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Thea von Finkelstien wasn’t your typical spoiled daughter of a rich count. She was actually quite shy and humble. But her sheltered life had made her a bit naive, despite having studied magic at the local wizard’s guild and theology at the seminary in Astral City. Her intellectual studies, however, were not enough — now Thea wanted experience.
Recently, she had gotten it into her head to become a pirate. Ever since she had read about the exciting adventures of swashbuckling cutthroats as a magic student, she dreamed of sailing alongside pirate captains with grizzled beards, eye patches and wooden legs. Thea knew that stealing was wrong, but the romanticized stories in her history books easily made her forget such a minor negative detail.
So one dark, cloudy day she left her father’s castle and headed for Urrehbro’s clothing district. Thea figured that she had to look the part, if she was to convince a pirate captain to hire her. At her first stop, Mode à la Mode, she replaced her long dark wizard’s robe and her wide-rimmed, pointy wizard’s hat for more practical clothing, bell-bottomed leather pants, a white satin blouse with arms that puffed out at their lacy ends, and a black bandana to wrap around her head.
“Are you going to a costume ball, my lady?” the nice middle-aged storeowner inquired.
“Uh, no,” Thea answered. She then leaned her head closer to the woman and whispered, “I want to join a pirate ship.” Thea looked embarrassed by the statement, and the storeowner could have sworn that Thea was blushing, despite the fact that the young lady’s cheeks remained as deathly pale as before.
The woman started to perspire large drops of sweat, causing her to dab her silk handkerchief on her forehead from time to time. After the sales transaction was completed, the woman quickly urged Thea out of the shop and slammed the door shut, while instinctively grabbing her wooden cross pendant and saying a prayer to God.
Thea did not care about the storekeeper’s rudeness. She was too excited with her plan. She had two more stores that she wanted to visit, Horace’s Novelty Goods and Patty’s Zooatorium.
Horace’s store was filled with strange and humorous items. Candles shaped like hands or skulls, cans of peanuts that showered glowing green slime on the person who opened them, and fake vampire teeth were just some of the strange items on his shelves.
While Thea was giggling at the vampire teeth, Horace asked, “Would you like to try them on? I bet you’d make a cute vampiress.”
“No, that’s okay,” Thea replied putting down the teeth. She then grinned, showing her own pearly whites, and said, “I’d rather be a cute pirate.”
“A pirate, eh? Yeah, that’s much better than being a vampire,” Horace said. Thea noticed that he suddenly looked a little nervous. He turned up the collar on his shirt and said, “Okay, I’ve just the thing you need.” After digging through a box of masks and costume accessories, he finally found what he wanted, “Here you go, a genuine pirate eye patch.”
“Yes, that’s perfect.” Thea said with excitement. “And do you think that you have something more piratey than this old thing?” she added while brandishing her pink silk parasol with lace trimmings that was so fashionable last summer. “I don’t think that it will go well with the patch.”
“My parasols and umbrellas are over there, next to the box of Super-Fart Beans,” he said while pointing to the far corner of the room.
Thea looked through the various goods and triumphantly picked one with a skull and crossbones pattern. “It’s perfect,” she thought. “The plan is going well.” Thea left Horace’s store with a smile. Next on her shopping list was a parrot.
Patty’s Zooatorium was on the other side of the town. So Thea enjoyed a leisurely stroll with her new parasol. Even though the weather looked as if the sun had gone on vacation, Ms. von Finkelstien proudly showed off her new “colors” by gently twirling the parasol as she walked through the busy market district. Once inside the store, Thea’s ears were attacked by caws, screeches, croaks, barks, and an occasional roar or two. “How may I help you, my lady?” Patty asked in a loud firm voice.
Thea shyly made her request, but the shopkeeper couldn’t hear her words because of the noise coming from the various animals and creatures. “Shut up, all of you!” Patty shouted, “I can’t hear what the lady is saying.”
The command was accompanied by a nasty and cruel-looking stare that sent shivers down the animals’ spines. Even the monstrous, two-meter long, wolf-like fenre, with its razor-sharp claws and teeth, and sleek but muscular body, cowered at the sound of Patty’s voice. All of the animals were now silent.
