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Far out in
the ocean, where the water is
as blue as the prettiest cornflower, and as clear as crystal, it is
very, very deep; so deep, indeed, that no cable could fathom it:
many church steeples, piled one upon another, would not reach from
the ground beneath to the surface of the water above. There dwell
the Sea King and his subjects. (…)


CHAPTER ONE.

 THE RUNAWAY GROOM.






Well, hello there. Here we are
again. It’s been a while.

(Or hasn’t. I
don’t know. Time is
confusing.)

You must be
wondering what exactly are we
doing here? After all, for all we know,
Albus and Franz got their happy ending. Al was crowned, they got
married, have been fucking like rabbits, lived happily ever after.
What is more to tell?

Quite a lot, actually.

The truth is: though their tale is over, our story has
barely begun. If anything, there are still many mysteries yet to be
unfold, such as: what is the Neverland’s Chase? Who are
the competitors? What is the ultimate prize?

And, most importantly. The
one question to rule them all...

What the hell happened to
Freya Nightingale’s ex-future
husband?






* * *






A
couple of weeks before Coronation
Day in Nix…

...A young man found
himself troubled with worries over his own position in the throne,
and the burden that came with being a prince.

Eridan Seaworth, the
young prince in question, was no other
than the first born son of Your Majesty Erwin Seaworth, Lord of the
Famerï Islands and Morissey’s Keep, Sworn King of the Lands of
Aecor. As the future heir of the kingdom, Eridan had been told from
an early age that it was his duty to find a suitable wife –
preferably one with good bearing hips –, marry her and maintain the
bloodline going. Now, at the age of twenty-four, it had become
clear that he could not delay his obligations any
longer.

It was time to tie the
knot.

For
that, there was no such thing as a lack
of candidates: at their doorstep, princesses and ladies from all
corners of the Civilized World had started to line up. Monarchs and
representatives from the Seven Kingdoms, Three Sultanates, Four
Nations and Free Republics had sent their finest and brightest for
the young man’s hand – such as Lady Astrid, second daughter of the
Baron of Hvedsen, and lady Kaya, future sultana of Aktsu. Even Lady
Cosima had decided to try her luck, hoping that perhaps Eridan
would open-minded enough (not many men around those parts would
take for a queen a princess anointed a prince at birth,
unfortunately).

At home, Eridan’s father
was thrilled with all the possibilities (and the political connections such marriage would bring
him). His mother, worried sick about the outcome; and his little
siblings, jumping out of their mind in excitement. All in all, the
whole entourage was in a tizzy.

Except for, y’know, Eridan
himself.

Danny was never too keen
on marriages, y’see – especially arranged
ones. Sure his parents were happy with theirs, and kept saying he’d
eventually come to love his new wife like they had each other, but
the prospect of getting stuck with someone he had never seen before
– and for the rest of his life, no less – was... well,
scary, to
say the least.

The chosen one could be a
girl with a completely different personality than his own; a
woman with a totally different life perspective.
Who could guarantee him they’d get along? Who could guarantee he’d
be lucky like his dad, to get paired up with an angel like Lady
Margali?

(His sister had also made
sure to point out the possibility of her being hideous, but
physical attraction was the least of his concerns – after all, what
would be the point of she being stunning
outside if her insides were rotten? Some of the most beautiful
people he had ever met, such as Prince Étienne Pelletier, were
shallower than a puddle of rainwater.)

For those reasons, he’d
been trying to convince his father there was no need for him to take a wife any time soon. The king
himself was still young and healthy; well, alright, neither ‘young’
nor ‘healthy’ but he was still alive, so really – there was no need
to rush things for his son.

Lord Erwin, of course,
was having none of that.

A couple of
days before Lord Hamish Dayspring sent Charles
Ravenswood to the forest to kill his nephew, the ruler of Aecor
took his son to the throne room to give him the news that his
future wife would be coming to visit sometime soon.

That’s where our story begins.






* * *






“B-but father…”

“No.”

“But–”

“I said
no,
Eridan!”

Lord Erwin’s voice
sounded like thunder, an echo that boomed
through the empty chamber like the roar of a storm. Atop of his
golden throne, the king of Aecor looked down on the young man knelt
under his shadow with uncontained expectation – almost counting the
seconds before he finally snapped.

