just messily devoured something. In some twisted way, it had. 
James let out a sound that was something between a sob and an animalistic whine, and Peter’s gaze flicked down. 
“Ah, you’re awake!” He lifted the knife, twirling it between two fingers. “Now, I hope you remember the rules, because it’s your turn again.” 
His turn. As if they were playing cards. James couldn’t speak, couldn’t even nod. It had to be over. He couldn’t take any more of this slow slicing. It had to be over. 
“I think you know what I’m going to ask you,” Peter continued in a singsong voice. James only stared up at him. His vision was swimming. He had to stay conscious long enough. He had to be able to say the word, just one word. 
“Can I cut off your hand?”
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Clarity 


Asleep and awake interchanged so quickly James no longer knew which was which. Both were dark and foggy and full of pain. He began to dread even those short bursts of true unconsciousness; they only meant he’d have to come back to awareness and get used to the agony all over again. His limbs ached endlessly, his body shook, his arm was on fire. All he wanted was for it to stop, to crawl out of his skin and never come back, but nothing would even so much as take his mind off it. His whole world was pain, the pull of the ropes, the memory of Peter’s sadistic little smile. The only freedom he could imagine was death, and even that was beginning to sound sweet. 
In his moments of clarity, James found himself wishing Peter had seen fit to kill him in the battle that lost him the ship. Wouldn’t that have been easier? Wouldn’t that have been kinder? Better to die unbound, on his feet, a sword in his hand. Better to die as captain. 
James had no conception of how long it had been since the little golden knife had first left its sheath. And how long had it been since he’d been able to glimpse the horizon, the blue of the sea? Time didn’t matter anymore, had no consequence. There was no time, there was only the fever of sleep and the haze of wakefulness. He cried for water, for morphine, for someone to shoot him and be done with it. The latter two requests were ignored, and so he continued the cycle, now and then rising into moments of awareness, only to be swiftly pulled back under the waves. 
After one such spell of peaceful nothingness, James woke to find himself in a bed. Well, sort of a bed. A mat had been placed between him and the wooden floor, a blanket draped over him to form a barricade between his body and the cool sea air. Whoever had done it even had the decency to untie him. Between his next bouts of unconsciousness, he was aware of bandages being changed, the abrasions from the rope being cleaned, water being poured down his throat in a trickle. 
Somewhere deep beneath the fog of delirium and pain, this scared him. 
Peter was trying to keep him alive. Why was Peter trying to keep him alive? The thought added dread to his waking moments and turned his fever dreams to terror. In them, Peter would cut into him again. His leg, his throat, or most often, his hand. Only this time, it kept growing back. 

      ***Gradually, the fire that enveloped his arm began to cool, his thoughts becoming more lucid. The next time he was visited by whoever had taken to caring for him, he was awake. 
Esme Jedediah, Jeddy to the crew of The Scarlet Merry, swung the door open, a bowl in her hand and a roll of





OEBPS/cover.jpeg
—12 Months of Whump—

Never, Never

Callie Taylor






OEBPS/images/d7f56e39-f7a8-4b2a-a746-768bd5f70451.png