Patty smiled and politely asked, “Could you please repeat that for me, my lady?”
“I was wondering, if you have a trained parrot?” Thea asked again.
“What do you mean by trained, one that can fly through fiery rings or add up math figures?” Patty asked.
“Oh no, not trained like that,” Thea said. “What I want is a parrot that will stay on my shoulder and maybe say something like, ‘To the plank! To the plank!’ every now and then.”
“Hmm, well, maybe Geraldine will suit you,” Patty replied. Then she turned her head to the left and called, “Geraldine, get your scurvy tail feathers over here!”
To Thea’s glee, a beautiful, multicolored parrot flew onto Patty’s shoulders. Geraldine was even more wonderful than Thea imaged parrots to be when she read about them in her zoology books at the guild.
“She’s gorgeous!” the young woman exclaimed.
“Awk, you stink! You stink!” was Geraldine’s reply to Thea’s compliment.
Thea and Patty both laughed, and then Patty lightly scolded the bird, “Come on now, Geraldine. Show some manners. This young lady is thinking of becoming your new owner.”
“Ppprrt, that’s a smelly fart! That’s a smelly fart, awk!”
Thea’s face contorted strangely after hearing Geraldine mention things, which one does not mention in polite society, so Patty quickly added, “Ahem, it seems that Geraldine’s previous owner was fond of Super-Fart Beans. However, she’s very smart and will pick up new phrases quickly.”
The strange expression on Thea’s face softened into a smile. “Okay,” she said, “I’ll take her.”
The purchase of Geraldine completed the initial phase of Thea’s plan. Now she needed to find a pirate captain. Disguised with her new outfit and armed with an ancient cutlass from her father’s sword collection, Thea walked confidently toward the harbor pubs filled with shady merchants, sauced sailors, and shifty pirates.
The first pub, the Sea Sickness Saloon, was crowded with an assortment of unwashed and smelly men. A thick cloud of smoke hung above the room, which made the dim lanterns look even dimmer. A musician was playing an accordion and singing sea shanties, but everyone else was doing his or her best to ignore the music. Instead the saloon customers listened to the loud laughter of the mildly drunk or the bold statements and bolder replies of the firmly drunk. The smell of pipe tobacco, cigarettes, beer, rum, and sweat blended into a sickly sweet combination that nearly made Thea vomit. Sea Sickness Saloon was an appropriate name.
Thea scanned the room carefully for sailors that fit her idea of a pirate captain. Many of the customers looked like pirates, but they looked like the types who would be in charge of swabbing the deck or emptying the captain’s bedpan. The others, well, she wasn’t sure about them, so Thea walked up to the bartender.
“Looky here! A little girl,” he said while winking to an extremely drunken sailor to Thea’s left. “I don’t think I have anything you can drink, missy.”
“No, I doubt that you sell my favorite drink,” Thea said.
The bartender stopped laughing when he noticed Thea’s intense stare at the drunken sailor. He added, “If you’re not drinking, then why don’t you just move on outta here?”
“Please sir,” she said, “I need some information.”
“Information is something I’ve never been good at remembering,” the bartender replied.
Pulling a gold star out of her coin purse, Thea again said, “I need some information.”
“Right, right,” the bartender took the coin and said, “don’t go flashing too many of them, honey. They may all be drunk as skunks, but they can smell gold when they sees it.”
“Are there any pirate captains here tonight?” Thea asked. The man replied, “There aren’t too many officers at this bar, but Greasybeard Pete commands a small ship. He’s over there next to the musician.”
Thea thanked the bartender and sat down across from Greasybeard Pete, whose beard was not only dripping with grease but was also inhabited by small insects and creatures. To help maintain her composure, Thea kept repeating in her mind, “It’s rice, not worms. It’s rice, not worms.” Her mind, however, wasn’t very convinced.
“Captain Pete, sir.” Thea said to get the pirate’s attention away from his bottle of rum.
Hiccupping softly, Greasybeard Pete said, “Aye, that be me.”
Thea asked, “Are you in need of more sailors for your crew, captain?”
“Aye, we can always use another pair of hands or an extra hand-and-hook combo,” he said before focusing his eyes more clearly on Thea. “Hey, you don’t look much like a pirate?”
