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Prologue
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In a far off/parallel universe with planets unlike and yet similar to earth in many ways with people as odd and different as can be. There was one planet called Eleein. This planet had a history of war and oppression where the countries had warred until one of the kings conquered all other countries. Eleein was controlled by a king who was titled the Bright God or God King by everyone on the planet. The Bright God king believed he should be treated as a god and given the proper respect as one. Everyone on his planet treated him as god. But the Elishians also believed they were demigods, above other beings in this universe.

The universe was a deep place. The many planets were set up with hastily made space plans and agreements. Eleein had learned to go out into space before all the rest. The rest of the planets, one by one, had to quickly learn about space and universe travel enough to protect themselves from the raging of the Elishians from Eleein. Some of the planets learned how to go out in space, others had not.

There were many planets during this time that had learned about the solar system, universe, transportation across space, and possibilities for trading with other planets for different material. Because transportation had only been going on for a couple of decades, there had been no rules or safety for trade. Their transportation consisted of sailing ships or boats with little rigging, 2-3 sails, one mast, two machines or engines. One engine was for pushing them up into space and the other was to create a breathable bubble around the ship when sailing. These ships would use the sails to catch what was called Ragorak, a colorful yet invisible wind no one could see or feel unless they had special sight. Regardless, everyone knew the Ragorak existed, a force to help the machines move the ships through space.

A point of contention among the planets was how people from different planets aged differently from each other. Some planet species aged slower than others. They all agreed with the age around 15-25 years individuals became adults though they may only live to 50 years and others to billions of years.

The universe was a new place full of thieves, explorers, and conquerors. The Elishian’s Bright God King was an ancient conqueror. The God King had all his trusted advisors and generals as demigods to control each conquered planet. The Elishians society was based on a caste system, with each tier providing them with the rules for what to do. Each tier got lower and lower until it was no more than just scavengers at the bottom. The Elishians followed this structured system of rules and hierarchy, rarely deviating.

The planets had all fought back as best they could, but the Elishians took them over one planet at a time. The only ones who had not been taken over yet were in the far reaches. Those who had turned to piracy to survive, staying free of the Elishians. However, some of the pirates who banded together fell away as the Elishians killed them. The planets across the universe had banded together, following their own king. The head planet was called Tratoris. The opposing king attempted to build a wall, but died. His daughter Mariah took his place. There was one planet in the midst of the Elishians stronghold,  the Ragoran that had turned to piracy and was laying low to survive.

But the Elishian God King had not been seen for quite some time and most of the Elishian forces had fallen back or vanished at the beginning of the war. Though the Elishian force was still in control of most all the universe, one of the mysteries was where the God King and his forces were.

Norridia was one of the conquered planets. The Elishians left an outpost and some officials to continue running the planet. Norridia was mostly a water based planet with isles and islands. The isles were rocky and green, but no food grew there. The islands were bright, where all the food mostly grew. But the islands had volcanoes, which had provided the environment for food. The main landmass was called Drasgolia. The isles and islands had all originally been banded together in separate groups. They were a culture of sailors, pirates, and free-spirited people. When the Elishians came, they changed to a more civilized culture. The women wore skirts, no longer sailing on the ships. The men followed a more structured society, no longer trading but using coin.

Those of Norridia were men and women with what looked like fox or wolf tails. They had two sets of ears, one human set and one fox set. They had sharp teeth and inch long talon-ed like claws. They were a culture with rituals to continue their species. Most of the way of life for those on Norridia was on ships. Entire families running ships together and multiple ships making Eliesses or agreements.

The sailors had to follow the rules of working for a king. Though their culture did not have kings except for the king of the landmass. The isles and islands had all traded and stole from each other before, but with the rise of the Elishians, they were forced to send their own people as slaves as well as the food and materials. The Norridians had to follow the Elishian rule.

Some of the Norridian pirates left the planet to stay free while others hid among the people for the time. Though, with the Elishians taking over the rest of the universe, not much was spent on further control of Norridia.  Although, there were others from the universe who wanted to take over Norridia such as nearby planets. On Norridia the isles were the last of the pirate safe havens. The islands had banded together to join the Elishians and were running rampant with their control.
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Part One

Born In The Wrong Time
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The day was clear, the ship deck warm against bare feet. The brine of the salt water clung to the deck after the storm they had just sailed through. The crew were an assortment of men from a couple different isles and islands. They were pirates and con-men. Men who had been outcast from society. They had been forced into this situation. Only the strong survived the Elishians demands. However, they were all rattled from the storm. Stratton could see the disgruntled looks, could guess their thoughts. Their captain was insane. The storm had been a five point storm, there was no way they would have survived if not for dumb luck. Their captain had insisted they sail through the storm. Remarkably, the ship hadn’t been torn apart.

