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      241.In Search of A Ship

      
      


      Gamud led Fran back up to his office in order to give his
      disciples a bit of time to cool down.

      "Thanks for today, you were a great help. Sorry it ended up
      taking so long."

      "Not problem. Also learned."

      "Did you really?"

      "Nn. Thank you very much."

      Fran bowed to Gamud in an expression of gratitude.

      At a glance, it seemed that Gamud had only made the request
      because he wanted us to beat down his disciples in order to curb
      the extent of their arrogance, but it was actually more than just
      that. He wanted Fran to learn a similar lesson. It was as if he was
      indirectly telling her that he didn’t want to see her get
      conceited. He wanted to make sure she was aware that there were
      stronger fighters out there, and that she would die if she didn’t
      remain aware of her own limits.

      She picked up on his intentions even though I hadn’t mentioned
      them to her, hence why she chose to respectfully thank him.

      "I dunno why you’re thanking me. You were the one that helped me
      out, after all."

      The guildmaster turned his face away from her out of
      embarrassment, an act that essentially verified his intentions.

      "Nn. Still wanted to thank."

      "…You’re still young. You’ve got plenty of time to grow, so
      don’t push yourself too hard, you hear?"

      "Got it."

      Fran thanked Gamud one last time and accepted the request’s
      payout before finally turning heel and leaving the Adventurers’
      Guild.

      [Alright. It’s finally time for us to find ourselves a
      ship.]

      "Nn. Search immediately."

      "Woof!"

      [You two sure seem pumped. Did something happen?]

      "Tonight, curry. Io."

      "Woof."

      "Can’t be late. No matter what."

      "Ruff."

      Fran and Urushi looked at each other and nodded in perfect sync.
      It was almost as if their appetites had somehow allowed them to
      communicate while forgoing the need for words altogether.

      They were motivated for all the wrong reasons, but I didn’t
      really mind so long as their attitudes would help us find a ship
      sooner rather than later. That said, I didn’t want us boarding
      anything too sketchy. We could always come back tomorrow if we
      didn’t manage to find anything decent by dinnertime.

      "To harbour."

      [I hope we’ll actually be able to find something with the
      Beastkin Country’s crest on it.]

      Finding one would make things more convenient because the Beast
      Lord had given us that one thing, but honestly, it didn’t matter
      too much. It seemed that Fran, or rather, the Black Lightning
      Princess, had become famous enough even in Barbra for us to get
      ourselves an escort job with ease.

      I was more so concerned as to whether or not there would be any
      ships headed towards our destinations in the first place, and how
      big they were if they did actually exist.

      Personally, I was hoping to board a larger ship, preferably
      something on the scale of an ocean liner. I wasn’t really all that
      confident in a smaller ship’s ability to make it all the way over
      to another continent.

      While size was important, it wasn’t the only thing we had to
      take into consideration. We also had to consider the crew’s
      attitude. The Black Cat Tribe was apparently no longer being looked
      down upon by the country itself, but that didn’t necessarily mean
      that all its citizens felt the same way. There wasn’t really much
      of a point in boarding a ship whose crew consisted mainly of people
      that discriminated against Fran and her people. The captain’s
      attitude was of particular importance, as it would dictate the
      manner in which his crew operated.

      "Nom nom. That ship?"

      "Nom. Woof. Nom."

      Fran and Urushi were both fully aware that they were going to
      have curry for dinner tonight, but they still ended up choosing to
      chow down on a couple curry flavoured skewers as they looked around
      for a ship.

      "Look."

      [Did you happen to see a really nice looking ship or
      something?]

      "That. Looks tasty."

      [Oh. That’s what you meant.]

      The catgirl slowly drifted towards a nearby stall, seemingly
      attracted by its scent. The dish being sold had quite the
      interesting appearance to it. They folded up a bunch of dough in a
      conical shape before slapping something that kinda looked like
      Qeema Curry with all its liquid drained on top. It was kinda like
      an ice cream cone, but made with curry instead.

      Both my companions happily shoved the stuff down their throats
      instead of actively looking around. It kinda seemed like I would
      have to take care of all the actual searching.

      We spent a bit more time in the port’s general vicinity as the
      two gluttons I was accompanying went around buying and eating
      whatever they pleased. During that time, I managed to spot two
      different ships with the Beastkin’s Country’s crest, but I didn’t
      particularly want to board either of them.

      My reasons were as follows: the first ship seemed worn down and
      belonged to a really small company hoping to profit from
      international trade. All the crew members were relatively low
      level, and the same went for their sailing-related skills. I didn’t
      feel like it was safe to board, in fact, I was more or less
      convinced that it was going to sink. The second ship was in much
      better shape, it looked prim and proper. The same, however,
      couldn’t be said for its crew. They couldn’t be called decent
      regardless of how you looked at them. They weren’t really pirates
      just yet, but they were definitely getting there. We couldn’t trust
      them. Boarding their ship was clearly a terrible idea.

      As we hadn’t found anything, we ended up wandering around the
      port for a bit longer, at which point in time we were greeted by a
      male merchant.

      "Hey there!"

      "Nn?"

      "Are you maybe looking to escort a ship?"

      "How can tell?"

      Though we were on guard at first, we soon came to understand
      that our goal was fairly obvious to the average bystander. Most
      immediately recognized Fran as the Black Lightning Princess because
      she happened to be a young Black Catkin girl with a wolf at her
      side. In other words, they recognized her as an adventurer instead
      of just your everyday average girl.

      She’d very obviously been looking at the ships that happened to
      be around, so the merchant had put two and two together and came to
      the conclusion that Fran needed to cross the sea. It was fairly
      typical for adventurers to take on escort missions in order to
      hitch rides, after all.

      "That’s why I approached you. What do you think about escorting
      my ship?"

      Hiring an adventurer as strong as the Black Lightning Princess
      would not only secure the man’s cargo, but also allow him to
      promote himself as a prestigious merchant. He sweetened up the deal
      by not only offering us a ride, but also a pretty decent reward
      along with it.

      Though the offer was quite promising, we couldn’t take it
      without first sorting out a few facts.

      "Destination?"

      "We were planning to set sail for the continent of Reddina."

      "Can’t."

      The merchant looked quite disappointed, but ended up backing off
      shortly after Fran shook her head. I’d expected him to be a bit
      more persistent, but it seemed he was the type that knew that
      getting on Fran’s bad side wasn’t that great of an idea.

      He wasn’t the only merchant to speak to us. A few more tried
      asking us the same thing, but unfortunately, none of them were
      headed to Chrom, the continent in which the Beastkin’s Country was
      located. Still, we kept looking around and didn’t give up. In the
      end, it took us about three hours looking to finally find a ship
      whose destination was in line with our own.

      I didn’t know too much about ships myself, but, the bit of
      knowledge I’d managed to pick up from a certain pirate-themed manga
      told me that the ship in question was probably a galleon. It had
      five masts, and was definitely one of the biggest ships moored at
      the harbour. It even had a Beastkin’s Country’s crest on it, namely
      one decorated with a crown, meaning it was a ship that worked
      directly under the royal family. The sailors on board seemed
      disciplined, but lively nonetheless, as laughter often boomed from
      atop the ship’s deck — a sign that the environment they worked in
      was at least decent. In other words, both the ship and its crew
      seemed like the kind we could put our faith in. Moreover, they
      would probably accomodate us if they could because we had Royce’s
      ID card on hand, so I decided to try asking to see if they could
      let us on board.

      [Hey Fran, how about checking that ship out?]

      "Nn. Got it."

      


      

    



    

    
      242.Boarding Decision Made

      
      


      We began moving towards the ship we had our eyes on, the massive
      galleon with the Beastkin’s Country’s crest on it. Its size made it
      seem like the type that wouldn’t have too much trouble crossing the
      ocean.

      [Hmmm… We’re probably going to need to talk to the captain. What
      do you think we’ll need to do to get ourselves a meeting with
      him?]

      "Call out to crew?"

      [That’s definitely an option, but I’m not really sure if the
      crew’ll know anything about you…]

      The crew’s members weren’t merchants or adventurers, but
      sailors. They spent most of their time at sea, so I highly doubted
      they’d know much about Fran at all. That in turn meant they
      probably wouldn’t be willing to call for the captain just because
      she, some random little girl, told them she wanted to meet him.

      There was no guarantee they’d actually know the ID Fran had was
      the real thing either. They could easily call it a fake and dismiss
      us. The captain, on the other hand, probably had the ability to
      actually discern that it was genuine.

      [What do you think of sitting around until we see someone that
      looks like they might be a bit higher on the corporate ladder and
      then just calling out to them?]

      "Nn… Will call now."

      [Whatever works for you works for me.]

      Fran’s method was straight forward, but it still did work,
      especially seeing as how there wasn’t really a need for us to go
      into this thing with a plan in the first place. More importantly,
      Fran wanted to get this done and over with as soon as possible. She
      really didn’t want to be late for dinner.

      "Going."

      "Woof!"

      The sailors seemed to be in a meeting of sorts, but both Fran
      and Urushi ran up to them and attempted to get their attention
      regardless.

      "Hey."

      "H-Hi there. Did you n—"

      "What’s u—"

      The sailors had responded to Fran in a light-hearted fashion,
      but ended up immediately stopping and freezing up when they caught
      sight of Urushi. They then immediately began looking back and forth
      between the two without continuing what they were saying
      earlier.

      Both their faces were clearly decorated with expression of
      shock. Fran didn’t really pay them any mind, and instead, moved
      onto asking for their boss.

      "Adventurer, named Fran. Want to talk to captain."

      I felt like she could’ve been a bit more careful with how she
      introduced herself. I honestly wouldn’t be surprised if they turned
      her away because of her poor mannerisms.

      But much to my surprise, they ended up doing the exact
      opposite.

      "A-Alright! Give us just a second!"

      "I-I’ll go grab the captain!"

      A part of me felt like they probably recognized Fran.

      "Y-You said your name was Fran?"

      "Nn."

      "A-Are you perhaps the Black Lightning Princess? The one
      everyone’s been talking about lately?"

      My suspicions were on point. They really did know exactly who
      Fran was.

      "Yup."

      "S-s-s-seriously!? Wait, I could’ve sworn the rumours said the
      Black Lightning Princess had evolved…"

      The sailor’s words reminded me that Beastkin were able to
      discern whether or not another Beastkin had evolved. It was a
      function that clearly worked even amongst different tribes given
      that Fran was able to discern that both Aurel and the Beast Lord
      had evolved.

      Fran, however, had the Evolution Concealment skill, meaning
      other Beastkin wouldn’t be able to tell whether she was just a
      Black Catkin or actually something more. Hence, the sailor must’ve
      felt confused by the discrepancy between what he saw and what the
      rumours had told him.

      There wasn’t really much of a point in Fran explaining her
      circumstances, so she decided to ask her a question of her own in
      order to move the conversation forward.

      "Evolved Black Catkin. Never seen before?"

      "I-I’m from the Beastkin’s Country and I meet a lot of beastkin
      because of my line of work, but I can’t say I have."

      It seemed that Fran really was the only evolved Black Catkin out
      there, which did make sense in its own right. One would need to
      kill either 1000 Evil Beings or a single A ranked Evil Being in
      order to undo the curse. It was very unlikely that anyone would end
      up accidentally fulfilling either of the two conditions.

      And honestly, the second way of undoing the curse was basically
      just there for decoration. The only way for an unevolved Black
      Catkin to solo an A ranked Evil Being was to have a miraculous
      stroke of luck.