“Yes, I do!” Thea protested, “Look, I have a parrot and an eye patch.”
The pirate captain quickly, for a drunken man, lifted the eye patch and said, “But you still gots your eye dar.”
“No, I don’t! You must be mistaken,” Thea said while putting the patch back over her left eye, “and the parrot is real too. Say something Geraldine.”
“Bawk, stinky butt! You have a stinky butt!” Geraldine screeched.
“Hey, what he say?” Greasybeard asked.
“Uh, she said, ‘You’ve got a pinky cut,”’ Thea answered haplessly, “That’s what she says after I slice up some unlucky merchant and steal his gold, heh, heh.”
Standing up, Greasybeard said, “That’s not what I heard! That little critter is insulting me, he is.”
“Did a rat crawl up your butt and die, awk?” Geraldine asked.
“Hey, he is insulting me! Arm yourself, little girl!” the captain said while drawing his sword.
“Please, sir,” Thea said, “I don’t want to hurt you. I want to join your crew.”
Greasybeard laughed, “You hurt me? That’s a good one.”
“Frozen Smoothie!” Thea yelled. A large icy arrow formed in her hand, which she threw at the pirate. Too drunk and amazed to dodge the spell, Greasybeard was soon encased in ice.
Only a fading dissonant chord from the accordion could be heard, as the saloon instantly became silent and sober. The sailors surrounded Thea with their weapons drawn or their fists clenched and ready to strike.
“We don’t like wizardly types in here,” the boldest of the mob said.
Then several men armed with knives rushed at Thea, who just sighed and calmly said, “Artone’s Boring Lecture.” The men dropped their weapons and began to yawn. Soon everyone in the room fell to the floor and started snoring peacefully. Being a sorcerer had its advantages every now and then. Artone’s Boring Lecture, a mass sleep spell, came in handy when someone wanted to get out of an embarrassing situation.
Thea next went to a pub called The Lonely Sailor. It was much different from the Sea Sickness Saloon — comfortable chairs and couches covered with red velvet were everywhere, lacy red hearts adorned the walls, the lanterns were much dimmer, a woman played soft romantic music on a piano, and the waitresses wore things that Thea would have been embarrassed to have in her wardrobe, let alone wear. There also seemed to be many more waitresses than necessary, so many of them were sitting next to the sailors talking softly.
One of the few men who wasn’t talking to a waitress wore a wide hat with “Kaptin” written on it. Thea decided that she would talk to him first. A smile as broad as his hat appeared when Thea sat down. “Hello, little lady, my name is Captain Jack.”
“Good evening, sir,” Thea replied.
“Sir! Sir!” the pirate seemed surprised and amused, “Come now, don’t be so formal. Call me Jackie-poo.”
Thea was beginning to feel uncomfortable, but she said, “Okay,…Jackie-poo, I, um, I would like to, um…” The look on Captain Jack’s face was too embarrassing for Thea, so she decided to look at his glass of wine instead, “…work on your pirate ship.”
“Hmm,” the captain said, “having a nice girl like you aboard could be very entertaining, indeed.”
Thea looked up at the pirate’s face with surprise and asked, “Entertaining?”
“Well, yes, you know. Like having this place with me in my cabin.”
Thea trembled with fear, “In your c-c-cabin?”
“Of course, I wouldn’t want to share you with my crew,” he said.
“Sh-sh-share?” She managed to ask while looking completely shocked, “What do you mean? What do you want me to do in your cabin, which can’t be shared?”
“Well, I is too embarrassed to say it out loud,” Captain Jack said.
Then he whispered something into Thea’s ear. Thea leaped out of the chair and yelled, “Fiery Ball of Delight!”
A large globe of magical fire appeared in her right hand, which she then threw at Captain Jack. Right before the ball exploded, Thea cast Firefighter’s Friend to protect herself and Geraldine from the firestorm.
The once calm pub became an inferno filled with screams, as people tired to rush out to safety.