The ship was called the Fisherman's Quay and was an oddly built thing. Instead of one, it had two booms. It was also inlaid with a metal sheet of some kind for the inside of the hull. It was able to traverse into space as well as sail the seas. With the use of some chains and rocks to create a magnetic resistance against the planet's core, The Quay could sail them to space. It was a small ship and only required a crew of about 20 to 30 people.

Stratton was the bosun, the representative and speaker for the crew. He knew the captain was not to be trusted. The ship was funky in and of itself. But the captain was blind. There was no way the man was able to safely traverse through the universe or the world. Especially not a storm. The captain was a young, blind prankster. There was nothing the man could take serious. He and the crew  had reached a consensus. The captain didn’t know how to do this. They would not stand to keep the man as captain. But the fish in the hold was worth good money. He was loath to give up the chance at money. There was almost no money with the Elishians monopolizing the world. It was time to take control of the ship for their safety.

He had managed to talk to most of the crew. He had them on his side for the take over, they would back his mutiny. They were all worried and easily swayed, especially after the storm. He walked across the deck toward the captain. The blind fool stood near the wheel, going over some charts. The captain stood on the upper deck, a light smile on his lips. Dressed lightly due to the warmth, clothes billowing in the wind. The man was not even concerned after putting the crew through so much danger.

He had been told the plan. They would drop the fish off at market. But before going to the market, the captain had wanted to stop by the Isle of Tegara to meet with an old friend. He and the crew felt this was not a chance they wanted to take in losing their fish and thus their money. Now was the perfect time for his mutiny. They were close enough to the isle, they had cover. He rolled his shoulders, muscles ready for the fight.

Stratton watched as the crew got into position. Sweat glistened off of the backs and shoulders of the men. The only person he had not talked to was the first mate. He did not think the first mate would put up much of a fight. The first mate was on the main deck, the tall and large man was usually silent and almost always broody. The first mate’s dark hair was loose among both sets of ears. Eyes shifting around the deck. He would talk with the first mate later, when there was no choice.

He walked up the stairs to the upper deck, slowly and with purpose. The captain stopped talking as the man at the wheel took a step back. The captain obviously sensed the seriousness of the situation. The captain brought his head up, fox ears swiveling to where Stratton was coming up behind him. The captain turned to Stratton and tilted his head to the side in an unspoken question.

“Captain Mourer Lynon Troungra. I am here to speak for the crew.” Stratton said in a strong booming voice.

Mourer gave him a confused smirk, “Indeed, ye are the Bosun and in charge of the crew. I would expect no less.”

“Do not mock me!” He snapped, “We have decided ye are unsafe and unfit to be captain. Ye will be thrown off this ship, willingly or no.”

Mourer's smirk slowly faded. He turned his head to face Stratton and the rest of the crew one by one. He worked to change the dilation of his eyes trying to make the sailors feel he was looking at them. “And ye all feel this way do ya?” He stopped at the man at the wheel who would not meet his gaze. He found this humorous as he was blind.

“Aye we do,” Stratton said with authority as the rest of the crew coursed in. He turned back to Stratton with annoyance and what was turning into rage. He could feel the tenseness of his muscles. Stratton squared his own shoulders and stood up tall, “We all ask ye to step down or we will run ye through.”

Mourer took a step toward Stratton and then a side step to come down the stairs. The crew all sneered at him. He noticed his first mate, Cairn, had vanished. He could have used some backing. But it probably wouldn’t have done any good. It would have just been the two of them. He tried to sidle his way to his cabin. But the crew blocked his way to the captain's cabin. “This is MY ship.”

“Not anymore it isn't.” Stratton said from behind him.

“And I will not be allowed to even take my things from my room.”

“No.” Stratton was firm.

They all brought out their pistols and short swords. Aiming at him, Stratton said, “Ye will have to jump off here.”

They had been steering up a river on the Isle of Tegara. The river led up to where he had been planning on meeting his friend. The trees were overhanging and the hills formed the isle. With the trees, it made it hard to see or move beyond a yard. The nearest town was several miles away, down toward the beach.

He flicked his ears around, glancing off the side of the ship. Though he was blind, he still made an effort to aim his head or eyes in the direction others needed in order to understand what he was thinking. “This is not a place where one can make a good way back ta town.”

“I don't think we care. That is yer problem. Now off ye go.”

Mourer was jabbed at until he got up onto the railing. He swiveled his ears around, looking for Cairn, but could not find him. Where on Norridia was his first mate? The crew closed in on him and one of the riggers pushed him off the ship.

He fell. The men could hear the splash as he landed in the water. He could hear Stratton shout “Heave to. We have port to make and fish to sell.”

The crew bustled about and the ship sped along it's way. Mourer swam underwater towards the bank. He sputtered as he reached the surface. He moved his ears to glance back at his ship, which was slowly vanishing into the fog as it continued on it's way. He crawled up onto the bank with a bit of a leap and stood up sopping wet. Huffing, he wrung his sashes out.