      The other condition, hunting down 1000 Evil Beings a piece, was
      the much less difficult to achieve. There was a chance that the
      other Black Catkin could eventually evolve if we spread knowledge
      of it far and wide. The stronger ones could even find themselves
      evolving into Black Heavenly Tigerkin.

      It’d be possible to defeat an S ranked Evil Being and undo the
      curse on a species wide level so long as enough Black Heavenly
      Tigerkin came to be; there was definitely a chance for the Black
      Cat Tribe to one day remove its curse.

      Having the entire race actively hunt down Evil Beings was
      something that benefited the gods. In fact, the whole point of the
      curse was to make the Black Cat Tribe repent through battle to
      begin with, but the Beast Lords of old had disallowed the Black
      Catkin their penitence.

      Fortunately, the current Beast Lord was nothing like his
      predecessors. The situation would probably change for the better
      once he started disseminating information regarding the Black Cat
      Tribe’s current evolutionary conditions. Of course, we couldn’t
      leave it all up to him. We too had to make sure we spread the word
      once we reached the Beastkin’s Country.

      The sailor that’d left brought over an important looking man as
      I continued to contemplate the Black Cat Tribe’s situation. His
      massive frame, which spanned a large area both horizontally and
      vertically, was decked to hell and back with huge burly
      muscles.

      He was wearing a captain’s hat atop his head, specifically the
      kind you’d typically expect a pirate ship’s captain to have. The
      only difference between his hat and a real pirate’s was that the
      skull had been swapped out for a crown bearing version of the
      Beastkin’s Country’s crest.

      "Oh? Are you perhaps the Black Lightning Princess?"

      "Nn."

      "I see, I see. I’ve heard quite a bit about you from all the
      merchants passing through the city."

      He started off with a rather grim expression, but he quickly
      replaced it with a friendly smile after seeing Fran nod in response
      to his words.

      "So what’d you need me for?"

      "Nn. Looking for ship. Going to Beastkin’s Country."

      "Were you wanting to board our ship as a guard for the trip’s
      duration?"

      "Nn."

      "Hahaha! Great, looks like we’ve got ourselves one hell of a
      reliable escort then."

      "Okay to board?"

      "’Course it is. I can tell just by looking at you that you’re
      one damned strong fighter."

      The captain seemed to be quite decent in combat himself seeing
      as how he was able to discern that Fran was strong with just a
      glance.

      With all the pleasantries out of the way, we decided to show him
      the emblem we’d gotten from Royce.

      "Huh. You’ve even got one of His Majesty’s IDs…?"

      "Genuine."

      "I’d assume so, seeing as how you’re the Black Lightning
      Princess, but I’ll have to run it by to check if it’s actually real
      a bit later on."

      "Nn."

      "The Adventurers’ Guild will get mad at us if we don’t make sure
      the request goes through them, so we’re probably going to have to
      get that handled. You mind tagging along?"

      It seemed the captain couldn’t actually employ us on the spot,
      but he was more or less willing to do the equivalent. Having the
      guild handle the request was also beneficial to him in the sense
      that it’d allow him to verify Fran’s identity.

      "Don’t mind."

      It also seemed like he was planning to hire a few other
      adventurers as well just so he could have more hands in the case of
      an emergency. We didn’t really see any problems with it, so we
      accompanied the captain to the guild and accepted the request the
      moment it was done being processed.

      "Leaving when?"

      "We should be setting sail in three days if all goes well."

      He wasn’t too sure about the precise date because it could
      change based on magic beast sightings and the weather. Storms in
      particular tended to be a major source of delay.

      "Got it. Will go to ship in 3 days."

      "Sounds good to me. It’s good to be working with you."

      "Nn. Same."

      Fran and the captain exchanged a shake of hands before going
      their separate ways. We probably wouldn’t see him again for another
      three days. That said, I was already looking forward to boarding
      that huge ass ship of his.

      


      

    



    

    
      243.The Orphanage’s Current State

      
      


      "Nom nom nom nom nom!"

      "Om nom om nom nom!"

      "You two sure are digging in."

      "Wow Fran! You’re so awesome!"

      "Yeah! Look at Urushi! He’s super amazing too!"

      We were currently at the orphanage, where Urushi and Fran were
      both rapidly tucking Io’s curry away. They were eating so
      vigorously that I was starting to worry whether they’d give
      themselves stomachaches.

      I was also concerned as to whether or not it was okay for them
      to eat as much as they were, given that they were at an orphanage.
      Fortunately, Io didn’t really seem to mind. In fact, seeing them
      eat the way they were had caused her to break into a smile.

      "I’ve made a whole lot, so eat all you’d like."

      "Nn! More."

      "Woof woof!"

      "How large a serving would you like?"

      "Huge."

      "Roof"

      In the end, the pair ended up eating five super large servings
      apiece, to which the children reacted with both admiration and a
      bit of resentment. It seemed like they’d probably be able to have
      curry the next morning so long as Fran and Urushi didn’t eat it
      all.

      Some of the kids had actually cared much less about that, and
      much more about how much Fran could actually eat. Though they
      seemed a bit less attached to the curry itself, a fair portion of
      them still ended up gazing at her a bit reproachfully because their
      incorrect predictions had caused them to gamble away a part of
      their breakfast.

      I figured it’d probably be a good idea for us to pay Io back
      later for all the food we ate. The orphanage was definitely much
      better off than it’d been before, but it was still an orphanage
      nonetheless.

      "Thanks."

      "Ruff."

      "No, thank you. I’m glad you enjoyed it as much as you did."

      "Nn. Tasty."

      Fran patted her now swollen stomach a few times to express just
      how content she felt. The curry Io made was clearly ridiculously
      delicious, so much that she almost seemed a bit envious of the fact
      that she couldn’t have it on a regular basis.

      Unfortunately, it wasn’t something I was capable of imitating.
      Io was running an orphanage, so she obviously hadn’t used any super
      expensives spices. She was only really using the standard kinda
      stuff, meaning the curry she made was only as delicious as it was
      because of her abilities as a chef. I would’ve been able to mimic
      her variation of the dish had I watched her throughout the entire
      preparatory process, but I hadn’t.

      The children had already finished their meals, and didn’t have
      much of a reason to stick around, so they went off to play. The
      only people left in the cafeteria were Fran, Urushi and Io.

      "Leaving now."

      Fran stood up and got ready to go as she stroked her
      stomach.

      "Already? You should really take it easy and stay around for a
      while. I’ll even make you some tea if you do."

      "Brewed by Io?"

      "Mhm. I can even get you some snacks with it if you’d like,
      though unfortunately, all we have is baked sweets."

      "Yes please."

      Fran had been presented a chance to have herself some Io-brand
      tea alongside some Io-brand tea time snacks, a chance her more
      gluttinous side simply refused to miss.

      Driven by her appetite, she sat herself back in the chair with a
      series of graceful, flowing movements. Likewise, Urushi, who shared
      her dietary interests, also positioned himself in a chair while
      clearing his expression of all but composure.

      "Don’t worry Urushi, I’ll make sure you get your share too."

      "Woof!"

      The baked sweets Io made were quite simple. They only contained
      sugar, flour, and eggs, but a simple glance at the way Fran and
      Urushi reacted to tasting them made it quite apparent that they
      were delicious regardless. The same went for the tea even though
      the leaves used to brew it were considered rather cheap. Both
      gluttons enjoyed the experience so much that they ended up wearing
      expressions of bliss throughout the culinary experience.

      Io watched over the two with a smile basically the whole way
      through. More specifically, she waited for Fran to finish draining
      her tea before addressing her in a much more serious tone than
      usual.

      "Thank you very much."

      Her expression turned serious as she bowed as she spoke a few
      words of appreciation.

      "Nn?"

      "I admit I splurged a bit for today’s sake since I knew you were
      coming, but it was well worth it. Your actions have brought genuine
      smiles to the children’s’ faces. They’ve just been overflowing with
      joy ever since you reached out and offered us your help."

      Fran stayed silent and listened as Io continued to speak.

      "We, the children and I, used to spend our days with the
      constant fear that we wouldn’t have enough to eat. The children
      still used to smile, but not the pure, carefree way they do
      now."

      They never knew when the orphanage would end up having to shut
      down, so it only made sense for them never to really have peace of
      mind. Children had the tendency to be naive, but that didn’t mean
      they were stupid. The building they lived in was more or less
      decrepit, they only had very little to eat, and they’d even been
      bothered by a loan shark every once in a while. The signs were all
      there, and they were more than obvious enough to tell the children
      that the orphanage wasn’t doing too well.

      All the adults involved would always try their best to hide
      their financial troubles from the children. This would stress them
      and cause the children to notice their displeasure, which in turn
      stressed the children out, which of course only lead to the adults
      redoubling their efforts. It was a vicious cycle with no end in
      sight.

      "Thank you very much for allowing the children to smile
      again."

      "Helped by Amanda. Not me."

      "You’re right. Amanda was the one that helped us out of our
      conundrum, but that was something she’d only done because of you.
      She would’ve never had the opportunity to help us if not for you
      informing her of our plight. Thank you, thank you so much."

      Io pushed herself into an even deeper bow, as if to demonstrate
      that she couldn’t thank Fran enough for what she’d done.

      ***

      And so, an hour flew right by.

      Things ended up getting a bit awkward after Io finished
      apologizing, seemingly because both parties were feeling a bit
      embarrassed. The two had been on pretty good terms to begin with,
      so they managed to drive the discomfort out of the air around them
      and get back to engaging in conversation.

      "Leaving now."

      "I’m sorry I kept you for so long."

      "No problem."

      Io escorted us all the way over to the orphanage’s entranceway.
      We tried to offer her some cash given all we’d eaten, but she ended
      up stubbornly refusing any form of payment. She insisted that she’d
      only fed us as a way of expressing her thanks, and that there was
      no way she could charge us for it.

      （Master, what do?）

      In the end, we ended up holding onto the money we’d planned on
      giving her. I figured it would be rude to force her to take it
      after all she’d said, and that she’d actually be much happier not
      accepting it.

      Speaking of happiness, Fran seemed to be in a great mood. She’d
      even hummed a rare tune as we made our way back to the inn.

      [Was the curry she made really that tasty?]

      "Nn!"

      Oh god damn it. I’m going to have to try really hard not to let
      her best me.

      "Besides."

      [Besides what?]

      "Seemed happy. Both Io and orphans."

      [That they did.]

      "Nn. Glad."

      To Fran, the orphans under Io’s care weren’t just strangers.
      They were people whose situation paralleled her own. She too had
      lost her parents at a young age, so, she must’ve empathized with
      them. Seeing them happy had tugged at her emotions and filled her
      with a wholehearted sense of joy.

      [Yeah, I guess you’re right. I’m also glad everything ended up
      working out in their favour.]

      "Nn."

      


      

    



    

    
      244.Aboard a Ship

      
      


      Fran, Urushi and I spent the three days leading up to our ship
      ride walking around the city, eating, and just lazing around. The
      rare bit of downtime served to function as a decent break from all
      the action we normally threw ourselves right into.

      We actually ended up visiting the orphanage a second time. Our
      timing had been a bit off, so Fran and Urushi didn’t end up
      catching themselves a meal, but they did manage to get themselves a
      cup of tea and couple baked sweets, which, for our purposes, was
      more than enough. The whole reason we’d visited was so we could
      give them a bunch of stuff, and use their hospitality as just cause
      for doing so. Of course, we made sure to give them more than enough
      stuff to also make up for all the curry Fran and Urushi had
      consumed. I figured they probably wouldn’t be all that comfortable
      with us giving them money, so we ended up giving them ingredients
      instead. More specifically, we handed off a bunch of flour, some
      sugar, and several different kinds of spices.