After the initial shock wore off, Thea realized that she had seriously injured someone and endangered others. She repeatedly apologized while she healed Captain Jack’s wounds and helped everyone out of the flaming building. Once everyone was safe, Thea gave a small purse of gold coins to the owner of the pub to pay for the damage. Thea left the blazing building and headed toward the shore, where she sat down on a pier and cried.
Geraldine tried to comfort her new owner, “Bawk, eat more beans. They’re good for yah.”
“Is that so?” Thea said between sobs. “But eating beans won’t help me become a pirate.”
“So you want to become a pirate, eh?” said a suave, silky-smooth voice behind Thea.
Turning around, Thea saw a handsome man wearing well-polished, knee-high black boots, a white silk shirt, smart red trousers, and a red bandana. A silver cutlass, a black eye patch, and a colorful parrot concluded his outfit. Thea had never seen anyone who looked more like a pirate captain.
“Do you command a ship?” she asked.
The man bowed gracefully and said, “Captain Dolfins at your service, my lady. How can I help you? I can ship or receive any merchandise with ‘no questions asked’ and without the port and tax authorities noticing. Shipments are guaranteed and insured by the Swashbuckler’s Credit Union.”
“Wow! You sound so much more professional than the other captains I’ve spoken to,” Thea exclaimed.
“Yes, we pride ourselves as being the transportation choice of business professionals.”
No longer depressed, Thea asked, “Oh, do you think that I could join your crew?”
“No problem, just submit your resume, a notarized copy of your Swashbuckler Trade Union membership, a list of at least three references, and a cover letter to my office at…” the captain paused when he noticed that Thea had turned around and was walking away. “Wait, there’s more you need to know.”
Thea stopped, spun around to face the captain and said flatly, “No, I think I’ve heard enough. I don’t have a pirating resume, I’m not a member of the union, I don’t have any references, and I don’t think a cover letter will cover up any of these problems.”
Captain Dolfins, seeing Thea’s forlorn face, said, “Okay, okay. So you are not the most experienced pirate. I’m willing to bend the ship’s rules a little to help someone start their career. Is there anything that you can do better than others on my crew?”
Thea thought for a moment and then asked, “Well, do you have a problem with rats on your ship?”
“Heh, heh, heh,” the captain laughed trying to mask his concern, “you’re not from the Board of Health and Ship Safety, are you?”
“Oh no, I was just thinking that I could fix any problem that you had with rodents on your ship.” Thea said. “Each night that I am on your ship, you will see a marked decrease in the number of rats aboard.”
“Hmm, really?” Captain Dolfins did not appear convinced, but he said, “Okay, you can join our crew as a pest exterminator. I can offer you food and water, a bed of your own, and 10 bronze pennies per exterminated pest. To verify the number of exterminated pests, you must save the bodies in a sack for the ship’s accountant to count before giving them a burial at sea.” He then extended his hand toward Thea and gave her a firm handshake. “Welcome to the crew of the AquaExpress and to the fleet of the United Pirating Service, UPS for short.”
She had done it. Thea was now a pest exterminator on a pirate ship. Being a rat catcher may not sound like the most glamorous duty on a pirate ship, but Thea didn’t care — being a pirate was exciting enough.
The UPS had an equal opportunity pirating policy, so there were a large number of women working in the crew. Thea put her things into the women’s quarters. She had missed supper and was getting hungry, but she wanted to wait until the others had gone to bed to start hunting. The ship was setting sail early in the morning, so no one was allowed off the ship that night. Everyone would be going to bed early.
Finally, when her quartermates were asleep, Thea, with cat-like stealth, snuck out of the sleeping quarters. The hunger was strong within her. She needed to find something soon. The food hold would be the best place to look.
Once in the food hold, Thea knew that the hunt would be easy. Rats were everywhere, in the cheese crates, the fruit crates, sleeping in beds made from bread, using the water barrels as bathtubs.
“I’ll make a good impression, for sure,” Thea thought. She didn’t care about the 10 bronze pennies per rat, but she wanted to back up her claim and prove that she was a valuable addition to the AquaExpress’s crew. She knew that she could have just cast Artone’s Boring Lecture and picked up the sleeping rats, but trying to catch the rats was too much fun. By the time morning had arrived, Thea had over 100 rats for Mr. Pickwick, the chief accountant, to tally up. Having worked all night, Thea went to bed and slept during the day.