“Damn pirates!” Mourer muttered to himself. This was the 12th time he had been mutinied against this year. He usually saw it coming, but he had thought these men would be more trustworthy. What a lie that was. Usually in these situations, he was able to get to his cabin. He had built and designed his lady, The Quay. It was designed so he could hold the ship against a mutiny single-handedly. If only he had seen it coming.

“Bloody, freakin’, con-men...” He rambled on as he trudged through the jungle. It would take him some time, but he would be able to make it to the upper portion of the mountain. Hopefully he was dry enough when he got to the tavern. It would also be helpful if his friend had got there early, because he could sure use the assistance.
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Aboard The Quay, Cairn had slipped into the captain's cabin during the mutiny. Mourer was so optimistic sometimes, yet always verging on insanity. He wasn’t sure why Mourer believed the crew would be OK going through the storm. He had noticed the crewmen talking in hushed whispers, the conversations always ending when he arrived. The crew knew he and Mourer got along well. More likely Stratton knew he would have sided against the crew.
He had sailed with the captain long enough to know the ship, maps and fishing gear were the most important items. Mourer would kill everyone just to get his things back. He wasn’t as stupid as Stratton. Mourer could be dangerous. In fact, Mourer had a reputation for those who knew. Mourer had been doing better though. He couldn’t remember the last time he had seen Mourer take the scalp of the idiots in their lives.

Not only did Stratton and the crew have Mourer to deal with, but they had to deal with Mourer’s brothers. Mourer was the youngest of 17 children, most of whom were boys and would assist Mourer with taking the ship back. Not only that, even though Mourer was the runt of the litters, he was also the favored.

Cairn had figured out Mourer had built the ship. And with Mourer being blind, he knew Mourer would have been mutinied against often. It wasn’t a secret. The crew had been antsy ever since they had found out Mourer had been born blind. But The Quay? It had taken Mourer through many adventures. Unfortunately he had been through some of them with Mourer. That was how he had figured out the layout of the ship. Apparently, Mourer could hold the ship from the captain’s cabin long enough for help to arrive.

When he had heard the splash, he knew Mourer was no longer on the ship. He glanced around the captain’s cabin. This was the room to be in to control the ship. Except I don't ken enough about the ship to hold it meself. He sighed in frustration. It was a rush to lock and bar the door. The crew would have no reason to enter until after the fish was sold and they were docking up at Delilah's Tavern. The desk was a cluttered mess, the bed unmade, chests strewn about, the windows at the back wall were dirty.

He started gathering everything he could and putting them into the chests. By the time he was mostly done, the fish had been sold and they were on their way up past Delilah's again.  Shit! I still have to get the fishing gear. He opened the window and pushed down the lower pane. It left the entire window a gaping hole.

The chest made a screeching sound as it was drug across the floor. He glanced up to make sure no one had discovered his hiding place. When there was no poundings on the door, he continued to drag it over to the open windows. He set it up to teeter half outside. He grabbed a chain and hooked all the chests together. Another glance to make sure no one could hear him and he put his boot on the teetering chest. He shoved the chest out the window, the chain taking the rest of the chests with it.

Fishing gear is next. He turned to the bed and found the lever. He pulled it down and the bed went up, bringing with it the guns’ cupboard and fishing drawers from the room below. He hoped no one was down there when he did that. He put all the weaponry and fishing equipment into the last chest and pushed it out the window.

All that was left was the chest on the main deck that held the harpoons, spiked shoes, and gloves. He would have to make a run for it and take it with him if he could. He creaked the door open just a little. The men were all on the far side of the deck looking at the odd docks that just seemed to stop at the land covered by jungle. Stratton and a little less than half the crew could be heard from the top deck. They were in a huge discussion about who should be the next captain.

Most everyone is busy. Dashing to the chest by the main sail, he stayed low. Grabbing the chest, he put all his strength into hauling it toward the captain's cabin as fast as possible. He could see the shambles of boondock houses out of the corner of his eyes. They were almost to where Delilah's Tavern was. He needed to hurry before they ran out of river.

He was almost to the door when a shout went out. He had been spotted. There was no time to see who had saw him. He managed to haul it through the door and slammed the door closed as he saw the crew coming towards him. He pushed whatever he could find in front of the door.

Taking the chest, he opened it to verify it had all the gear. Thank goodness they had not taken anything out of it. Everything was there. He closed it up and pushed it to the window. Mourer had better be happy. These chests were heavy. The fishing gear alone was the heaviest, but it was also worth it’s weight in gold.

He startled when the door cracked. There was a huge split in the wood paneling. One of the crew had grabbed an ax and was chopping the door into pieces. He turned and pushed off. The momentum carried the chest and him into the river below just as the men rushed through the door.