Until then, Eridan – the
aforementioned young man – had done his best to stay humble and
keep his cool; head lowered and teeth gritted shut, he’d tried to be reasonable with his father,
measuring his words and being as polite as one could under those
conditions, even if every new rebuttal and every new refusal made
his insides seethe with rage. “You’re not even listening to me!
Please!”

“I have heard your
little excuses for arguments about a hundred
times over the last six years”, the king stirred his short legs,
arms folded tightly against his chest. “It’s enough. There is
nothing else to be said. You cannot toy with me any
longer.”

“But – but if you could just – if you could just give
me more
time…”

“More time!” Lord Erwin
jeered, and his laughter scared away the crows on the windowsills.
“And what for? What other ‘quest’ could you have to keep yourself
from fulfilling your obligations?”

Eridan swallowed
hard; his brain already working at full speed.
He knew he had to pull of something – anything – good enough to
satisfy his father, otherwise…well, otherwise he’d have a faith
worse than death. Marriage!

Lord Erwin had been
looking for a chance of forcing him to
tie the knot with some random princess since he was eighteen, but
up to then Danny had managed to successfully dodge the situation by
coming up with the most absurd (and time-consuming) quests you
could possibly imagine – which included, but was not limited to,
becoming the youngest captain of Aecor’s Marine Forces,
reconquering the Lost Necklace of Yohjen, finding the missing
jewels of Queen Edvig’s circlet and, of course, freeing the
kidnapped triplets of Albion from the hands of a bunch of pirates
before their father, Lord Rickard, lost all his kingdom’s gold on
paying the ransom.

Sadly for our prince, however,
there were no more impossible tasks to be faced and he was not
required anywhere else but on his own kingdom.

(Also his
father had put the whole palace in lockdown, so
he couldn’t really
leave.)

“So?” Lord Erwin
asked, leaning back on his throne. He
made no effort of hiding his pleasure.

“I… I could…
perhaps…”

“You could perhaps
get married!” he shouted. “I’m not getting any younger, boy, and I
wish to see my grandchildren before Hephrys comes to take me
away.”

“Ah – hm – w-what about
Erzebeth? She – she could give you grandchildren.”

“She is
fourteen!”

So was mum,
but that didn’t stop you, he considered
saying, but his guts told him to shut it, so he chose to bite his
tongue instead. No reason to drag Betsy into the whole ordeal –
especially given that the odds of his sister actively
wanting to
give the king grandchildren were as good as…

…well,
Eridan’s.

“You are going to
marry Lady Freya, of the Nightingale
family”, Lord Erwin declared, standing up. His legs were weak –
barely capable of keeping up with his weight – but that never
stopped him before. “She’ll come to visit in a week or
so.”

“Wait – it’s already
decided?!” he jumped back on his feet,
bug-eyed. “I don’t have a saying on at least who I will
marry?”

Erwin stopped
briefly, leaning against his cane. “Not really,
no.”

“This is not
fair!”

“Life’s not fair, son”,
the king assured. “It’s sad and unjust and devious, and
it’s good that you learn that from an early
age.”

“This cannot be
happening”, Eridan muttered, burying his face on his
hands.

“But it is!” Lord Erwin
assured, with a delighted tone of mockery. “And you should consider
yourself lucky – Lady Freya’s mother and
I didn’t even want you two to meet before the ceremony, it was
Margali and her father who insisted otherwise.”

“And has – has Lady Freya
agreed to this?”

The King shrugged. “Does it
matter?”

“Yes! This is
outrageous!”

“And yet there is nothing
you can do about it”, Erwin chuckled,
hitting Eridan’s shoulder with the fishhead-shaped handle of his
cane.

Eridan pushed him away,
blood pumping on his ears. “We’ll see about that”, he spat
out, shortly before storming out of the
room; the great doors of the throne chamber slammed behind his
back, sealing away that last challenge that would soon come to
haunt both father and son.






* * *






“Lord Eridan, w-where are
you go–? Lord Eridan!” Benjamin yelped, panting, as he chased off
after the prince – who’d just then sneaked out of his room through
his window, using his sheets as a rope and his bed as an
anchor.

Eridan had been hoping no
one would notice him escaping –
especially not the two bloodhounds they called guards his father
had put in front of his room to ‘watch over him’. Sadly for Danny,
however, he could not avoid the watchful eye of young Benji; his
ever-so-faithful valet was like a shadow, and nothing ever went
past him.

It was annoying as hell.

“I’m leaving, Benny –
that’s not such a hard concept to grasp,
is it?” Eridan grunted, trying to out-run him to the
stables.