Thea woke up that evening eager to start working again. However, since the other crew members were still up, she knew that she had to wait. To help pass the time, Thea played cards with three other women.
“I overheard the captain and Mr. Pickwick talking today,” said Elona, one of the three women playing Trump the Wumpus with Thea. She interrupted her story to correct Thea, who had never played the game before, “Thea honey, you can’t play a Birds of Paradise there.”
“Oh, I’m sorry,” Thea apologized.
Another woman named Petra added, “Oh, that’s okay. Just put in another penny into the pot, and we’ll forgive you. Now what were our dear captain and our ship’s least interesting person talking about, Elona?”
“The new pest exterminator,” Elona said.
“Bah,” Petra reacted with boredom. “Who cares about some lowly rat catcher?” she asked, which made Thea sink a little in her chair, while trying to hide her face behind her cards.
“Well,” Elona said with a slight pause to build suspense, “Mr. Pickwick was telling the captain that he thinks he’s a vampire or a werewolf or something.”
“I thought that the new rat catcher was a woman,” Petra pointed out.
“That ain’t the point, girlfriend. The point is that he or she is a monster, and Captain Dolfins let it onboard with us,” Elona said.
Thea asked, “But why does he think that? That’s crazy isn’t it?”
“Well, firstly, the pest exterminator is deathly pale,” Elona said while mimicking the chief accountant’s nasally voice perfectly.
The others were all laughing heartily, except Thea. “Oh, don’t worry, Thea,” Brigette, the third woman in the group, said, “we don’t think that you are a monster because of your pale skin. We know how you courtly types like to have creamy white skin.” Brigette’s comment made Thea smile a little.
Then Elona continued with a stern look and a sterner voice, “Secondly, he sleeps during the day and catches rats during the night.”
“Good thing, too,” Petra said. “I wouldn’t like to see someone killing a bunch of rodents.”
Elona continued with her impersonation, “Thirdly, there are two bite marks three centimeters apart on every rat.”
“Bite marks, ugh!” cried Brigette. “How disgusting.”
“Heh, heh, maybe it’s the pest exterminator’s rat catching tool?” Thea suggested.
“Oh, I hope so,” Brigette said.
Elona acted like she was losing her temper, which Mr. Pickwick did on a regular basis. She slammed her fist onto the table knocking some of the cards onto the floor and said, “Finally, the most shocking and damning evidence, there was not a drop of blood in any of the rats. Nor was there any blood around the bite marks or on their fur.”
“Oh my!” Brigette exclaimed.
“Now that is peculiar,” Petra added.
Thea didn’t say anything. She just sat quietly with the blank stare of a frightened rabbit.
Brigette asked, “You don’t think that it will try to come here tonight and eat us or rape us, or rape us then eat us?”
“Who knows?” Elona said, which did little to comfort her friends.
“Thea honey,” Petra asked, “since you are so smart and educated, why don’t you tell us what we should do to protect ourselves against this monster?”
Thea wasn’t sure how to answer. She knew that the rat catcher had no intention of eating or raping them, but if she told them that she was the rat catcher then they would think she was a monster. Thea had never had friends who called her “girlfriend” or “honey.” At school the other students called her “bats” or “batgirl,” since she tended to turn into a bat when trying to transform into other animals using the Metamorph spell.
Not wanting to lose these new friends, Thea decided to tell the commonly believed, but inaccurate, methods for dealing with such monsters, “Well, crosses are supposed to repel vampires, since they are evil creatures. Silver is poisonous to werewolves. Those two things should protect us.”
“Great! I have a silver cross,” Petra said.
“Mr. Pickwick said that he was going to try to catch the monster tonight, Brigette,” Elona added. “He’s planning on bringing some muscle with him.”
“Well, I hope that they catch it,” Brigette said.
“Yeah, me too, heh, heh,” Thea said. Worried about Mr. Pickwick and his “muscle,” Thea decided to leave to think about her situation. “Well, I’m off to work at the, um, the laundry room,” she told her friends. “Thanks for the game.”
“Anytime, honey,” Elona said, “and watch your back tonight, girlfriend.”