The men screamed in frustration as they realized all the maps and gear were gone. They had been hoping to make money off of it or to use the routes on the maps. They would have to make due as they couldn't see any of the papers or the equipment out in the river. They had no choice but to go back to work. The Quay was about at where the river started with the spring and waterfall. They were running out of waterway so Stratton pulled the magnet lever as he heard the crew scream.

The ship had two hulls inter-laid with each other. In between the two hulls were some large  load-stone rocks. All rocks were in a row and all were connected to chains. With the lever pulled, the chains rattled and dropped the rocks as the weights were pulled up. The rocks were polar opposite to the rocks of the world's core, creating a magnetic push. This pushed the ship up from the water and the further down the rocks were on the hull the higher up they went.

The ship lifted up and sailed through the sky.

Cairn resurfaced in the water. He could hear the shouts of the men as the ship continued on it's way. He swam towards the bank and saw Mourer with a few friends. Mourer was watching the ship leave and then staring back at him in puzzlement.

He sloshed up onto the land and staggered toward them. He growled at Mourer as he came up to them, “Well that was fun.”

Mourer blinked and then stifled a smile as he tilted his head to one of his friends.

Captain Henry Morgan had been Mourer's friend since before Mourer had had his own ship. In fact, Mourer had originally worked on Henry’s ship as the Master Rigger a while back. However, Mourer had been too good at what he did and Morgan had known Mourer would make a better captain. Cairn had been surprised upon learning Morgan had helped Mourer build The Quay from Mourer’s drawings. Though not as surprised as when he had learned Mourer could draw. Mourer’s drawings were very good, even for someone who had sight.

Morgan's first mate snickered at them. Both Mourer and Cairn were soaking. Cairn jerked his arms, spraying water out. Mourer gave the first mate a side eye glare and smirk, earrings swaying with the head movement.

Mourer gave a sigh of defeat as he looked back out in the direction where his ship had yet again vanished into the sky. He could hear some of his brothers walking down the hill toward them. They must have noticed The Quay leave. Without him. He was pissed, his crew had taken his ship. Damnit! Why did everyone in the world have to judge first. His brothers would help him get his ship back. He would never hear the end of it if he lost the harpoons, but they would help him. Another deep breath. He could survive some wayward jokes. He just hoped they would be able to get the harpoons back.  

“Those harpoons are gonna be a pain ta track down.” He found himself muttering. He just knew the men would sell or trade them away.

“They're not on the ship anymore. So I feel like they ain't gonna be that hard to track down.” Cairn said as he groaned, sitting on a stump of some kind.

Mourer paused and blinked while Morgan frowned in confusion. A slow smile spread over his face as he realized what Cairn had been doing. He laughed, “I thought ye had chose their side o'er mine. But ye were gatherin' the supplies and tossing them off the ship!”

“Aye,” Cairn laughed with him. “I wasn't about ta try ta explain it ta yer brothers if we lost ‘em.”

“What all didja manage to get off the ship?”

“Everything.”

Morgan's eyebrows went up in surprise.

“Well then I suppose ye have it under control as I'm sure yer brothers will help ye get yer ship back.” Morgan's deep voice was calm with a hint of laughter under it. Morgan shook his head as he smiled and walked back through the jungle to the well hidden tavern.

“What happened?!” Nate shouted as he hopped down the slight incline and over the bushes to get to Mourer and Cairn as Morgan's crew left. Nate was one of his more laid back brothers.

Mourer shifted his ears back toward the sound and then slightly down as he gave Cairn a shy yet embarrassed and uncertain look. “Ye'll stay then?”

“Yer weird, insane, blind. Ye sail through storms and through the Andromanach's Crags. Ye may be blind, but ye do seem ta see better than most who do see. That and ye respect me decisions and listen ta me when I say yer an idjit.”

He scrunched his nose in annoyance at the last part, “Well ye could probably find another captain who could do that for ye.”

“Aye, but ye could find me, catch whatever ship I'm on, and then really give it ta me then.”

He smirked, almost giving Cairn a disbelieving look. “I suppose, but I wouldn't do that.”

“No, but ye and I get each other better than I've a gotten along with anyone else.”

“Aww, ye got yerself a first mate.” Nate cooed as he slumped onto Mourer's shoulders and grinned at Cairn.

“Ach, go ta hell, Nate.” Cairn said as he got up and made his way past them.

“Where'd yer ship go, though,” Nate looked at Mourer. “Wait! What about the harpoons?”