      Though lazing around was nice and all, we were still rather keen
      on actually going places. To that end, we set out early in the
      morning on the day we were scheduled to leave and immediately
      headed in the ship’s direction.

      [Looks like we’re finally taking our first step towards the
      Beastkin’s Country.]

      "Nn. Can’t wait."

      [I’m pretty sure we can do a much better job at guarding the
      ship this time around than we did the last. That said, don’t forget
      to enjoy the ride.]

      "Can’t wait. Tough foes."

      We’d gotten a lot stronger since our last boat trip. I was
      pretty sure we’d be able to handle anything that came at us with
      ease, save for maybe the Midgard Wyrm.

      When we arrived at the ship, we saw the captain talking to a
      group of people that seemed to belong to some sort of government
      office. I wasn’t really sure exactly what he was talking about, but
      he wrapped things up and began calling out to Fran when he noticed
      her.

      "Hey Black Lightning Princess. I think I forgot to introduce
      myself last time. The name’s Jerome, captain of the HSS
      Algieba."

      "Nn. C ranked adventurer. Fran."

      The pair exchanged a handshake. They almost seemed to be on the
      same wavelength or something, as the act caused both to smile. It
      was a rare moment for Fran, who typically really didn’t care for
      appearances.

      "Hey, you! Get over here. Show Fran to my first mate and have
      him introduce himself."

      "Yessir."

      "I’m stuck doing a bunch of stuff so I can get us ready to sail,
      so my second in command’ll fill you in on all you need to
      know."

      It turned out that the people Jerome had been speaking to
      belonged to the Ministry of the Port. He needed to work through a
      few details with them before the ship could actually depart from
      the harbour. The government officials more or less functioned as
      sea traffic control. They were making sure people worked on a
      schedule and only departed when it was their turn to leave.
      Likewise, they also made sure each ship was assigned a priority so
      that any lower priority ships would yield in the case of a schedule
      conflict. Their function was near identical to the sea-traffic
      control stations you’d see back on Earth.

      The world I was currently living in definitely was a totally
      different world, but its port-related rules were quite similar. I
      honestly wasn’t surprised, rules were needed no matter where you
      were, and the ones that both worlds had chosen were not only
      functional but also rather easy to implement. Ships like the
      Algeiba only emphasized the need for regulation all the more.
      Allowing large ships to leave whenever they wanted would lead to a
      whole slew of issues.

      "Should be over here."

      "Nn."

      One testament to the ship’s sheer size was the 100 odd step
      staircase we needed to climb to get up to its deck from the
      harbour.

      A large group of sailors were working the day away atop the
      ship’s massive deck. The one that was supposed to be guiding us
      walked past most of them and approached a man that seemed to be
      supervising everyone else’s work.

      "Vice Captain!"

      "What? Oh, I’m guessing that’s the last escort?"

      "Yessir. Her name’s Fran."

      "C ranked adventurer. Fran. Accepted escort mission."

      "Me, I’m Buphett, the captain’s first mate."

      Unlike the captain, the first mate didn’t really seem like much
      of a fighter. He was tall, lanky, and to be frank, seemed a bit
      frail overall. Appraising him allowed me to confirm that he was the
      type that stayed out of battles. Both his combat related skills,
      Bow Arts and Spear Arts, were still at level one. To compensate, he
      had high levels in Commerce, Way of the Word, Arithmetic, and
      Observation. In other words, he was great at everything he needed
      to be proficient in to qualify him as the ship’s second in
      command.

      Though his skills did draw my attention, I found myself much
      more interested in his race than anything else. He was apparently a
      sort of goatkin, so I couldn’t help but suspect that he would end
      up eating the documents he was supposed to fill out.

      "I’ve heard plenty a rumour about you, but honestly, it’s a bit
      hard for me to believe that the Black Lightning Princess everyone’s
      been talking about is still just a little girl. I thought I might
      change my mind after seeing you, but…"

      "The captain says she’s legit though."

      "Nn. Genuine."

      "Sorry if I offended you. I was just trying to say that it’s
      really hard for an everyday civilian like me to tell that you’re
      really strong. To be frank, you look just like every other beginner
      to me."

      "Not offended. Used to already."

      "Hahaha, good to hear. I guess I should probably have you meet
      the other adventurers we hired. I hope you guys’ll be able to get
      along."

      "Will be careful."

      "Please do. Give me just a second to have them all brought
      over."

      Buphett ordered several of his subordinates to go fetch the
      other adventurers. It seemed that they were all already here, and
      that we were in fact the last to arrive.

      "Total, how many?"

      "We hired a total of 12, you included. We’ve got a few decent
      fighters amongst the crew, but we still tend to hire adventurers
      for a good few reasons."

      It’d become something along the lines of a tradition for ships
      that worked directly under the crown to hire adventurers, an act
      that served to show that there were ties between the royal family
      and the guild. More importantly, adventurers proved quite useful in
      the case of an emergency. Most tended to have a ton of experience,
      so they could really aid in keeping everyone calm and battle-ready.
      To that end, most ships would make sure they grabbed a few
      adventurers in addition to just having a few battle ready crew
      members on board.

      "I believe you’re also the only one that’s running solo."

      "Strong?"

      "I’m not qualified to gauge how strong they really are, but,
      there are a total of three parties, with their party-wide ranks
      being C, D, and E respectively. The C ranked party’s leader is
      probably the strongest of the group. He himself is a B ranker."

      I was impressed that there was actually a B ranker aboard the
      ship, as I assumed the person in question would end up being
      decently strong. However, I couldn’t help but feel as if having
      them around would end up being more of a pain in the ass than
      anything else, as we would have to listen to their orders in the
      case that something happened. I myself didn’t really mind, but I
      somehow doubted Fran would obey the person’s commands.

      "It looks like they’re here."

      "…Strong."

      [Seems like it.]

      The crew members led the adventurers that’d been inside the ship
      onto its deck. The warrior-like man at the group’s forefront
      immediately caught our attention. He, the B ranker Buphett had just
      told us about, looked much stronger than the rest. A sense of
      dejavu struck me as I looked at him. I felt like I’d seen that blue
      armour of his somewhere before, but I couldn’t pinpoint exactly
      where. Chances were, we’d probably crossed paths at the
      Adventurers’ Guild or something, but I wasn’t really too sure.

      "Right this way, Mordred."

      Hearing his name made me suspect that he was going to end up
      betraying us at some point, but the more rational part of my mind
      told me that it would probably be fine. [1]

      "This is the last adventurer that’ll be joining us in escorting
      the ship."

      "Oi, what the hell? Why’d you go and call my bro Mordred all the
      way out here just to introduce him to a puny little girl? It
      would’ve been much more polite for you to have her head over to him
      instead goddammit."

      The short man next to Mordred angrily responded to the first
      mate’s summons as soon as he laid eyes on Fran.

      What pissed me off the most was that he wasn’t wrong. Fran, a
      mere little girl, was technically lower on the the social ladder
      than a B ranked adventurer. Hence, many of Mordred’s party members
      ended up nodding along to voice their agreement.

      "Boss, these bastards are making light of y-"

      "Shut up Slunin. You’re embarassing yourself."

      But he was soon cut off. Mordred, the person the angry midget
      had complained to, had spoken up as if to silence him.

      "Eh?"

      "We were the ones that were told to move because it’s natural
      for the weak to go out of their way to convenience the strong.
      Putting on a show of respect is our job, not hers."

      "W-What’re you saying bro!?"

      Witnessing the natural manner in which his boss had submitted
      caused Slunin to shout in surprise. He was quite loud, but Mordred
      paid him no mind. He instead turned towards Fran and bowed.

      "Excuse that subordinate of mine. He tends to be a bit
      rude."

      "Nn. Don’t mind."

      "Allow me to introduce myself. My name is Mordred, I lead the C
      ranked party known as the Iron God’s Breath."

      "C ranked adventurer. Fran."

      Slunin seemed hella pissed. He clearly felt that Fran should’ve
      been paying Mordred her respects instead of the opposite because
      she was just a C ranker. He was about to start yelling again, but
      Mordred cut him off before he could.

      "Am I right in assuming that you’re the Black Lightning
      Princess?"

      "Called that often lately."

      "I thought so. I saw all your fights."

      "Was at Ulmutt?"

      "Yes, but I was the only one of my party members that was there.
      I participated, but ended up losing to Fermus in the second
      round."

      Only then did I realize why I felt like we’d seen him before. We
      hadn’t met him, but we’d watched his matches. Fran also ended up
      recalling him after I reminded her of one of the battle’s key
      points.

      "Lava Mage?"

      Mordred had been pretty good at using Lava Magic. I very vividly
      recalled being impressed by how he’d made it seem like such a
      valuable skill to have.

      "You remembered me?"

      "Nn. Because strong."

      "I’m honoured to hear that from the person that defeated an
      opponent that wiped the floor with me."

      "So uh… boss, care to explain?"

      "You guys were holed up in the Crystal Cage back when it
      happened, so I doubt you know, but she’s the person that won third
      place. She’s still a C ranker right now, but she’s in no way weaker
      than an A ranker."

      "Shit!"

      "You serious!?"

      "You’ve gotta be kidding me…!"

      "I’m serious. She’s way stronger than me."

      """We’re really sorry!"""

      All three of Mordred’s subordinates dove in front of Fran and
      started prostrating the moment Mordred’s declaration left his
      mouth. Seeing them had made me realize that they weren’t so
      annoying after all. They were punks, but honest ones. Fran seemed
      to feel the same, as she wasn’t really angry either. Instead, she
      seemed to be finding the sight of three massive dudes prostrating
      themselves before her to be more curious than anything else.

      
      _______________________________________________________________

      [1] Arthurian legend. Mordred the traitor.
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      Everyone started introducing themselves after the C ranked
      party, the Iron God’s Breath, finished apologizing to Fran.

      At first, I thought that they didn’t actually need to go as far
      as prostrating. However, the combination of the willingness with
      which they did it and the jock-like impression I got from them made
      me feel that to them, it wasn’t really anything out of the
      ordinary.

      Their overbearing attitudes seemed to have entirely vanished.
      They instead had started to bow submissively over and over as if to
      make up for their mistakes. It seemed that Mordred’s statement, his
      proclamation that Fran was far stronger than he was, had left a
      pretty deep impression on them.

      I was honestly surprised that one word from him had caused their
      attitudes to change so drastically. Most other adventurers would
      still doubt Fran’s strength because she looked the way she did. A
      bit of further consideration led me to realize their willingness to
      accept Fran’s strength came from their trust in Mordred. They
      seemed absolutely certain he’d never lie to them.

      Although Mordred’s subordinates didn’t really question the
      authenticity of his words, I did. Fran was definitely stronger than
      him, but she was only really way stronger than him in her
      awakened state. The way I saw it, he was an accomplished Magic
      Warrior skilful enough to match even Colbert in single combat. He’d
      make for a dangerous opponent if we didn’t take him seriously.

      "And these are my four party members."

      """We look forward to workin’ with you."""

      "Nn. Same. Will also introduce again. C ranked adventurer. Fran.
      And Urushi."

      "Woof!"

      "Woah, that wolf just came out of nowhere!"

      "I-It rose from the shadows!"

      "Well then. He looks quite strong."

      "Nn. Reliable."

      Unlike his subordinates, Mordred remained calm even though
      Urushi, a decently powerful magic beast, had appeared seemingly out
      of nowhere. In fact, he even ended up smiling after affirming the
      wolf’s strength, as if to express he was glad to see another
      fighter amongst our ranks. I really did have to take my hat off to
      him. All the other adventurers had backed off and just stared at
      the Darkness Wolf from afar.