“I will,” Thea replied.
Thea used Geraldine as a lookout guard while she worked. She didn’t know what the chief accountant had planned, but at least she knew that he was going to try something. She also knew that she would have to be extra careful and shouldn’t let herself get too carried away with catching rodents. Thea sadly thought that she probably wouldn’t be able to catch over a hundred rats again, because she had to keep an eye and ear out for Pickwick.
Every creak and groan of the ship made Thea’s heart jump. She constantly looked over her shoulders or turned around quickly, because she felt that someone was watching her. Several times the sight of a rat darting across her path made her shriek. It was going to be a long night.
Soon after Thea had caught her 38th rat, Geraldine screeched, “Awk, boy do you stink!” Geraldine was right — someone did stink. Thea was overpowered with the strong odor of garlic coming from the doorway. In stepped Mr. Pickwick followed by his assistant, Mr. Grimes. They were covered with cloves of garlic, and their clothes had been soaked in garlic sauce. Both accountants wore a large wooden cross pendant and held a wooden spike in their hands.
Thea laughed at their sight while holding her nose.
“I see that the garlic is working, Vampire von Finkelstien,” the chief accountant said with a triumphant but nasally tone.
“You really stink, bawk!” Geraldine cried from Thea’s shoulder.
“Yes, you really do stink, Mr. Pickwick. Why are you wearing garlic aftershave lotion?” Thea asked.
“To give us the upper hand against you, my dear,” Pickwick said. “Surely, you know that vampires are weakened and repelled by garlic.”
“Surely, all living creatures are repelled by your smell,” Thea said.
“Hah, I can see it is working. Mr. Grimes, throw your cross at the vampire,” Pickwick ordered. Grimes took off his wooden pendant and gently tossed it to Thea.
Thea examined the cross and then said, “It is very nicely made. Where did you get it, Mr. Grimes?”
“At the temple in Astra City,” Grimes replied in a soft voice.
Mr. Pickwick was extremely shocked. “What!? Why aren’t you writhing in pain?” he asked.
“Writhing in pain? From this beautiful pendant? You must be joking, Mr. Pickwick?” Thea asked. Then she told the other man, “I used to work in that temple, Mr. Grimes. The quality of religious items offered there is superb. You have good taste.”
“How can a vampire work in a house of God?” the chief accountant asked.
“I was a priest. I studied theology at the seminary attached to the temple and worked there for a couple of years,” Thea calmly replied.
“Boss,” Mr. Grimes said, “I don’t think she’s a vampire. They wouldn’t let a vampire become a priest, would they?”
“Grrr! She’s lying. She must be a vampire. Look at the clues,” Mr. Pickwick said with his face becoming red with anger and frustration. “Okay, I’ll prove it. I’m going to drive this stake into her heart. If she dies, then she’s a vampire.”
Thea asked in a soft calm voice, “Uh, wouldn’t driving a stake into someone’s heart kill them, if they were human?”
Grimes nodded and said, “Yeah, boss. I think that would kill anyone, not just vampires. Let’s go back to bed. I’m tired.”
The chief accountant threw down his stake and tore off his pendant, which he threw wildly at Thea. It missed, bounced off a water barrel, and hit Pickwick in the head. He growled, “Don’t think this is the end of it, Ms. von Finkelstien? I know your secret, and I aim to prove it.” He turned around and stomped loudly down the passageway.
Thea gave the cross back to Mr. Grimes, who apologized for the interruption of her work. After he left the food hold, Thea sat down on a crate of fruit and sighed. With Mr. Pickwick convinced that she was a vampire, it would be a very stressful journey on the ship.
Thea didn’t catch many more rats that night; she was too worried. Exhausted from fear and anxiety, Thea fell into a deep sleep just before dawn.
She didn’t get to sleep long, however. Mr. Pickwick and several of the AquaExpress’s best sword fighters grabbed Thea out of bed, bound her with ropes, and started to carry her up deck. Thea asked if they would mind bringing her parasol along. With a sarcastic smile, Mr. Pickwick gladly agreed.