“We are gonna have ta go fishin' for 'em.” He grinned at Nate.
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Cairn made his way up to the tavern as the boys had their fun. Mourer, in an odd unnerving way, looked just like his brothers. In fact, all the brothers looked exactly alike, identical. It was hard to tell the difference between them all. They even liked to pretend to be each other to create confusion. They were pranksters. More than their pranks, they enjoyed finding things. Fishing was a difficult job, especially for those who fished on the rivers.
The Troungra family were some of the last few who knew how to fish in both the rivers and the open sea. Overall, they were whalers. The time of the whalers and the way they did it was coming to a close. No one else could catch and bring in a live whale with only two ships. Most fishermen nowadays had to have at least twelve ships to even kill a whale. But the Troungra... They knew how to catch a whale with two ships and bring it in alive.

That was partly why they sailed in the storms. It was when most of the fish would come close to the surface. The whales would enjoy the pitter-patter of the rain. However, it was hard to find fishing crews nowadays who could be confident in the storms. Stratton and the others were capable, but not confident. They, like everyone else, took the fact Mourer was blind to mean he had no idea where he was going and what he was doing.

Cairn had been able to understand Mourer a little better just from the way his brothers sailed. He knew Mourer’s brothers had taught and cared for the youngest. They were harsh sometimes. But these times, with the Elishains bearing down on everyone, required those with the old way of life to become more like pirates than fishermen.

Even Captain Morgan was a pirate. The man was originally a general or prince on the Isle of Mordigian. However, when the Elishians had come, they had taken out the warriors and what they now called pirates of the Isle of Calren. Next to fall had been the warriors of the Isle of Mordigian. The last to fall had been the Isle of Nordic. The Elishians had destroyed all Nordicians they could.

The islands were all mostly cowards who had bowed to the jewels and fancy clothes the Elishians had provided. Even the Drasgolian Landmass had made some kind of agreement with the Elishians, although they still were required to produce children to be Elishian slaves.

Mourer had been on the inside of the slave world. Cairn was not sure how yet, but he knew Mourer had somehow made it out. That Mourer had only been found because he looked like his brothers. Mourer had then been taught how to sail and captain a ship. Cairn wished Mourer would be open about telling his story. Somehow from being with the Troungra family Mourer made it onto Morgan's ship as a master rigger. Mourer had to have led an interesting life. But Mourer also did not like to reminisce on the past. He was sure it was scary, but he was also sure bottling it up wasn’t doing the captain any good.

He made it to the tavern. The buildings around it were less shamble like. Unlike the ones by the river, these buildings looked like they had been taken care of. He stepped up the wooden stairs and went inside. The wood was dark and thick. Surprisingly the light was boisterous and not smokey like most taverns. It was bustling inside. This was one of the few places the Elishians did not control. Delilah's was a tavern where pirates could act like they used to and be pirates. Or more accurately, they could be Norridians.

The commotion of sound was all the shouts, laughter, and occasional fights. He was able to weave his way around the men and chaos. He made it to a table and sat down, watching as the owner of the tavern sashayed through the crowd. Oh this could be interesting.
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Mourer walked in, now mostly dry. He was rolling his eyes at a comment his brother had made. His black fur was stark against his brown, loose, and still slightly damp curls. He or one of his brothers had chopped his hair off to a shorter length, but it still managed to just barely get into his eyes. This didn't bother him any as he could not see anyway. But he did have to remember to take it out of his eyes when trying to talk with others. People always preferred he look him in the eyes. He didn’t understand the reason, but assumed it was a sight thing.
He noticed where Cairn had sat and started to make his way over. He had two earrings on his left ear that swayed as he jerked his head. The earrings clinked occasionally. He had originally thought the sound disruptive and annoying when he was trying to ‘see’ the world. But now the sound provided comfort, representing his family name. He had been told the earrings held blood red and black obsidian stones in them. Colors were still a bit of a mystery. But two earrings he had. One for him and one for his wife if he ever married. The  world was slowly losing their ways though and his earrings would make little sense to any outside of Norridia.

He enjoyed being barefoot as he lightly stepped through the crowd. His quarter length pants were cut of a cotton like material and his loose shirt gave him that seafaring look. His flag was wrapped around his waist along with a small fishing net, a blood red sash, and a few rocks and shells tied on long lengths of leather. This was customary. At least it had been. The world... No the universe was slowly changing. Norridians always wore their flags around their waist. After all the flag represented the individual or family, not the ship itself. That had confused the Elishians at first, he was sure. The flag was also on the ship as the main sail. But it was taboo to sail another man’s main sail flag.

The fishing net told those around him he was a fisherman. The black flag said who his family was, who his enemies were, and who his allies were if you knew the relations between the flags. The red sash was a pirate tradition. The three colors were red, green, and yellow. Yellow were the pirates who were quick, in and out, going after the lighter vessels. The green were the knowledgeable ones, always aware of those around them, detailed with their plans. The red were the temperamental ones, always acting on thoughts, courageous and amazing warriors. The rocks and shells he had hanging from his waist were his own thing though.