      "I guess I might as well introduce everyone else. First up’ll be
      these guys. They’re Red Earth, a D ranked party."

      "It’s good to be working with you."

      "’Sup."

      "Eyyyy."

      Though the party’s leader seemed to be the formal, uptight kind,
      the same couldn’t be said for its two other members. They both gave
      off a much more laid back impression. I couldn’t help but notice
      that everyone in the party had green scales growing on their arms
      and faces, a feature that apparently clearly denoted them as
      serpentkin. I couldn’t help but feel that they were a bit weird,
      not because they had scales, but because they all seemed to be a
      part of the exact same demographic. Their well built frames were
      all about the same size be it in height or width. Likewise, they
      all wore twin swords and had similar-looking faces.

      "Identical."

      "Ahahahaha. That’s cause the three of us are brothers. We’ve
      been wandering the world and adventuring together for quite some
      time. It’s been a while since we last went home, so we decided to
      take this escort mission so we could head back for a bit."

      Their appearances weren’t all they shared. All three of the
      serpentkin had been taught by their father, so they’d ended up with
      the exact same skillset. The uncanny resemblance they bore to one
      another led me to suspect that they were probably triplets. The
      only real way for me to tell them apart was to look at their
      hairstyles. I didn’t really think that to be too reliable, so I
      decided to appraise them each time we spoke to them going forward
      in order to make sure we knew which was which. For the record, the
      uptight leader was actually the oldest of the bunch.

      Though Red Earth came off as a bit intimidating, I found that
      they were actually pretty decent people. They didn’t seem to hold
      any prejudice against Fran’s tribe.

      "These last three belong to the Crystalline Defenders, an E
      ranked party."

      "H-Hiya."

      "Fancy seeing you again."

      "Ahahaha…"

      The last three adventurers were actually our acquaintances. In
      fact, they were still quite fresh in our minds because we’d only
      just sparred with them a few days ago. They were Miguel, the
      greatsword user, Liddick, the earnest spearman, and Naria, the
      female archer.

      "Oh, you guys already knew each other?"

      "Kind of. She crushed us in a spar just a few days ago."

      "Right, you guys were the guildmaster’s apprentices, huh? Man,
      I’m jealous. I would’ve loved me a chance to spar with the Black
      Lightning Princess. Well, I’m glad you know her. Makes things more
      convenient."

      Though the Crystalline Defenders barely counted as our
      acquaintances, I still preferred having them over someone we didn’t
      know for the sole reason that they’d already come to understand
      that Fran was strong.

      "Here, why?"

      "Well, the truth is, sparring with you taught us just how weak
      we really were."

      "Everyone talked a bit, and we realized that we were starting to
      get sloppy because of how big our party was. Having nine whole
      people just ended up making us feel too relaxed."

      "We decided to split into three smaller parties so we could
      start training ourselves again from the ground up."

      Apparently, they hadn’t actually wasted the lessons they’d
      learned from fighting Fran. They’d realized that something was
      wrong and immediately acted on it.

      "Okay. Good luck."

      "Thank you."

      "We’ll do our best!"

      "Thank you very much for both the instruction and words of
      encouragement!"

      The captain’s first mate pulled Fran and Mordred aside for a
      quick discussion after everyone introduced themselves because he’d
      recognized them as the two most influential members of the group.
      The other adventurers didn’t seem to mind, as they’d left after
      stating that they’d go along with whatever the pair decided.

      "We should probably figure out how we’re going to handle the
      chain of command. Any ideas on your end? As for me, I don’t mind
      either way. Feel free to take over if you want."

      Mordred was the type of guy that valued ability, or more
      specifically, strength in combat, over all else. He was more than
      willing to yield his position to Fran, but honestly, both Fran and
      I lacked the skill set necessary to fill it. The lava mage was much
      better suited to the job. Hence, we ended up rejecting his
      proposal.

      "Bad at giving orders."

      "Alright, go on."

      "You take command. Want to be treated as autonomous unit."

      Fran had basically said that she wanted to just be able to do
      whatever she wanted in response to the situation at hand. In other
      words, her proposition was a selfish one that allowed her to retain
      her freedom while also casting away all the troublesome
      responsibilities that came with taking charge.

      "That’s fine with me, but can you make sure you check with me
      when you’re going to start acting on your own?"

      "Nn. Will be prudent."

      "You’re stronger than me, so I’ll try not to give you orders if
      I can, but I still will if we get into the kind of emergency that
      calls for it."

      "Of course."

      "…Alright."

      Mordred heaved a heavy sigh, but ended up agreeing to go along
      with our idea nonetheless. It seemed that we were going to be
      fortunate enough to do as we wished for the most part.

      "It looks like the two of you have wrapped up your meeting, so,
      Fran, why don’t I show you to your room?"

      "Nn."

      "I’m sorry in advance, but, it’s going to have to be just a bit
      on the smaller side."

      "No problem. Just need bed."

      "I don’t think you’ll need to worry about that. There’s no way
      we could possible treat you that poorly."

      One of the sailors led Fran to her quarters. The room she was
      assigned to was a private room meant for the ship’s stronger
      fighters; its close proximity to the deck made it easy for her to
      get to wherever she needed as quickly as possible in the case of an
      emergency.

      "This’ll be your room."

      "Nn. Looks good."

      "Good to hear. I’m glad you like it."

      The sailor seemed to think Fran was complimenting the room just
      for the sake of it, as he seemed a bit ashamed of it throughout the
      conversation, but she and I honestly both really liked it.

      It was a bit on the smaller side, but that was literally my only
      complaint. It was a private room with a clean bed, some drawers, a
      closet, and a decent looking desk. There was even a magic lamp
      suspended from the ceiling. It was way better than the cheap inns
      we usually stayed in.

      Though with all that said and out of the way, the one thing that
      really iced the cake was the round window decorating the room’s
      outside wall. It was exactly the kind of window you’d expect to see
      on a seafaring vessel. A single ray of light streamed in from it
      and illuminated the room’s otherwise dim interior. That was all it
      did, but, that alone was enough to really emphasize that we were in
      a ship’s cabin.

      Fran seemed to like the room’s ambient atmosphere, as she sat
      herself down on the bed and started swinging her legs back and
      forth. The expression that decorated her face was clearly one of
      excitement.

      "I like this room."

      [Yeah, me too.]

      She laid down and started rolling back and forth on the bed
      until she eventually tired herself out.

      


      

    



    

    
      246.The Algieba Sets Sail

      
      


      A sailor brought Fran to a room not too far from her own, one
      labeled as the Captain’s Quarters.

      "I heard that you met the other adventurers, and that you seemed
      to get along quite well. Do you think you can work with them?"

      "No problem."

      "Good to hear."

      The captain seemed really relieved to hear that Fran was capable
      of getting along with the other adventurers. At first, I didn’t
      quite understand why, but then I recalled the rumours. It seemed
      that he had been worried that she might start a fight with one of
      the other people he’d hired.

      Fran was strong, and honestly speaking, probably one of the best
      escorts he could get. Therefore, as captain, he needed to consider
      what his options were. Jerome had to be ready to make a choice
      between Fran’s might and Mordred’s experiencein case she
      ended up antagonizing him.

      "Chances are, we’ll be running into magic beasts, and maybe even
      a couple pirates. But until that happens, you can just kick back,
      relax, and do whatever you want."

      "Nn. Got it. Want to explore ship."

      "Explore? I mean, I don’t mind, but I don’t quite see the fun in
      it."

      "Okay to?"

      "It shouldn’t be a problem as long as you don’t enter the
      sailors’ private quarters without their permission. I’m also going
      to have to ask you not to mess with the magic item we use for
      propulsion."

      "No problem."

      "Oh, and don’t mess up the storehouse. We don’t really have
      anything to hide to begin with, so that should be it for the off
      limits areas."

      "Really okay? No fear of theft?"

      "You’re bound by the contract you signed with the Adventurer’s
      Guild, and we’re rather inclined to assume it’ll hold. ‘Sides, none
      of the stuff we have is valuable enough to warrant you risking your
      reputation."

      We managed to get the captain’s permission to explore the ship,
      but we didn’t go looking around at every nook and cranny right
      away. We were going to be aboard the ship for quite some time, so
      we decided to take our time and explore it bit by bit as the voyage
      went on.

      "Oh yeah, can you show me that Beastkins’ Country ID you
      got?"

      "This?"

      "Is that space time magic…? Sure seems convenient."

      "Nn. Very."

      "I’m jealous. That’s something any merchant would want. Anyway,
      I’d better get to checking this thing for authenticity."

      The captain’s voice slowly shifted over to carrying a more
      serious tone as he spoke. Though he himself couldn’t technically be
      called a merchant, the function he served was rather similar. To
      that end, he shared many of their sentiments.

      Apparently the captain’s ring had a sort of function that
      allowed him to double check whether the ID thing we were given was
      legit, as he pressed the two against one another.

      "Interesting, so it really was the real thing."

      "Nn."

      "We should be setting sail some time in the afternoon. For now,
      I’ll have to ask you to go talk to Mordred."

      "Got it. Mordred’s room, where?"

      "It should be right next to yours. Do you need me to get someone
      to help you find it?"

      "No need."

      When the captain said right next to, he’d meant that Mordred’s
      room was literally just two over from Fran’s. He was sharing a
      triple room with a couple of his subordinates.

      The reason we had to meet with Mordred again was so we could
      sort out how we were going to handle shifts. Mordred had already
      sorted out all the details, so he told us that we were going to
      have to stand guard during the night once every four days.

      He then went over a few other escort mission fundamentals, as
      Fran had very little experience with them. The most important thing
      he highlighted was that any magic beasts we defeated would end up
      belonging to the people that’d hired us.

      To compensate, the escort group would be granted a bonus based
      on the total number of enemies defeated. This calculation was done
      on a group-wide basis as opposed to an individual one in order to
      prevent the adventurers from arguing with one another.

      Individuals could still be given additional rewards in some
      cases if they proved to be truly outstanding, but that was it.

      One of the guild’s clerks had already told us all that
      information when we accepted the request, but Mordred had wanted to
      reiterate it just to make sure everyone was fine with the rules, as
      there were many cases in which adventurers would later complain
      that they were unfair.

      "I think that’s everything. I’m looking forward to working with
      you."

      "Nn. Same."

      Fran shook hands with Mordred and headed back to her own room.
      There wasn’t much left to do but wait for departure.

      Fortunately, we didn’t have to wait too long for some sort of
      event, as a sailor soon came and informed us that lunch was ready.
      Today was still our first day here, and we had no idea where to go.
      The sailor seemed aware of it, as he ended up showing us over to
      where the food was being served. There, Fran ate her fill before
      heading back to the room and plopping herself down on the bed yet
      again. I really had to say, the escort mission we were on had some
      pretty damned good benefits to it. It included all three meals and
      the servings were big enough to satisfy even Fran. The fact that it
      took place on a boat only served to add to just how novel and fresh
      it felt.

      I was about to pay the mission another compliment or two, but my
      thoughts were cut off by a sudden sense of oscillation. It didn’t
      seem to be just my imagination either, as Fran sat up and started
      restlessly scanning her surroundings.

      "Master, shaking?"

      [Just a bit. It doesn’t really seem like an earthquake though,
      so… I guess that means we finally set sail.]

      The boat was massive, so it didn’t really shake in response to
      the small waves that’d been constantly hitting it. The same,
      however, couldn’t be said for when it lifted its anchor.

      "Will go check."

      [Sounds like a good idea to me.]