“But your
father–!”

“My father said I’m not
supposed to leave the premises, yes, I’m
aware of that”, he huffed. “But he’s not here to stop me, and I
really don’t care.”

“You can get in
trouble, milord!”

“Not if you don’t
tell.”

“Then I may get
whipped!”

“Nonsense –
mother would never allow that. In fact, I’m sure
Betsy would rather smother father with a pillow before letting him
touch you again”, Eridan laughed. He paced through the empty
gardens, kicking away some of the melting snow that still refused
to thaw, pilling under the trees and turning half the grass white.
The snowmen Erzebeth and Ennis had tried – and failed – to build
could be spotted here and there, horrible and disfigured;
button-eyes sliding down their melting faces, carrot-noses being
picked apart by birds.

Eridan thought there was
a fundamental moral behind that, but he
couldn’t quite figure out what it was.

“Besides, you should not
fret”, he continued, pushing those thoughts out of the way. “Nothing bad is gonna happen to
me.”

“But where do you intend
to go? To the villages? To some other kingdom?”

“To the
sea”, he said, with a sigh. At the
entrance of the stables, he turned around, staring at the
horizon.

His family’s
palace stood at the peak of a mountain,
protected by nothing but grey brick walls that clogged the view of
the ocean – still, he could feel it, in every gust of wind
that blew away his hair or in the sound of waves crashing against
the gorge.

The water had
always been the only place where Eridan
felt at home; more so than on his own palace. It was where his mind
was at peace, even for just a while. If he truly was meant to marry
someone, he’d choose the ocean for a bride. There would be no
better suitors.

“There’s a storm heading our way, milord”, Ben reminded, vexed.
Against his better judgement, he helped saddle up Riptide, Eridan’s
stallion. “The sky is getting darker by the minute, it wouldn’t be
wise–”

“Don’t be such a scaredy
cat, Benji”, Eridan sneered. “What’s a
little drizzle for an old man o’ the sea?”






* * *






To be honest, it wasn’t
so much of a drizzle, but rather the second
biggest storm to hit the eastern side of Aevra in the last
forty-something years. Coming from the deeps of the Nerisian Sea,
it would wash over Aecor with a fury, making its way West until it
eventually hit Nix, just before Albus Dayspring was ambushed by
Charles Ravenswood on a cleaning of the Grimm Forest.

But Eridan didn’t
know any of that.

In fact, he seemed
completely oblivious to the storm as a
whole. Riding his horse down the hill – his palace becoming nothing
but a blur behind his back – Danny completely ignored the wind
whistling in his ears, burning cold; or how it froze every hair on
his body, biting at the tip of his fingers ‘til they turned blue.
The only thing that mattered to him was getting away from his
father and that horrible marriage, by any means
necessary.

And by that, of course,
he meant boarding the Highblood’s Revenge.

It was a thing of beauty, his ship; and the sight of its
shadow towering the smaller boats at the centre of Derketo’s wharf
was enough to make him sigh in relief. Eridan himself had helped
put it together since he was thirteen, but his father would not
allow him to man it before he was of age – and after that, only
when he rose to Captain.

Lord Erwin had thought it
would take his son at least a good ten years to get to the position.

It took Eridan two.

They had gone through bad
and worse together, but for Danny the
good ol’ HR was like a part of his soul – there was no way it would
ever leave him in the lurch. As he pulled back the anchor and
stirred it away from the harbour, it didn’t occur to him he was
about to be proven wrong.


CHAPTER TWO.


THE PEARL OF THE SEA.


While Eridan adventured himself on the untameable tides of
the Nerisian Sea, someone
else was about to run off on their own –
another young prince, whose fate too was about to be changed
forever. He, however, lived far, far away from the greyish lands
of Aecor.

Miles below sea level, to be
more precise.

Many didn’t
know, but there was a city hidden deep,
deep, deep under the salty green waters of that ocean; behind
multi-coloured coral reefs, past mazes of sea caves and broken
hulls of sunken ships, beyond the rifts where sleeping krakens lay,
at the very bottom of a pit no man had ever dared to visit. It was
older than the castles and fortresses built by the Snow Queen
during her reign, or the first records of Electra’s Library; the
gold and the silver of its structure, purer than anything the
dwarves of Xrysos had touched in their short lives. Carefully
sitting inside a magic bubble that averted the human eye, Thálassa
– the capitol of the Merpeople Empire – was a beacon of light for
all life beneath; and every life there was under protection of Lady
Kendra Maelstrom, Queen of the Four Wild Seas.