He enjoyed collecting rocks and some shells. Since he was blind, his brothers had taught him games he could enjoy. One he would play was an old child’s game where he spun rocks like tops. Most people from Norridia could here the whistling sound from the rock as it spun. This was because of the second set of ears. He collected the rocks he felt sounded the most beautiful. He especially liked to make music with all the sounds he had.

Mourer was almost to where Cairn was when the owner of the tavern turned in front of him. Her hands on her hips, her skirts all rumpled and stained, the apron doing absolutely nothing, and her hair all in a disarrayed messy bun half falling down on her head. Her hair was all dark curls that zig-zagged or fell in ringlets. Her brown eyes gave him that well known mothering look.

“And what exactly took ye so long?”

“I got mutinied against.” He pursed his lips trying to hide his smile as he brought his hands up and shrugged his shoulders.

“Ugh, again. Ye need to better manage yer crew!”

“Aye, me love. I shall do me best...next time.” He gave a slight bow with his head.

She rolled her eyes. “Don' be flirten wit me, brother.”

He cracked a smile at her, “What?! But ye are, the love of me life.” He wrapped his arms around her and lifted her up as he hugged and twirled her.

She laughed at him. As he stopped the twirl, a nicely dressed man strode toward them.

“Set my wife down if you please.” The man looked down his nose at Mourer. He was dressed in such a way that everything had a place. The coat tails, the vest, the neck ruffles, his squeaky shiny boots his pants were tucked into. Everything was close fitting. His brown hair was tied back straight into a small ponytail at the back. The plain yet unique cane the only clicking sound.

“Ah. Admiral John Johnson. How do ye do?” Mourer said lightly as he let her down.

“It is commodore now.” John said, snippy. He and John gave each other a look. He found it slightly amusing. John was definitely a green sashed pirate. He didn’t even have to ask Cairn or his brothers about it.

“I see. I guess some things change slightly.” He shrugged with no worry. John was always itching for a fight. Though, that may just be his perception and pull against John’s rules.

“Not all things.” John mused. John was part of the Elishian's navy on Norridia. His ears were a dark brown fur placing him as related to the people of the Isle of Dejir. The Elishians had not only taken some Norridians as slaves, but had also taken some for wives, sending their children into the navy and army as a force against the Norridians.

John was half Norridian and half Elishian. He seemed to be more Norridian though because of the way his parents had raised him when he was younger. He knew more about the isles than about the Elishian titles and hierarchy. He had quickly risen through ranks and now commanded a ship himself. Well, multiple ships now that he was commodore. Mourer thought. John had been an admiral when they first met.

He looked back down at Delilah who had one of her eyebrows raised in a look daring them to start shit. He and Delilah had been friends when they were younger. Mourer had been more of a pirate in his youth due to necessity. And John had been the one sent out to hunt him down. But John only ever found or caught up to him when they were at Delilah's. Delilah's was considered neutral ground in the random skirmishes and battles. John would never risk a fight on neutral ground. So he and John had become friends despite being enemies due to close proximity. John had been grumpy at first but had slowly warmed up to him and Delilah. John and Delilah eventually fell for each other. He considered them both family.

Though hearing John remark not all things changed, he knew the Elishains were still pissed and wanted him dead.

“Well I guess ye'll have to pick up speed ta catch me, ay?” He gave John a smile.

John smiled back, “Aye, I suppose I will.”

“Well if yer both done eyeing each other up an' down, I'll get ye yer drinks.” Delilah winked at them and twirled around, heading to the bar.

John twirled his cane, then relented and walked to the bar as well.

“I'll be there shortly.” He said as he continued to make his way to Cairn. He had almost forgot his original thought and mission.

“We will have to get a better crew next time.” Cairn said as he got closer.

“Aye, well, we have to get the ship back first.”

“You don't plan on getting a new crew?” Cairn knew he wasn't about to rehire those who took the ship.

Mourer grimaced, “Well I'd have to think about it. Ship first. Then we can discuss crew.”

“Well ye should start looking for a legit crew.” Cairn said sharply.

He sighed, “I will. Just... When I've got time.”

Cairn rolled his eyes and got up. “I'll be boarding with ya in the morning on yer brother's ship to get The Quay back.”

Cairn left him there. He wasn’t sure what to think. Could he believe Cairn. Cairn hadn’t given him any reason not to. In fact, Cairn had stayed with him longer than anyone else. He felt alone. Why couldn’t he just trust Cairn? He trusted John. But then again, he trusted John to attack him just as much as be his friend. He sat there for a little and then went back to the bar to annoy John some more.

In the morning, he shuffled down the steps and made it out to Nate's ship. It only took Nate an hour to locate all the chests and bring them aboard. Cairn, true to his word, was there and helped Mourer check every chest to make sure everything was there. After, the chests got stowed below and they set out to locate The Quay.

“Weell how fast was she goin'?” Nate half shouted into what looked like a walkie talkie hooked to his bootstrap.