      We rushed out of the room and gazed toward the port, only to
      find that it was a bit further away than we remembered. Both Fran
      and Urushi then ended up running all the way over to the ship’s
      edge and looking down.

      [Huh, so we really are moving.]

      "Nn."

      "Woof."

      The cityscape slowly began to drift away from us. We weren’t
      being seen off by a crowd of people with streamers and whatnot, but
      that was probably because we were on a merchant ship as opposed to
      one meant to transport civilians. Besides, tens of ships left the
      port every single day. There was no way every single one could be
      sent off.

      [This ship sure is fast.]

      The ship was moving much more quickly than I’d expected. I
      wouldn’t have been surprised if its current speed was what it had
      with its sails hoist, but they were all currently still in their
      folded up states.

      I started to grow curious about the magic item that propelled
      the ship forwards. It had to be really powerful to be able move
      such a large vessel so quickly.

      One of the first things that I considered was its shape. I
      really wanted to know whether it used a propeller, an aqua jet, the
      wind, or maybe even something else altogether.

      [Let’s go check it out once you’ve calmed down a bit.]

      "Explore!"

      [Hell yeah.]

      Jerome, the ship’s captain, approached us as we continued to
      look over past the deck.

      "Hey. You catch sight of something interesting or
      somethin’?"

      "Moving."

      "Huh? Oh, I’m guessing you don’t really spend too much of your
      time at sea then."

      "Nn. First time on big ship."

      "Makes sense then."

      "Moving using magic item?"

      "You got it. This ship has actually get the newest magical
      propulsion system on the market. That’s not all either. It’s also
      equipped with a barrier and eight turrets to help drive off
      monsters and the like."

      It turned out they were using a whole slew of magical items.
      Though the ship looked like something from my world’s middle ages,
      it was actually far more technologically advanced. The magical
      engine system it was using would allow it to continue moving even
      without the wind’s assistance.

      Wait, they even have a barrier to help keep things away from
      them? Why would they need to hire escorts if they had something
      like that?

      Fran relayed my question to the captain, to which he reacted by
      informing us that the barrier wasn’t perfect. Its main function was
      to hide the ship from larger magic beasts, and thus, it had very
      little effect on any of the small or medium sized ones, which, to
      me at least, made a lot of sense. The sea was full of larger magic
      beasts, and many of them would sink the ship if they struck its
      hull.

      There was a second barrier device that worked against the
      smaller-scaled magic beasts as well, but all it did was make them
      less inclined to approach.

      One of the bigger reasons ships hired escorts was because they
      needed more hands on deck to fight off pirates. Most pirates
      avoided ships that worked directly under a country’s command
      because they were concerned that they would ultimately get wiped
      out after catching the country’s attention. That, in other words,
      meant that the only thieves interested in targeting the HSS Algieba
      were infamous pirates confident in their own abilities.

      The Algieba’s access to the newest magic engine model made it
      capable of outrunning most of its attackers, but it would still
      sometimes be intercepted, rammed, and subject to an attack.

      "I’m going to be counting on you, Black Lightning Princess."

      "Nn. Leave to me."

      "Hahaha. You sure do sound reliable. Looks like we’ll be getting
      to our destination in one piece."
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      And so, a whole day passed.

      "Another storehouse."

      [Well I mean, this is a merchant ship, soooooo…]

      "Smells good."

      [Yeah, it looks like this is where they keep all the
      foodstuffs.]

      We’d already started exploring the ship’s interior. At first,
      there hadn’t really been much to see, reason being that we’d
      started atop the deck and slowly made our way down. Most of the
      sailors’ rooms were located near the deck so they could react
      quickly in the case of an emergency. Hence, the first area we ran
      into was the only one we weren’t allowed to check out in too much
      detail.

      Most of the rooms on the lower floors were just storerooms. The
      door to the room with most of the more valuable stuff in it was
      locked, but pretty much everything else was still open to
      exploration.

      All we found in the storehouses were boxes, bags, and a whole
      tonne of dust, but Fran was having fun looking around
      nonetheless.

      Likewise, I also hadn’t lost interest in looking at all the odd
      ingredients, nor the strangely designed goods the boxes seemed to
      contain.

      "Moving on"

      [Sure.]

      We left the storehouse area and entered a room near one of the
      ship’s outermost sides. There, we found a huge, cylindrical lump of
      metal with a hole in the middle. Its surface almost seemed to give
      off a sort of dark glow.

      "What’s this?"

      [Looks like a magical cannon. It uses those balls of iron as
      ammo and propels them with magic.]

      "Why iron balls?"

      [The projectiles it fires are weaker than actual spells, but are
      probably much more efficient with mana. It runs on magical energy,
      but it probably only has a finite amount of it.]

      The cannons we were looking at seemed to be rather high class,
      as they could switch between physical and magical rounds. The
      physical rounds were probably for other ships, while the magical
      rounds would instead be used on magic beasts.

      I couldn’t help but feel that the cannon was much bigger than
      the ones we had back on Earth, in part because it had a magical
      engine strapped to it.

      We ventured further downstairs after inspecting the cannon and
      found ourselves in the ship’s lowermost subsection. Most of the
      space was taken up by the ship’s ballast tanks, many of which were
      filled with water. The second largest room, however, had an item of
      interest in it, another large magical device. Said device was
      almost constantly emitting a sort of low-pitched rumble.

      "Huge."

      [I guess this is probably the engine the captain was talking
      about earlier.]

      "Nn. Really loud."

      [Hmm… that part has water coming out of it, and this one looks
      something like a pump.]

      The engine seemed to be the aqua jet type. It used a huge pump
      to suck in water and then forcefully ejected it in order to propel
      the ship forwards.

      Several of the ejection devices were placed around the ship’s
      hull. It seemed like it could use them to not only change
      direction, but also make tight turns.

      We’d more or less finished exploring, and Fran wanted to get a
      bit of exercise, so we headed back up to the deck in hopes of being
      able to find a spot to do a few practice swings. Upon arrival, we
      found that the deck was actually quite busy. Jerome was ordering
      the sailors around as they scrambled to raise the masts.

      "We’re finally out that damned gulf! Men, get ready to
      sail!"

      "Yessir!"

      "Get your lazy asses ready! We’re going full speed ahead ’till
      we hit the Kraken’s Nest!"

      One of the things the captain had said immediately nabbed my
      attention.

      "Kraken’s nest?"

      "Oh hey, didn’t see ya. The Kraken’s Nest is exactly what it
      sounds like, a danger zone where you’ll find a whole shitload of
      Kraken."

      "Passing through?"

      "Well, I guess you could say that."

      I knew the ship had a barrier that let it ward off large magic
      beasts, but I couldn’t help but feel as if passing through a place
      called the Kraken’s Nest wasn’t too good of an idea.

      "We aren’t actually going to be passing right through it. We’ll
      just be skimming the edge of it is all."

      Fortunately, the captain’s intentions hadn’t been what I was
      imagining them to be.

      Kraken were the local ecosystem’s top predator, so most other
      magic beasts naturally chose to avoid their territory. This was
      especially true of medium sized magic beasts, as kraken had the
      tendency to prey on them.

      "We shouldn’t have to worry about getting attacked by magic
      beasts there so long as we mind the kraken."

      "But kraken?"

      I was worried that a kraken would attack us and totally screw us
      over, but, according to Jerome, the chances of that were
      particularly low. The barrier was designed to make the ship
      especially difficult for kraken to detect.

      As I wasn’t completely convinced, I had Fran ask about the other
      larger magic beasts that lived in the area, to which the captain
      replied with a rather simple answer: there were none. The only
      large magic beasts that lived in the area were the kraken.

      "Why?"

      "The patch of sea between the Gilbard continent, from which we
      just departed, and the Chrom continent, our destination, is only a
      couple hundred meters deep. Relatively speaking, it’s quite
      shallow."

      Apparently, most of the other oceans were much, much deeper.

      "Most B ranked magic beasts, like Whale Lords, Water Dragons,
      Leviathans, and Dagons, prefer to live in deeper waters."

      None of the types of magic beasts the captain had just mentioned
      had ever been spotted in the space between the Gilbard and Chrom
      continents.

      "But the part of the sea between the Gilbard and Brohdinn
      continents, the Demon Sea, makes up for it. It’s filled with
      powerful beasts, and has even got the world’s one and only known S
      rank leviathan."

      The legendary leviathan in question was said to be over 1000
      meters long, capable of creating tsunamis while turning over in its
      sleep, and, all in all, one of the strongest magic beasts to have
      ever existed.

      That said, very little was known about it. Sightings were few
      and far between. There was, however, a significant mention of it
      dating about 3000 years back in which it completely obliterated a
      coastal nation that’d pissed it off overnight. Said report was
      likely true as it had apparently been confirmed by someone with an
      oracle-type skill.

      One of the most surprising but well known facts about it noted
      in the aforementioned report was that the S ranked leviathan’s
      staple food was in fact the Midgard Wyrm, an A ranked magic beast.
      It would leave its nest, capture one, and then slowly feast on it
      over the course of about 100 years. Most sightings of it would
      happen precisely during these hunting sessions.

      Naturally, the legendary leviathan was only one of the many
      massive magic beasts that inhabited the Demon Sea, so most ships
      going between Gilbart and Brohdinn would avoid passing through it.
      They’d instead take a safer route and stop by Chrom along the way.
      The route we were currently on was just that much safer.

      But despite that, it still had enough kraken for one of its
      subsections to be labeled the Kraken’s Nest.

      "You won’t have to worry about encountering any Kraken. This
      ship’s got all the kraken countermeasures a sailor could ever ask
      for."

      "Nn."

      "But we’ve dedicated most of our resources to it, so we’ll have
      to be relying on you to deal with pirates and all the other magic
      beasts, y’hear?"

      "Got it. Leave to me."

      "’Course."

      


      

    



    

    
      248.A Report on Midgard Wyrm Ecology

      
      


      Several days had passed since we left Barbra.

      All we’d done so far was relax. There wasn’t really much to do
      in the first place unless we ran into some sort of magic beast, so
      we’d spent our days eating, sleeping, and occasionally enjoying the
      salty sea breeze while getting a bit of exercise on deck.

      Purification magic allowed us to keep the room clean without
      having to tidy up.

      The meals were not only hearty, but also quite healthy. Item
      box-type skills allowed the sailors to preserve fresh fruits and
      vegetables throughout the trip. Beriberi and scurvy were both total
      non-concerns.

      That said, depleting the ship’s resources wasn’t actually the
      crew’s first choice. They would much rather eat whatever they could
      catch. To that end, they were currently hauling up a giant net
      they’d thrown down for fishing purposes a bit earlier.

      It wasn’t something Fran had ever seen before, so she ended up
      doing more than just observing them. She joined them in saying
      “heave, heave ho,” over and over as they raked the net in. The only
      difference was that she muttered it under her breath instead of
      shouting it.

      "Gahahaha. You never seen a couple guys lug up a huge net before
      or somethin’?"

      "Nn. Interesting."

      "Thought so. The only ships with nets that big are huge
      ones."

      "Really?"

      "The only way you could haul up a net that big without a bunch
      of people is if you have some sort of magic item do it for you. And
      y’see, both those options require big ass ships."

      "Oh."

      "’Sides, the bigger the net, the bigger the catch, and the
      bigger the catch, the bigger the chance you’ll attract or even
      catch magic beasts. Fighting them off needs manpower and space.
      It’s not something you could do on a small boat ‘nless you want to
      put yourself in danger."

      The captain’s words led me to the conclusion that it was about
      time for us adventurers to finally do our jobs.