The entire crew was on the deck to see what Mr. Pickwick described as irrefutable proof that Thea was a vampire. He proudly asked the woman holding the parasol that kept Thea shaded, to put the parasol away, in order to expose Thea to sunlight, which he said was deadly for vampires.
As soon as the woman did so, Thea cast an Umbra spell, which provided her skin with protection from the sun’s UV rays. The crowd gasped and shouted, “She’s a witch” or “a wizard” or more derogatory statements.
Thea pleaded, “Wait, I can explain. I am a wizard,…”
“Burn her!” several in the crowd exclaimed.
“…I’m not evil. Magic is neither good nor evil,” Thea said while searching the mob for her friends. “Brigette, Petra, Elona, you don’t think I’m evil, do you?” she asked.
“Step out of the shade then,” Pickwick said with a malicious grin.
“I can’t,” Thea said as tears slowly dripped from her eyes.
Savoring the moment, Mr. Pickwick pressed Thea, “Why not?”
The crew was silent as they sensed the drama going through Thea’s mind. Thea looked up at Mr. Grimes’s kind, simple face and then to her friends. She couldn’t deceive them any longer. Finally, with her head bowed low, Thea stated, “I am not evil. I have never killed anyone, but…but I am a vampire.”
This really made the mob angry. Everyone was shouting threats and began to close in on poor little Thea. Her final pleas that she would not hurt anyone in crew went unheard as the enraged pirates advanced to kill her.
Suddenly, however, they all backed off with shocked expressions in their faces. A deafening roar behind Thea informed her that a sea monster was attacking the ship.
Thea easily burned away the rope with Hot Foot, a practical joke spell originally created to set people’s shoes on fire. Captain Dolfins and his first mate, Ms. Mer, were organizing the ship’s defense. Cannonballs and harpoons bounced off the beast with no apparent effect. Several sailors had been eaten and more had fallen into the sea.
Thea saw that the monster had cornered Brigette and was opening its toothy mouth. So she quickly cast Dr. Doolittle, a spell that allowed you to talk to animals. The pirates were astonished when Thea let out a mighty roar, similar to the monster’s. They were even more surprised to see the beast’s head stop a few meters from Brigette and roar in reply. This went on for several minutes, then the beast, with a wave from a front flipper, roared goodbye and left.
“Lady von Finkelstien, what was that all about?” Captain Dolfins asked.
“She has some baby monsters nearby and thought that you would hurt them,” Thea replied.
“Why did she leave, then?” the captain asked.
“Well,” Thea said softly, “I told her that your ship was a merchant ship and not a monster hunting vessel. She promised to tell all the other sea monsters not to harm your ship, if we promised to never attack them.”
Still not certain, the captain asked, “So as long as we leave the monsters alone, they’ll leave us alone?”
After Thea replied, “Yes,” there was a great cheer from the crew. Thea was extremely happy at having not only survived her first real pirate adventure, but at having played an important role in the outcome. This happiness was short lived, however.
While most of the crew were celebrating, several others led by Ms. Mer and Mr. Pickwick crept up behind Thea and bound her with chains. “Because you saved the ship, I’m not having you thrown overboard into the sea,” Ms. Mer said with a steel-hard stare, “Instead, we are abandoning you on a nearby island.”
Brigette and Thea’s other friends protested loudly, but the captain and the other crew members agreed. They couldn’t trust a vampire.
Crestfallen, Thea didn’t bother trying to escape from the chains. As long as Ms. Mer and Mr. Pickwick were in the crew, Thea knew there would be problems for her aboard the AquaExpress.
Freed onto the island, she had plenty of time to think about the “what ifs” — What if she had been honest from the beginning? What if she had…?
“Brawk! So you wanted to become a pirate, awk?” Geraldine asked, as they watched the AquaExpress slowly shrinking into the horizon.
Thea laughed and said, “Yes, I did, Geraldine. Yes, I did.”
It had been several weeks, how many Thea was not sure, since the pirate crew of the AquaExpress abandoned her on the island. Thea’s nice new pirating outfit was torn and dirty, and her eye patch was lost long ago. Her parasol was still in good condition, thanks to a Strengthen spell, but Thea rarely needed it, since she mostly went out of her small bat cave at night.