“It was goin' pretty fast, dove. Probably make it past Dejir in the next hour.” Came the reply over the communication device, or Comm for short.

Mourer drug his feet when walking up the stairs to the top deck to feel where the wooden steps were. He cocked his head to the side at the sound of another of his brothers. Because they were fishermen, they managed to be spread out enough they could find things fairly easily.

“Cral! Well that's annoying,” Nate swore, then to the crew, “Hang it out and lean it to the left. We'll be a goin' into the wind.”

Over the comm, another voice interjected, “I'll meet ya over the crest.”

The crew jumped to and the ship made a sharp turn in the waves. The wind blowing hard but the sun out and shining, making it a beautiful day. Mourer held onto the rail as he made it up to Nate's side. “Jake out fishin' by the Southern Island?”

“Aye, Tele will be meetin' us there.” Nate said as he whirled the wheel around.

The salty breeze fought them for awhile but then they tacked and jackknifed across the waves. The wind was on their side by then and he could hear the sails were taut with wind.

“Tele's on our right upper.” He said. He could hear the wind pushing against other sails. He would have been concerned if not for the fact he could hear the special material they used for their black flags.

Nate swiveled his ears behind him, “Ah.” Then into the comm, “Gotya 5, we can hear ya off the starboard.”

There was a pause while Tele rolled his eyes. Then Nate added, “Don't roll yer eyes at me.”

“Yer not on my ship. How do ye know if I was rollin' me eyes.” Tele was quick to respond.

“No, but I know ye well enough ta know that ye are.”

“Besides, it looks like our Quay is up ahead.”

Mourer shifted his ears to look and then he found her. True to Jake's prediction, she was just rounding Dejir. Nate gave a wild grin as he saw her as well. Nate grabbed a lever and pulled it down changing the rocks, dragging the ship lower and giving it more speed as the undercurrent took her.

Tele's ship came down from the clouds and splashed into the sea several knots away. They both kept pace with each other as they drew up upon The Quay. The Quay's crew, for what it was worth, tried to drop some sails to get more wind speed.

It was too late by then and Tele and Nate's ships were on either side of her. Some of the crew from each ship jumped onto The Quay to take her back. They shot a harpoon with a rope at The Quay's mainmast and tied the end of the rope down to Nate's mainmast.

Nate spun the wheel hard, shouting, “Harbor keel!” The ship tilted drastically to one side. The crew held onto the railing that moved up as they completed the sharp turn away from The Quay. The other railing dipped just below the waves. The rope went taut and they drug The Quay off course.

Tele's ship swerved away from The Quay and then swung back. They crashed side to side. Bumping The Quay's crew off balance. Those from Nate and Tele's crew on the ship knew to expect this and kept their legs. The crew of The Quay had brought out the few cannons she had and was firing at Nate's ship. Nate was still dragging The Quay where they wanted them.

One of the cannon balls hit and Nate let out a string of curses as his crew ran about to find what all was damaged. “What are ye doin' 5? Yer supposed ta be helpin'!”

Tele groaned in annoyance, “I was. I'mma comin' ‘round.” Tele’s ship came back to The Quay to push at the second shot. This made the cannon shot aim too high.

“Sheesh! Took ye long enough.” Nate rolled his eyes.

They pulled it around to beach her. The Quay beached on the white sands of Dejir. The speed of her passage gave her momentum as she went all the way up the beach before finally slowing. At her stop she fell and tilted off to the side.

The crew on The Quay were jumping off. Most were wounded and limping. Nate's ship also skidded onto the sand, unable to stop fast enough, the ground shaving off barnacles as they rumbled to a halt. Mourer let go of the railing and half stepped, half skidded down the stairs and jumped off the side of the ship as Nate’s ship slowly tilted to the side.

He landed in the sand in a crouch. The burning sand was heated with the sun's rays. He rushed over to The Quay to see what damage had been done. She was his baby. His design. As he made it over he could hear footsteps coming toward him. As he brought up his arms to defend if needed he realized it was from Tele's crew.

“The ship is in working order for the most part.” Djon, Tele's gunman said.

He sighed in relief and signaled in the air for Nate. Nate saw the signal and knew the chests could be brought over. Cairn jumped down and headed over to him. The wind was somewhat blocked by the hills and mountains of Dejir. Seagulls screamed at the disruption, finally coming back to where they had been.

“What's the plan then, captain?” Cairn asked as he came up beside Mourer.

Mourer stood still, spinning the leather strips around his waist with rocks on the end. The rocks spun one way for a little and then spun the other way. Back and forth, until he said suddenly, “I think The Quay should be set in safe keeping or let be.”

“Until ye got a crew that will respect ye and the ship.” Cairn added.

“Aye. What is that? The fifth? Sixth time ye had ta get the chests out and assist with recapturing The Quay?”