      "I’m pretty sure my men’ll be fine without you for now, but
      y’might as well keep an eye out."

      "Nn."

      Fran got into position just in case anything happened, but
      nothing really did. The sailors hoisted the net onto the deck and
      laid out all the seafood they caught without running into any
      show-stopping issues.

      "Those, fish, or?"

      [Which ones? Are there magic beasts mixed in or something?]

      "Soft and flabby thing."

      [Oh, you were asking about those? Those are goosefish.]

      Goosefish were really strange looking, so it did make sense for
      people that didn’t know about them to assume they were magic
      beasts. I heard that many people outside Japan feared octopuses,
      but I myself found goosefish way more terrifying.

      "And that?"

      [Those are hagfish.]

      "And those?"

      [I’m pretty sure those are sea cucumbers, though they’re way
      bigger than any kind I know.]

      The world I was currently in was a veritable fantasy world, but
      its fish honestly weren’t that different from the ones we had back
      on Earth. In fact, I felt that most of them were easier on the eye;
      Earth’s fish were way uglier on average.

      "And that?"

      [Which?]

      "That."

      There were too many fish jumbled together for me to identify the
      one Fran was trying to point out to me, so she just ended up
      walking over and picking it out of the pile.

      "This."

      [Oh, ew.]

      The fish in question was one of the grossest looking ones I’d
      ever seen. I really had to commend Fran’s willingness to touch it.
      She’d lifted it up without even the slightest bit of
      hesitation.

      It, the thing in Fran’s hand, looked to me like a reddish-black,
      softball sized, blob of flesh. One end was shaped like an
      intestine. It came with an alien-like mouth, one that had its sharp
      teeth arranged in a circular pattern. The other looked like it’d
      been pinched. My immediate reaction was to assume that it was some
      sort of deep-sea creature.

      Appraising it caused me to telepathically shout in surprise.

      [That thing’s apparently a midgard wyrm!]

      "Midgard Wyrm? This?"

      [Y-Yeah, it’s probably only that small cause it hasn’t grown up
      yet.]

      "Ohhh."

      I almost couldn’t believe that the tiny magic beast Fran was
      holding onto could possibly grow into the 100m long thing we’d
      fought before. The only way one could possibly describe the
      creature was to call it fantastical.

      [T-There’s one over there too.]

      "Where?"

      [It’s that long thing over there.]

      "This?"

      Fran grabbed the long, rope-like organism I was talking about
      with her bare hands. Its colour and texture were identical to the
      midgard wyrm larva Fran was holding in her other hand, but their
      lengths were incomparable.

      The first specimen was about the size of Fran’s palm. The second
      was about a whole meter long. That said, they were still both
      definitely midgard wyrms.

      "This becomes that?"

      [I think so… Oh god that thing’s gross. Its unevenness only
      makes it all the worse.]

      The longer specimen wasn’t just thin and long. It looked like a
      bunch of spheres stuck onto one another. The indents ran along it
      in an almost regular sort of pattern.

      Jerome approached Fran as she continued to observe the
      still-wriggling midgard wyrms.

      "Oh, so you managed to find a couple puny midgard wyrms."

      "Nn."

      "At that size, I’d say they’re probably still only a few months
      old… Their parents might still be in the area."

      "Thought only kraken around here?"

      "For the most part, yeah. There are a couple other things, just
      not too many of ’em."

      "Fought midgard wyrm before."

      "You mean recently?"

      "Nn. Very recent. On way to Barbra."

      "Seriously? If that’s the case, then we’d best be on our
      toes."

      "What to do if attacked?"

      "Midgard wyrms tend to react most to smell, so we should be able
      to outrun them if we just throw a couple barrels overboard as a
      decoy."

      It looked like we wouldn’t have to worry because the ship had
      countermeasures on hand. That said, we were still quite curious as
      to their ecology. Jerome actually seemed really knowledgeable about
      them, so we decided to have him sate our curiosity.

      "This becomes that?"

      "Yeah, but the stubby one you’re holding onto won’t just grow
      longer or anything."

      "Then how?"

      "They get longer by sticking together. You see how the longer
      one’s got indents all over? And you see how they’re about the same
      length?"

      "Nn. Narrow parts."

      "That’s because that’s where two midgard wyrms are connected.
      The larvae bite onto each other’s butts in order to form chains. As
      time passes, they eventually all merge into a single creature."

      The fuck nature?

      I was freaked out at first, but immediately recalled that there
      were similar creatures back on Earth. I wasn’t too clear on the
      details, but a part of me wanted to say that most were
      single-celled organisms and/or something along the lines of a
      jellyfish.

      Hearing Jerome’s explanation finally led me to understand why
      the damned things had so many hearts. A midgard wyrm was both a
      single giant magic beast and an entire colony of smaller magic
      beasts at the same time. It was that precise trait that stopped
      them from being affected by Deathgaze’s instant kill ability.

      "What to do?"

      "They’re parasitic and not that great for the sea, so we’ll
      gather them up and dispose of all of them at once later. You seem
      to be able to pick them out, so could you lend us a bit of a
      hand?"

      "Got it."

      Our Appraisal and Magic Perception skills made it easy for us to
      sort through the pile and pull all the magic beasts it contained.
      The tasks’ only two downsides were that it was boring, and that it
      made Fran’s hands stink. That said, the stink could be cleansed, so
      I made a mental note telling myself that I should cast purification
      magic on Fran’s hands once we were done.

      The screening process ended up finishing without any real
      hitches; today’s haul hadn’t seemed to contain any dangerous magic
      beasts. More importantly, it looked like tonight’s dinner was going
      to consist of quite a few interesting fish-based dishes.

      （Master.）

      [What’s up?]

      （Want to take bath.）

      [You do know we’re on a ship in the middle of the ocean here,
      right? That’s definitely going to be asking for too mu-wait a
      second. Maybe not, actually.]

      Getting our hands on hot water would be a cinch since it was
      something we could make with magic. The only real problem was that
      we didn’t have a bathtub. We’d normally just make one out of earth
      magic, but there wasn’t any soil anywhere in sight.

      They probably had wooden wash basins somewhere, but I figured
      we’d be able to find some sort of higher quality substitute if we
      looked hard enough. Asking led to the surprising answer that the
      ship actually had a bathtub on board.

      At first, I thought that having a bath on board was a luxurious
      addition that we shouldn’t have expected, but soon realized that I
      was wrong. I should’ve known there’d be one seeing as how the ship
      was equipped with a whole slew of expensive magic items to begin
      with. In fact, it turned out that most larger ships actually did
      have them.

      We only hadn’t really heard of other people using it because
      sailors didn’t like bathing. I wasn’t really surprised. Sailors
      were, for the most part, wild seafarers not too different from
      pirates. I couldn’t exactly see them sitting down and soaking in a
      tub. They didn’t normally bother getting the baths ready at a set
      time because it was just an added cost that few ever made use
      of.

      Fran started heading over the moment they told us we were
      allowed to make use of it as long as we got our own hot water.

      Mordred, Buphett, and several other guys had told us they also
      wanted to get in, so we ended up telling them it was ready once we
      finished with it.

      Buphett had been particularly happy about being able to take a
      bath, and even asked us to keep taking them going forward so he
      could as well. Fran liked washing herself on a daily basis anyways,
      and I kinda liked the idea of him owing us a favour, so we ended up
      happily agreeing.

      


      

    



    

    
      249.Finally, Action

      
      


      A day had passed since we learned a bit more about midgard
      wyrms.

      We were still living the high life. Fran had taken a bath last
      night, so she had been in an excellent mood all morning.

      For the record, we made sure to drain the bath and refill it
      with a whole new tub of water once Fran was done with it. No way in
      hell was I going to let a bunch of dudes soak in the exact same
      water she’d just finished using.

      Fran had spent most of the day gazing at the horizon, observing
      the fish and dolphins that passed by, and idling around in her room
      whenever she got bored.

      But, that afternoon, our peaceful boat trip finally came to an
      end.

      The clanging of a loud bell filled our ears. It rang four times,
      paused, and repeated. The four-clang pattern was a signal whose
      meaning we’d memorized ahead of time. It denoted that the ship was
      being attacked by pirates.

      [Pirates!?]

      "Going!"

      "Woof!"

      Fran grabbed me and rushed out to the deck. There, she found the
      captain, who happened to be in the middle of issuing orders to his
      crew. He had the sailors move around so that they’d be in position
      for the battle to come.

      Mordred seemed to have been on the deck from the start, as he
      and his men were currently leering at something to the north.

      "You’re here? That was fast. I’m impressed."

      "Pirates, where?"

      "They’re right over there."

      We were certainly able to make out something where Mordred was
      pointing, but it was too far away for us to make out any
      significant details. We couldn’t even tell it was a ship, let alone
      a pirate ship.

      "Those, pirate ships?"

      "No way in hell they aren’t. Damned things have got pirate flag
      raised high."

      Jerome sounded really confident. At first, I thought he was
      somehow able to just naturally see really far, but upon closer
      inspection, I realized that he had a telescope in hand. He’d
      clearly used it in order to scope out the incoming ship.

      "Escape possible?"

      "Doubt it. Those over there are fast, small ships, and the wind
      ain’t really doing us any favours right now. They’ll probably catch
      up in about an hour."

      "Then will fight."

      "We’ll probably have to. It doesn’t seem like they’ve got any
      intention of letting us get away."

      I highly doubted that the pirates would be able to damage our
      large boat with their much smaller ones. I highly doubted that
      they’d be able to board us even when they finally caught up. That
      said, there was no way they’d initiate a battle they didn’t think
      they could win.

      "Those ship’s have got naval rams engineered into their front.
      They’re probably planning to breach our hull and have their men
      board us."

      The pirate ship’s naval ram wasn’t entirely solid. It had a
      passageway built inside of it for ease of infiltration. Their
      strategy was one crafted under the assumption that the ship they
      would be attacking was larger than their own.

      They would catch up to us with their high speed vessels, stop us
      by ramming us with several different ships, and then break into our
      galleon’s interior. It was a much safer method than the one I
      thought of, lining their ships up with ours and boarding via
      ladder. As the defenders, I found it honestly quite difficult to
      deal with their approach. We had to be concerned with the fact that
      there’d be enemies inside our ship from the very start.

      "How?"

      "We basically have to fall back on the basics and sink ’em with
      spells and cannonfire before they reach us."

      The thing the captain had told us really was pretty much the
      most basic possible thing one could do in a naval battle. The
      pirates needed to get up close and personal if they wanted to be
      able to board us. All we needed to do to stop them was to make sure
      they never got close enough to actually reach us. That said, I felt
      that engaging them up close wouldn’t be too bad an idea. We could
      just beat the pirates down, capture them, confiscate their ships,
      and trade them in for cash once we reached the shore.

      "Sinking ’em is probably the best option, ’cause the aftermath’s
      a huge pain in the ass to deal with if we don’t."

      "Reason?"

      "Think about it. We need a place to lock ’em up till we reach
      the shore. We’d also need to feed ’em and keep ’em alive. As for
      the ship, we’d need to transfer a couple men over for it to
      actually get places."

      "But enemy treasure will also sink?"

      "The only way they’d have loot on their ships is if they just
      finished attacking somethin’. I doubt any of the ones attacking
      us’ll have anythin’ valuable on board."

      "Okay."

      The captain had a good point, and more or less convinced me that
      it was perfectly okay for us to just sink the incoming pirate
      ships.

      "The only ships worth capturing would be the larger ones. Their
      propulsion systems can fetch a pretty penny on the market. They can
      rake in such a profit that I’d say it’d even be worth it for us to
      attack them instead o’ the other way ’round."