The pirates had thoughtfully put her on an island with a good supply of fresh water. As a vampire, Thea didn’t need to drink water, but she needed to drink the blood of the animals that would come to the spring. Many wild greasen boars lived on the island. Greasen boars were small nocturnal pigs that sweated an oily film all over their bodies, making them very difficult to catch.
Although Thea was taught to use magic only when necessary, she easily overcame this teaching to help catch the slippery little pigs. Greasen boars, however, were not stupid animals. They had noticed that there was a new dangerous predator around and had become extremely wary around the watering hole, forcing Thea to use all sorts of hunter’s tricks from covering herself with mud and boar dung to changing into a bat until they arrived.
Thea was flying around as a bat one night, waiting for the pigs to come for some water. They usually came at around one o’clock, but they were late this night. Something else had scared them off. Thea decided to fly around the tropical forest using her bat sonar to scan for the pigs. She soon found them stampeding, well maybe not stampeding since they were only 30 cm long, toward the deepest part of the forest. “What has spooked them?” Thea asked herself.
The hunger was too strong to ignore, so she selected a few plump ones, on which to cast Rubber Legs, a spell that relaxes all motor control muscles in the target making it impossible for them to move. “After I feed,” Thea thought, “I’m going to find out what’s going on here. What could be scarier than me on this island?”
After feeding, Thea flew in the opposite direction that the greasen boars had stampeded. It didn’t take her long to find out what had scared the boars — a large group of humans were tramping through the forest, heading toward the watering hole with carts and large barrels.
“Thank you, Lord!” Thea prayed after realizing that she could finally get off of the island. Thea flew to the spring and changed back into her human form. Then she quickly tried to wash the pig grease from her mouth and several weeks’ worth of filth from her clothes and body.
She was busy scrubbing her hair, when the sailors arrived. Seeing a human, the sailors quickly drew their weapons and looked around for others. “It’s okay,” Thea said while rising from the pool. “I’m unarmed and alone.”
“It’s just a young girl, and she doesn’t look like a cannibal. Put away your weapons, but keep an eye or two open,” said one sailor who appeared to be in command. Turning to Thea, he asked, “How is it that a little girl like you is alone on this island?”
“I’m not a little girl! I’m a young lady!” Thea protested.
“Hah, hah, okay, young lady it is,” the man said to be diplomatic.
“Well, I, uh,…” Thea didn’t know what to say. If she told the truth, they probably wouldn’t take her aboard and might even try to kill her.
“Come on, you can tell us,” the man said in a calm soothing voice.
“I was working on the AquaExpress,” the mention of the pirate ship created murmurs of praise throughout the group. The United Pirating Service evidently had a good reputation. “But they found out some things about me that made them abandon me here,” Thea said while looking at her feet.
“What, were you stealing loot from the storeroom?” the man asked.
“No,” Thea searched for the right thing to say. In her heart she knew that she must tell the truth, “They found out that I’m a wizard…”
The man interrupted, “Is that all? Wizards are commonly employed as wind tamers.”
Thea continued with a voice as soft as a light summer breeze, “And a vampire.”
More murmurs spread around the group, and many of the sailors where now holding the hilts of their swords or knives. “So you were caught sucking the crew’s blood at night?” the man asked with a stern tone.
“Oh no,” she said with shocked horror, “I would never do that. I only drank the blood of the rats onboard.”
“Captain, I don’t think that vampires can drink animal blood,” said one older sailor whose leathery skin was covered with tattoos and scars.
“Oh, of course we can,” Thea protested. “I’ve been living off of greasen boars for weeks here. Please take me off of this island. I promise that I won’t hurt anyone.”
Thea finally started crying out of frustration and desperation. The young woman had never really experienced racism for being a vampire before. She had lived with her sire’s servants and herd, a group of people willing to have a little blood sucked out of them from time to time, but none of them showed any signs of fear or distrust around Thea. In the town near their castle, the people treated the von Finkelstiens with respect for the political work her sire and her vampire sister Pyrotess had done for the region. After the events on the AquaExpress and now, Thea couldn’t take the rejection. So she cried, “Please, why can’t you just treat me like a normal person instead of like a monster? I’m not a monster.”
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