Cairn sighed. He knew Mourer loved his ship. He had designed her in a way he could sail her faster and stronger than any other ship. But there were more technologically advanced ships out there now. Mourer and his brothers all sailed older, hand-built ships. The universe preferred the use of machines and engines to get things moving. But not the Troungra.

“Aye. It was. More or less.” Cairn stepped away, “I'll get things stowed away there captain.”

Mourer was left to stand in his thoughts, spinning his rocks back and forth. He didn’t want to leave his ship. But this was getting ridiculous. His brothers couldn’t always be pulled away from fishing to help him get his ship back.

He went to spend one more night in the captain's quarters. He ran his hand along the top of the desk. To anyone else, it looked like it was nothing but spikes and splinters for the top of the desk. But for him, he could ‘see’ the isles and islands, the crags, and even the reefs. It was his map. He had built it. His invisible map everyone wanted to see but never understood it was right in front of them. He worried he would never see The Quay again. Not sure he could ever find a crew he could fully trust. No, the universe had changed and he needed to change with it.

[image: ]
A year later, Mourer had hidden his lady, The Quay, and was sailing nothing but a small frigate. He had a smaller crew he could attempt to handle. At least he hoped. They still changed out multiple times. He sailed up to the space base only a few minutes away from his planet.  He had decided to trade fish with the base to decrease the likelihood of the crew pulling together to take over.
The Elishians were on an uprise. It was all the talk of the base. He tried to stay out of it, but every conversation had to do with it. The Elishian armies just seemed to grow and grow. Over the years many different people had banded together to fight them. He would know. After all, he had been a part of many of them. All of them hoping to take the power the Elishians held over most of the universe.

There was a group he had recently heard talk of. This group had managed to steal some of the best technology and supposedly had a hidden base somewhere. Word was they were constantly trying to recruit more and more people. This should not have been that hard as the Elishians were hated. But the Elishians were also feared.

Mourer headed out of the local bar, the damp cold air hitting him like a wall. He had heard they were constantly coming to this outpost for random supplies. There were people here who knew of this group. But he got the impression the group would not last long. None of the groups ever did. He gritted his teeth until he took a deep breath. There wasn’t anything he could do about the universe. Especially if the universe never really cared about him.

[image: ]
Drev was working under Captain Roban with the rebel group. The rebel group was run by the lords of the surrounding planets. At least the ones that still had lords and kings. He pulled at his jagged fingernail until a piece came off. He glanced up and realized the man he had been following had left. It only took him a minute but it was a minute lost. Please let the man still be there or at least visible. He had agreed to look for others to join the cause. But the other captains and the generals had decided to also look for some of the past legends who were supposedly very good at killing Elishians and very dangerous. They needed to find some of the worst pirates and scariest sailors. Legends even. Though at the rate it was going, they were only finding a few pirates. Most of the individuals had died for standing against the Elishians.
Some of the generals and captains had found some. Rachet the Red, the one who supposedly spilled the blood of everyone in his path, was actually a man who knew how to spin a story. He didn't actually do all his legend claimed he did. And Troken the Gunner, who was known for his take down of Elishian ships using cannons, was actually a profiteer. A man whose loyalty could be bought by anyone with enough money. There were many others but none of them held up to their legend or myth.

Drev had chosen the legendary man he thought Roban should chase. The myth Drev had decided they should chase was even more unrealistic than any of the other legends. He had chosen the Devil Himself. Roban had allowed him to go looking for his myth though. He believed the Devil Himself of the Black Sailed Ghost Ship was the scariest myth there was. But he also knew that blowing up an entire island or base with one shot was impossible. He slipped his hand into his pocket, touching the small notebook. He had written down some of the myths he had heard about the Devil Himself.

He would most likely find the Devil on Norridia. Or close to it as the myth of the Devil was more prominent in the area surrounding Norridia. He figured the man had to have been from Norridia. But also the man may not be who they would expect. He had managed to track down information on how the devil was most likely a fisherman turned pirate who had taken down more Elishians than anyone else could even think about. The devil was most likely related to one of the fishing companies that had made it to space. There were only two fishing companies who met this criteria. The Troungra family was one of them.

He found Mourer stepping out into the rain. He held his breath for a moment. Mourer was not what Drev would have considered a devil or ghost ship captain. Mourer was the one brother everyone left alone yet knew nothing about.

He hesitantly walked over, “It's Mourer right?”

Mourer's ears twitched, “Who are ye?”

“Drev.” He jolted as he remembered he had to introduce himself. He thrust his hand out toward Mourer.

Mourer's ears flicked about and the man gave a strained smile, “I'm afraid I can't see yer hand to shake it.”

“Ah!” He jumped and grabbed Mourer's hand, placing it in his as he shook. “It's a pleasure to meet you!”

Mourer with wide eyes, raised his eyebrows, “Oh it is, is it?”

“Well I had heard
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