But it’s not about
her we’re here to talk about. It’s in her
twins we’re really interested.

Indifferent
to the storm approaching fast above them, Aegeus
and Nerissa were busy with their own affairs – stuck at their
palace’s ceremonial chambers, the dynamic duo was going through
their usual morning sessions with Dorian, the kingdom’s High Bishop
and Master of Arcane Arts. ‘Morning sessions’ would be wrong term,
I’m afraid, given that there was virtually no difference between
day and night where they lived. ‘Daily’ would apply
better.

Not that it mattered, anyway.
Aegi wasn’t really paying attention.

“Aegeus!
Again?!”
Dorian complained, hammering his crosier against Aegi’s head.
“Focus!”

The ball of water Aegi
had – unsuccessfully – managed to
condescend and turn into ice popped before him, dissipating. “I’m
sorry, Bishop”, the young merman cried out, massaging his
forehead.

“It’s the third
time you fail this task this week,” he
said, not bothering to hide his disappointment. “What’s going on in
that head of yours?”

“Nothing”, he
muttered, shyly.

“Maybe he’s thinking
about the surface world again”, Nerissa taunted, her own icy globe floating inches away from her
nose.

“No, I’m not!”

“Yes you
a-re!”

“Am not!”

“Is too!”

“Am not!”

“Is too!”

“Alright, enough!” Dorian
ordered, and his voice made the tides
snap around their ears. “How old are you two? This is not the kind
of behaviour I expect!”

“Sorry
Bishop”, they muttered in unison,
lowering their heads in shame.

“It’s clear that we won’t
be getting any work done here today”, he
said, turning away from them. He snapped his fingers, and the door
at the back of the room swam open with a bang! “You are dismissed –
but I’d like a word with you before you go, Aegeus.”

“You’re gonna
get sc-o-olded,” Nessy crooned, poking
him in the ribs. Aegi gave her the tongue, but it only made her
grin grow wider.

Dorian waited for Nerissa
to leave the room before addressing her
brother. He stood in front of the window, tall and strong, the
tribal tattoos that swirled around his arms and bare shoulders
glistening in the poorly lit room. Like most merpeople, the Bishop
had a figure that strongly resembled the land-dwellers meters
above; no wonder many thought mankind had come from the seas. The
differences between the two kinds were, however, remarkable: the
greyish tone of merkin’s skin, the gills at both sides of their
necks and ribcages, the fins in-between their fingers,
among… other things –
not that, in Dorian’s
humblest opinion, it made the sea-dwellers inferior. Quite the
contrary.

He cast his
eyes down, admiring the ever-glowing city
below. The Maelstrom’s palace, fondly nicknamed ‘the Pearl of the
Sea’, had been built at the concave of two mountains, and it didn’t
take long for communities of Merpeople to spread around it –
families who wanted nothing more than the peace and quiet under the
Queen’s shadow, a place to allow their kids to grow safe. Down on
the streets, tadpoles played on the meadows of seagrass and the
kelp forests grew free.

It was a
non-violent, utopian society that had
stayed – except for a handful of ‘hiccups’, as nowhere was perfect,
after all – as such for most of the last hundreds of tides, and
soon in the future the safety of it all would be at the hands of
Aegeus, the oldest child and, therefore, official heir.

And that was
what concerned the Bishop the most.

“You have not been very
dedicated to your role lately, Aegi”, Dorian said, drumming his
fingers on the windowsill. “Is it true?
What your sister said? Surely it must be something
else.”

Aegeus didn’t answer at
first. He had never been a particularly
good liar.

“I’m sorry, Bishop”, he
muttered, a third time.

“Since when has
apologising solved anything?” Dorian didn’t sound angry, but it didn’t
stop his voice from hitting Aegeus’ ears like a whip. “I’ve told
you time and time again how important your learning is, yet still
you take your lessons as a joke.”

“I did not
mean to”,
Aegi mumbled, picking at his nails. “It’s just that – I don’t much
see the point of it, that’s all.”

“The
point of what?”

“You know, this.
Learning magic.”

“That’s why I don’t teach
you ‘magic’, boy.”

“Yeah, well; magic, the
‘arcane arts’, whatever. It’s all just
the sa–”

There was a snap, and
Aegeus’ tongue was quickly glued to the
roof of his mouth.