      Jerome’s tone was so serious it sent shivers down my spine.
      Merchant ships reeeaaaally weren’t supposed to be attacking pirate
      ships, were they…?

      "I’d be more pissed if they got away than ‘nything."

      Though the captain knew of most of the pirates around these
      parts, he didn’t recognize the group attacking us. Their flag was
      an unfamiliar one.

      "They probably either came from the north or south. We’d best be
      careful, they’ve already thrown five ships our way."

      That said, the appearance of a brand new group of pirates wasn’t
      anything to be too concerned about. The place was practically a
      hotbed for pirates because of all the merchants ships that would
      make use of the route. Pirates practically infested the place, but
      most merchant ships were ready for them. The act of attacking was
      actually quite the risk. Still, the sheer frequency with which
      merchant ships passed through the area still attracted them from
      all over, often leading to territorial disputes and the like.

      Several bigger pirate gangs more or less completely dominated
      the area. It was really hard for a newly arrived crew to really
      make too much of a name for themselves, and it was for that reason
      that the appearance of a new band of pirates really wasn’t anything
      to be concerned with. They were probably just going to end up
      getting taken over by one of the bigger gangs eventually
      anyways.

      "Them sending out five ships means they think they’ve got a
      pretty good idea of exactly where we are and how much we can fight
      back. It’d be best for us to sink ’em."

      I wasn’t sure what the norm was, nor whether or not it’d be fine
      for us to butt in just yet, so Fran turned towards someone with a
      bit more experience for advice.

      "Mordred, what do?"

      "The battle’ll start with an exchange of cannonfire. We
      adventurers, er, the spellcasters we’ve got, will start firing
      spells once we get close enough for it."

      The lava mage’s explanation made perfect sense to me, as the
      ship’s cannons had more range than most spells. Still, I felt it
      was inefficient. Both we and our enemies had cannons, so we’d
      effectively just be trading damage at first. Jerome and Mordred
      both told us that taking some damage was a foregone conclusion when
      we asked them about it. As far as they were concerned, trading hits
      was just a natural part of naval battles to begin with. We,
      however, opted to disagree.

      "Hey."

      "Yeah?"

      "Leave to me."

      "I take it you’ve got something in mind?"

      "Nn. Will sink enemies."

      "Sounds promising to me, but you sure you’re up for it?"

      "Sure."

      "Hm, I don’t want you doing anything that’ll put you in too much
      danger. We’ve still got a long trip ahead of us, and we’ll be
      needing you to power our way through it."

      Jerome exchanged glances with Mordred, as if silently asking the
      B ranker whether or not he thought Fran would actually be able to
      pull it off, to which he replied with a nod.

      "A rankers are strong enough for us to call them flat out
      inhuman, and she’s got enough power to take one down. Me, I’d say
      she’ll be just fine."

      "Alright then, go fer it. Just make sure you don’t damage our
      ship, ‘lright?"

      "Got it. Going now."

      "Going?"

      "Nn. Going to sink enemies. Urushi."

      "Woof!"

      "Woooah! Your wolf was actually that damned huge?"

      "I’m… starting to think that it could probably even beat me
      up…"

      Fran ignored Jerome, who’s eyes had shot open in surprise, and
      mounted Urushi.

      "Go."

      "Woof!"

      And so, the two of them leapt towards the pirates, leaving
      naught but a series of shocked sailors in their wake.

      


      

    



    

    
      250.Anti-Ship Sword

      
      


      Urushi was so fast that he managed to close the gap between us and
      the pirate ships in the blink of an eye.

      We used our bird’s eye view to observe the pirates, only to find
      that they were staring up at Fran with dumbfounded looks on their
      faces. The daze lasted for a moment, as they immediately drew their
      bows, nocked their arrows, and attempted to shoot us down. It was a
      vicious attack, but not one that bothered Urushi even in the
      slightest. He dodged them all with ease.

      [Alright, let’s do this.]

      "Nn."

      [You know what? I’d say this is probably as good a chance as any
      to run a few experiments, just so we can be a bit informed going
      forward.]

      "Explain?"

      [I was thinking we could try and figure out the most efficient
      way for us to sink a ship. What do you think about hitting each of
      the five with a different kind of attack?]

      We were still going to be at sea for quite some time. I highly
      doubted that we were only going to run into a single group of
      pirates. Figuring out the most efficient way of eliminating them
      would definitely function to our own benefit.

      Fortunately, none of the pirates out on the deck seemed strong
      enough to catch my eye. They weren’t going to be capable of getting
      in the way of our experiments—unless we messed up really hard, that
      is.

      [Let’s start by trying out Lightning Magic.]

      Last time, we’d only managed to sink the pirate ships we
      encountered by hurling massive rocks at them. We’d grown a lot
      since then, we now had a much wider variety of options.

      "Kanna Kamui?"

      [That’s a bit too extreme for just pirates, don’t you think?
      Plus, we won’t be able to use it several times in rapid
      succession.]

      I figured Kanna Kamui would allow us to obliterate all five
      ships off at the same time if they happened to be close enough,
      which, upon further inspection, they actually seemed to be.
      However, I decided to write it off for the time being, as it would
      defeat the purpose of the exercise I’d planned.

      Kanna Kamui aside, I began to consider our options. Spells like
      Thunderbolt were rather decent, but they lacked the power to take
      out an entire ship in just one hit. What we needed was something in
      the middle.

      [Oh, I know.]

      I began to focus so I could cast a powerful spell. It wasn’t
      anything on Kanna Kamui’s tier, but it was still powerful
      nonetheless.

      [Alright, let’s go!]

      "Nn!"

      [Ekato Keraunos!][1]

      Countless thunderbolts descended from the sky the moment I
      chanted the spell’s name. They shot towards one of the pirate ships
      and annihilated it in the most literal sense of the word. It had
      been completely and utterly erased, there wasn’t even the slightest
      trace that it’d been there in the first place.

      Looking at the result made me feel as if I’d gone a bit
      overboard.

      Ekato Keraunos was a spell that created exactly 100 bolts of
      lightning. It was up to its caster to determine exactly how those
      100 bolts would act. It didn’t take much effort to concentrate them
      on a single target as I’d just done.

      Though it only output 10% of Kanna Kamui’s power, it was still
      evidently way stronger than what was needed to take down a small
      ship. It looked like we wouldn’t need to use anything more than our
      regular AOE lightning spells to wipe them all out if we wanted.

      The pirates stopped attacking. Seeing one of their allied ships
      flat out vanish seemed to have scared them shitless.

      That said, they didn’t seem to think Fran had attacked them, but
      rather, that the ship had been hit by some sort of abnormal,
      weather-related phenomenon. To them, it must’ve looked like the
      lightning bolts had just randomly descended from the clear sky
      above.

      "Next, my turn."

      [Sure.]

      "Nn. Thor’s Hammer!"

      Her follow up, however, clearly revealed that it’d all been her
      doing from the start.

      A huge magic circle appeared right above one of the ships as
      Fran chanted the name of the spell that we’d gotten by leveling
      Lightning Magic up to level 8, the spell that’d failed to break
      Fermus’ defenses.

      The thick, high powered lightning bolt that came with the spell
      descended from the magic circle. It tore the ship in half and left
      the pieces it touched charred black. Whoever named the spell had
      aptly described it; its aftermath made it look as if the god of
      lightning himself had descended, swung his mighty hammer, and
      smashed it right into the ship.

      [That spell looked like a pretty good fit.]

      "Nn."

      I couldn’t help but think back to our battle with Fermus. He’d
      managed to mount a perfect defense against an attack that could
      totally wreck a pirate ship in one hit, albeit a small one, with
      nothing more than just his threads. He really was one hell of a
      strong fighter.

      [Let’s try a different approach now, namely one that doesn’t
      make use of brute force.]

      "What do?"

      [I mean, all we’re doing is sinking a ship here, so we should be
      able to finish it off by just blasting a hole through its hull or
      something.]

      "Really?"

      [I’m pretty sure, yeah. We’ll have to see how this goes.]

      I used the level 4 flame spell, Exploding Flare, and shot it
      towards the sea.

      It did exactly as it was supposed to, and launched a large
      fireball that ultimately ended up exploding with a loud boom.

      [Welp. That failed.]

      "But made hole?"

      [Yeah, but I didn’t hit the right spot. I was supposed to make a
      hole in the underside of its hull, not in its flank. I mean,
      they’ve still got water flooding in, but not enough to sink them
      right away. Man, Flame Magic gets really hard to control when
      you’re at sea.]

      "Then what?"

      [We’ll have to change it up a bit is all.]

      I recast the same spell, but this time, enveloped the resulting
      projectile in a wall of wind so I could stop it from touching the
      seawater.

      This time, I managed to accomplish my original goal of blowing a
      hole in the ship’s underside, but I didn’t actually manage to sink
      the vessel right away. The seawater had weakened Flare Explosion
      drastically, so the hole had ended up being way too small.

      On the bright side, I did manage to move the fireball to the
      exact place I wanted it before it detonated, the pirate ship’s
      propulsion system was no more. The ship as a whole wouldn’t be
      sinking right away, but it’d eventually go down, especially seeing
      as how it could no longer move. Of course, that wasn’t to say I’d
      succeeded. The method I’d just devised would allow the pirates on
      board more than enough time to escape.

      [I guess that means we should fire a few more at it.]

      "Got it."

      We fired off another five projectiles and totally wrecked the
      bottom side of ship’s hull. It was no longer able to keep the water
      out, and so, it began sinking in earnest.

      Our third approach did work, but it took far too much time, and
      required us to get too close to the ship. Honestly speaking, it
      wasn’t very practical.

      [Next, I guess.]

      "Next method?"

      [It’s been a long time since I’ve used a full powered
      Telekinetic Catapult, so I was thinking of maybe giving it a
      go.]

      "Got it."

      I was really curious as to the total amount of damage I’d be
      able to output, so we put every last bit of effort into powering up
      my attack. We used my telekinesis, alongside elemental blade and
      Fran’s wind magic. We poured in every last bit of mana we could and
      purposefully avoided considering the effect the attack would have
      on my durability.

      "Ready?"

      [Ready.]

      "Nn!"

      Fran borrowed the help of a wind spell to boost me up to a high
      speed. I telekinetically accelerated myself even further the moment
      I left her hands.

      [Leggoooooooo bitchessssss!]

      It felt really nice to finally let loose and just bash myself
      into something as hard as I could.

      I destroyed both the ship’s masts. I hit the first head on and
      totally wrecked it before striking the second around where it was
      rooted into the ship. Despite that, I didn’t show even the
      slightest sign of stopping.

      My blade smashed through the pirate ship’s hull; it penetrated
      every last wall and pillar before opening a massive hole in the
      seacraft’s hull.

      I knew that was what’d happened, but it’d all gone by so quick
      that I hadn’t been able to process it. For me, it’d been more of a
      three step process. I left Fran’s hands, hit the mast dead on, and
      then suddenly found myself underwater.

      Only after returning to Fran did I realize that I’d punched a
      huge hole in the ship. My telekinetic catapult had done quite a bit
      more damage than I’d been expecting it to do.

      That said, overboosting elemental blade had totally killed my
      durability. It was kinda wasteful, and probably not worth using on
      a mere pirate ship.

      "One ship left. Last method?"

      [It’s kinda already started running away, so we should probably
      find ourselves a method that’ll allow us to sink it real
      quick.]

      I began thinking about what we’d done so far in order to figure
      out what might work. It looked like using wind magic might be a
      good idea for the time being, as I’d be able to stall them with a
      cross wind.

      "Can I choose?"