“The Arcane
Ways are as much the same to magic as a bird is
to a fish”, Dorian corrected. “As I’ve told you before – a scholar
of the Arcane does not wish to learn how to change the world or
bent it to their image and likeness, as a sorcerer would do.
Rather, the focus of our studies is to understand the forces behind
it. To be one with it, one with the elements. If a storm hits the
shore, a witch tries to banish it, or change its path – a druid, on
the other hand, desires nothing more than to–”

“Understand its
course, yeah, I remember that”, Aegeus
completed, with a groan.

“If you did, then perhaps
– as the future King – you should try a little harder to show me
you grasp the concept.”

“I do! But… it
seems so pointless”, he sighed, throwing
his hands upwards. “You just said, I’m going to be the King, right?
And when I do, I’m gonna get mum’s crown. It will give me those
wicked powers over the ocean all on its own, so why do I need to
spend so much time studying?”

Dorian left out a little
snort, rolling eyes; the corner of his
lips twisted in a smile. The attitude reminded him a lot of the
boy’s mother – she, too, had been stubborn and annoying when it
came to take her classes. They had studied together, back when the
Arcane Ways were still a big part of the kingdom’s life; when the
waters had been filled with turmoil and Thálassa needed druids to
protect its barriers.

She had thought, with the
crown, she could do anything, without realising that ultimate
power also needed ultimate
control.

“Aeebe’s
crown will give you power over the seas,
that much is true”, he said, turning around. “But that is just what
it will do – give you
power. If you don’t know how to control
it, how to be one
with the water…”

He flinched for a second, and right before Aegeus’ eyes, vanished
in a gush of bubbles. It took the young merman a second to realise
he was now right behind him, but by then his staff had already hit
the back of his head with a loud bang!

“…then there is
no point in wearing the crown at
all.”

“Holy shrimp! How did you
do that?!”

“I learnt to become one
with the water. You’d know how to do it if you had been paying
attention to class”, he nagged. “Don’t make that face to me, you
little codfish, you know I’m right.”

Aegi cringed, his
shoulders shrinking in. Why was the Bishop always so mean to him?

Dorian was quick to
notice the pouty face, brushing the tadpole’s hair with a
half-smile. “I know this upsets you, but you have to realise – once
you become King, your whole world is
going to expand. This little bubble where we live is just the
beginning; once the crown is yours, every little corner of the
ocean will open itself for you. You’ll become its protector. You’ll
be in charge of every life in your mother’s empire, the good ones…
and the bad.”

A chill went up Aegeus’
spine. “You don’t mean… the leviathans?”
he asked, tiny grey eyes growing twofold.

The leviathans were ancient creatures. Over a thousand tides
ago, before Jabberwocky’s chains were broken, the Father of All
Dragons gave birth to hundreds of beasts; from his cave on the far
side of the Aegean Sea, they rose, spreading to the far corners of
the Civilized World, terrorizing everything on their path – the
event later called The Stirring. Some of those dragons spread their
wings and flew off, while others…

Others had
preferred to crawl below water, hiding
away in the darkest and deepest grottos, where they could sleep in
peace. On the grounds above, their brothers and sisters were slayed
or chained up, while they remained idle to the wars, grooming
themselves in strength and size – some blooming as mighty and tall
as the Pearl itself, their tails easily capable of wrapping around
it and snapping the building in half.

They were lucky the four
beasts were still hibernating, but it
didn’t stop the merpeople from fearing what would happen if they
were to wake up; that was why the waters had to be kept as steady
and calm as the pace of the turtles, as nobody quite knew what
would take to bring those monsters out of their vegetative
state.

The one to wear Aeebe’s
crown was the one supposed to keep up
with the task at all costs – the Maelstrom clan, that is. Aegeus
had seen his mother in action once, when she rode a giant whirlpool
out of a leviathan’s way.

It had
been almost as scary as it was
magnificent.

“But – but mum is
still alive and kicking, though, isn’t
she?” he whimpered. “I mean – there’s no reason for hastiness yet,
right?”

“Yes, but you should
be prepared anyway”, Dorian advised,
resting his hands on the youngster’s shoulder. “Nobody knows what
may happen tomorrow. The tides are unpredictable, and so are the
lives of those that swim in it.”

That sounded like an ill
omen. Aegi’s fins quivered. “I don’t even
have my stripes yet”, he muttered, putting his hands over the
Bishop’s. The tip of his fingers traced the tattoos that curled
around Dorian’s fingers; they retreated, shyly.

“They’ll come”, he
assured. “But you have to remember to clear your mind, to find your
strength in your inner peace. With patience and practice, in due
time they’ll reveal themselves to you. You have greatness within
you, Aegeus; if you put your mind to it, you may even surpass your
sister, and your mother.”

Dorian had meant
for it to come out as
inspirational.

It didn’t really work.

“That sounds like too
much to me”, Aegi said, anxiously.

“I
understand, but as the future
King...”

“I don’t even want to be King!” he snapped,
moving away. “Nessy
does! She is much better at this than me, you
always say that.”

“I never–”

“But you know it
is true! Why can’t she take the
crown?”

“Because you’re the
firstborn. It’s your birthright”, he
muttered, probably sounding bitterer than he should’ve had. He also
didn’t deny Aegi any further. “Your family’s responsibilities – it
has been so since the beginning of our kind. There’s… there’s no
way of escaping your destiny. What else could you do if not accept
it?”

Aegeus turned to the
window. The corner of his lips twitched;
he could think of a couple of things.


* * *


Aegi had always been in
love with the human world.

He knew it wasn’t the
wisest thing: his mum had told him a
dozen times how vicious and ruthless and just downright
terrible the human race was, and how they killed the marine life for
fun; the Palace’s guards and the Bishop warned him he shouldn’t
wander too far off the enchanted bubble, gods only knew what could
be lurking out there; and Nessy was always mocking him for it – she
didn’t even bother doing it behind his back.

Still, whenever they
weren’t looking, he’d sneak away to watch
the lives passing by upstairs; over-hearing what he could of the
sailors on cruising boats, or scavenging what he could of the trash
of sunken ships.

He’d gone as far as
learning their languages – or as much as he could
figure out, anyway – mimicking their
customs to himself in front of the mirror. Not, of course, that he
had any hopes of ever being a part of that world – he lacked the
proper ears and lungs and finless fingers; and perhaps a bit
of tintness
in his skin.

Humans were so diverse, going from axolotl-pink to the most
beautiful brownish undertones, while his kin was fated to live in
shades of grey.

Surely he knew all that –
yet, as the pressure of his duties weighted heavier over his
shoulder, his heart longed more and more
for a life out of the sea. To run away, without looking back. When
he left the chambers that day and noticed the absence of guards
patrolling the corridors, that aching in his chest grew
stronger.

So, instead of doing the
reasonable thing and taking the turn to
his own chambers, he went ahead and slipped through the
backdoor.

It was a bold move,
one could argue. Dumb, some would say.
Definitely idiotic, Nerissa would point out later. For Aegi,
though, it was the right one.

He swam upstream,
feeling the water rush past him with
ferocity. The sea was restless, fish nowhere to be seen.
Has the storm arrived
yet?, he wondered, as lights flashed off
far ahead.

The moment Aegeus hit the
surface was the moment lightning struck the hull of the
Highblood’s
Revenge, sending it spiralling out of
control.

On board, Eridan tried to
keep it steady – a battle long since
lost. The harsh winds slashed through the sails like the wings of a
harpy, murderous, uncontrollable; it ripped the mast off of its
hinges, tearing down everything on his path.

Danny got out of the way just in time to avoid getting crushed
underneath.

A small victory against the
wrath of the tempest.

He’s gonna
die, Aegeus thought, in horror, as the
waves washed over the vessel, throwing the prince around like a
raggedy doll.

Water
had broken through the hull, pouring
inside the ship, pulling it down to the bottom of the sea. The man
inside – now barely a boy again – had begun praying to Lady Dea; if
not to be saved, then at least for a quick death.

From the goddess herself
he’d get neither, but one of her
grandchildren would do the deed. When the waves swallowed
the Highblood’s
Revenge whole, knocking its captain out,
the young merman dove to his rescue.


* * *


If anyone has ever told you that saving someone from drawing
whilst fighting a rage-filled storm is easy, Aegi can assure you
they were lying.

He got to Eridan
before he could get in too deep, wrapping
his arms around him like a sack of potatoes. The prince had slammed
his head hard against a pointy edge of his ship, painting the sea
crimson as the merman dragged him to the nearest shore.

“Come on, you’re not dying on me!” Aegeus cried
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