      [Sure, what do you have in mind?]

      "Need to ask Master to do something."

      Fran explained her concept to me. I was honestly quite surprised
      to hear it, as it involved pushing my ability to transform to the
      limit. Long story short, she told me to make myself huge.

      Shape shifting itself wasn’t really anything out of the
      ordinary. I’d already tried becoming threads, as well as a shield
      on occasion. But this was going to be my first time literally just
      supersizing myself and nothing else.

      She still wanted to be able to swing me, so I kept my handle the
      same size, but boosted the hell out of both my blade and guard with
      everything I had.

      I ended up being way bigger than I expected. I’d long surpassed
      the horse slayer in terms of size; my blade had grown to be almost
      a whole 10 meters long. I’d more or less transformed into one of
      the anti-ship swords that a certain mech would always swing around.
      [2] [3]

      [This work for you?]

      "Nn. Perfect. Going now."

      [Please do. I won’t be able to keep this up for too long, so I’m
      going to have to ask you to be as quick as you can.]

      "No problem!"

      Fran more or less did the same thing she did to Rynford to the
      pirate ship. She jumped off Urushi, boosted my weight, cast
      elemental blade, and drew me from a sheath made out of air as she
      approached the ship.

      "Haaaaaahhh!"

      Naturally, the attack divided the pirate ship in two. The sheer
      amount of blunt force the strike carried caused the wood that made
      up the ship’s hull to fly all over the place as Elemental Blade set
      the whole goddamned thing on fire. The ship had no hope of
      surviving the attack. Neither its front nor back half could do
      anything but sink into the ocean’s depths.

      In the end, we figured that Thor’s Hammer and my Anti-Ship Sword
      mode were probably our two best options, with the former being
      better against a smaller number of foes, and the latter a larger
      group.

      "Done."

      [Pretty much, yeah.]

      
      _______________________________________________________________

      [1] I may be wrong, and please correct me if I am, but I believe
      this means Hundred Thunderbolts in Greek.

      [2] A horse slayer, or zanbatou, is often described as a sword
      big enough to split both a man and his horse in half in one slash
      in the world of fiction. It’s a pretty common mention in Japanese
      culture. Its origin is Chinese though.

      [3] I’m thinking this is referring to Schwert Gewehr, a 15.78m
      Anti-ship Sword from Gundam Seed. Though, in the raw, he says it
      comes from a game specifically, so I miiiight be wrong. The game is
      probably Super Robot Wars, but I’m not actually 100% what the
      unit+sword he’s referring to is. Although SG-wielding gundams are
      in SRW, they’re pulled in from the animu world, so… yeah.

      EDIT: [3] is Sanger Zonvolt. Missing that makes me feel quite
      embarrassed since I played SRW OG… Thanks for pointing it out,
      comment section peeps.

      


      

    



    

    
      251.Master and Teacher




"Well, that’s the Black Lightning Princess for ya!"


      Captain Jerome happily greeted Fran with a full faced smile upon
      her return. He was very pleased to see that his ship had remained
      undamaged despite the pirate’s assault.

      Likewise, the sailors had even started cheering for her. Not a
      single one of them seemed to be sympathizing with the pirates, nor
      the miserable fate they’d met. That said, their actions weren’t
      abnormal. The world we were currently living in was one in which
      you had to eliminate your enemies and the people that tried to
      steal from you; it was kill or be killed. To that end, having a
      powerful ally was something deserving honest gratitude.

      Unlike the sailors, most of the adventurers had ended up going
      quiet and turning meek, but not out of fear. Rather, they seemed to
      be trying to express their respect. Though adventurer rankings were
      based on more than just one’s ability to enact violence,
      overwhelming strength was still a force that called for powerful
      feelings of admiration.

      The only member of the group whose expression was any different
      was Mordred. He, unlike the others, seemed more taken aback than
      anything. He ended up smiling in a bit of a wry manner as he called
      out to Fran.

      "Man, you’re strong. You’re the first person I’ve ever seen
      whose strength and rank differ as greatly as night and day."

      He had a fair point. Fran was way more powerful than any C
      ranker should be.

      "Listen up y’little shits! We’re getting the hell out of this
      stretch of sea as fast as we possibly can!"

      "Yessir!"

      "The battle turned out to be a bit too flashy, y’see."

      Jerome was worried that the loud sounds and huge shockwaves
      would attract Magic Beasts to our current location, especially
      seeing as how there were a bunch of pirates floating around in the
      area. They would likely soon be preyed on.

      Hence, it would be best for us to get the hell out of the area
      as soon as possible.

      "Went too far."

      "I wouldn’t say that. The lil’ bit of risk we just incurred is
      well worth getting out of that situation scot-free."

      "While I do agree with the captain, I’d like to say that it
      would be better for you to keep try to keep the flashiness in
      moderation, if possible."

      Jerome was all smiles. He didn’t seem to mind what we’d done at
      all. Buphett, on the other hand, took a bit more reasonable an
      approach to the whole situation. I decided to adopt it and be a bit
      more careful going forward.

      Fran started heading back towards her room right after she
      finished speaking with Jerome, but was interrupted before she could
      leave the area.

      "W-We’d like to ask a favour!"

      "Please make us your apprentices!"

      Miguel, Liddick, and Naria rushed in front of her, prostrated,
      and began asking for her guidance.

      "The way you fight is incredible."

      "We want to get strong, much stronger than we are now."

      "So please make us your apprentices!"

      All three of them seemed earnest, frantic, and desperate for her
      aid. I wanted to help them, but I didn’t feel like it was actually
      plausible for Fran to take them as her apprentices, as they’d get
      in the way of her travels. More importantly though, she didn’t
      really seem like the type that’d actually be capable of
      teaching.

      Still, she seemed to have something in mind.

      "My apprentices?"

      "Yes ma’am!"

      "Please!"

      "We beg of you!"

      All three pressed their foreheads against the ship’s deck as
      they awaited a response.

      [Wait, are you actually gonna do it?]

      （No. But interested.）

      [We can’t really have them accompany us though.]

      There were two major issues associated with letting them travel
      with us. The first was that they’d slow us down, and the second was
      that they might figure out our secret.

      （I know.）

      [Just had to make sure. But what exactly are you planning
      then?]

      （Nn. Will make apprentices for duration of boat trip.）

      [Right. That does sound like it could work.]

      Fran’s suggestion did sound like it would work. The three had
      their own room, so they probably wouldn’t be able to figure out
      that I was an intelligent weapon.

      [Well, I mean you do you. My only concern is, do you actually
      think you’ll be able to teach them properly?]

      （Nn? Yes. Because interested.）

      [Well, alright. Just make sure you let them know that it’s your
      first time teaching anyone. I’ll be all for it so long as they
      don’t mind.]

      "Nn. Will make apprentices. But just during boat trip."

      "R-Really!?"

      "Thank you so much!"

      "But never had apprentices before. No experience teaching. Still
      okay?"

      "That’s perfectly fine!"

      "We’re happy to have your guidance, Master!"

      Fran sent Liddick a sharp glare and freaked him out a bit the
      moment he declared her his master.

      "Don’t call me master."

      "Huh? Why not?"

      "Because no. Not me. Master only reserved for the best."

      I was glad Fran respected me and all that, but calling me “the
      best” was taking it a bit too far. That said, I wasn’t going to
      stop her or anything. Shit would start getting really confusing if
      people started referring to Fran as “Master.”

      "Can call me anything but Master."

      "A-Alright."

      "Think of different title."

      "S-Sure thing."

      The three adventurers managed to nod even though Fran was
      looking at them in a serious, intimidating manner. They looked at
      each other and quietly discussed a few things before finally
      simultaneously turning back towards her.

      "W-What if we called you Ms. Fran then, like we would if you
      were our teacher?"

      "Teacher?"

      "Y-Yeah. Does that work?"

      "Nn. Teacher acknowledged."

      She seemed to have taken a liking to the title, as she nodded
      while repeating “I’m a teacher,” several times over.

      "Starting training immediately."

      """Yes Ma’am!"""

      The joy of being referred to as a teacher had totally pumped her
      full of motivation.

      I was really curious as to exactly what she was going to tell
      them to do. Though I was really curious, I wasn’t really planning
      on butting in regardless of whether or not what she told them to do
      was anywhere even remotely within the realm of being sane. The
      three had asked for her to train them, not me. All that mattered to
      me was that Fran enjoyed the experience.

      "First is…"

      Fran paused for a moment, which in turn caused her three
      disciples to curiously repeat her words, as if to urge her to
      continue.

      "Practice swings?"

      "Practice swings? Got it! We’ll be right on it!"

      Though her tone seemed to carry a few hints of confusion with
      it, Fran had managed to get them off to a pretty decent start. A
      part of me had even started to suspect that she just might actually
      have a talent for teaching.

      Miguel and Liddick abided by her orders and immediately began
      practicing. Miguel swung his greatsword up and down, while Liddick
      started to thrust his spear forwards and backwards.

      Naria, however, seemed not to have any idea what to do. Fran’s
      instructions had been directed towards her as well, but she was an
      archer. And as far as she was concerned, there wasn’t really any
      point in swinging her bow around like a melee weapon.

      "Umm… Am I supposed to join them? I don’t really use swords or
      anything…"

      "Only carrying bow?"

      "Yeah, that’s it."

      "Only using bow is bad. Will die in close combat."

      "Umm… So does that mean you want me to learn how to use some
      sort of weapon I can use up close too?"

      "Nn. Recommend shortsword. Not for attacking. Defending or
      throwing only."

      Watching Fran in action allowed me to confirm that she really
      did have talent for instructing others. I was surprised at how well
      she was handling everything.

      "Okay!"

      "Will feel unnatural at first, but start today."

      "I definitely will!"

      Fran pulled a rusted shortsword out of her dimensional storage
      and handed it to Naria. I was confused as to where she’d got it
      from, so I asked her about it. Apparently, it was something that
      she’d looted off one of the goblins we killed some time ago.

      "Here."

      "Is it really okay for me to take it?"

      "Nn. Rusted, can’t be used in combat. But good enough for
      practice."

      "Thank you very much."

      Fran silently watched over Naria as she began to get a feel for
      the weapon. Her face had on it a clear look of satisfaction.

      "Ummm… Am I doing this right? Do I just keep swinging it
      around?"

      "Nn."

      Though Fran didn’t actually give Naria any direct advice on how
      she was supposed to swing it around, I didn’t disagree with her
      methods. Repetitive training was something that ultimately made one
      better at wielding a weapon, and the existence of skills only made
      said training all the more worthwhile. Hence, Fran didn’t actually
      need to say anything to her newfound apprentice. All she needed to
      do was watch over her so she could make sure she continued to
      practice her use of the weapon.

      And in fact, that was exactly what she did. She tirelessly
      continued to watch over all three adventurers without getting bored
      or distracted. As for me, I was really looking forward to seeing
      whether or not Fran would be able to drive them to improve by the
      time the boat trip was over. I was excited to find out just how far
      they would go, if anywhere at all.

      


      

    



    

    
      252.Fran As A Teacher

      
      


      Today was the day after Fran decided to accept the three
      adventurers she met back at the guild as her temporary
      apprentices.

      It was still quite early in the morning, but she’d already
      gathered them so they could start another day’s worth of
      training.

      "First, stretches."

      "Stretches? What’s a stretch?"

      Liddick mulled over the word that he’d clearly never heard
      before, as if contemplating its meaning.

      "I dunno, but I think it’s probably something related to some
      sort of super training!"

      "Are you sure? It sounds more like a spell to me."

      Miguel and Naria answered him in turn, each with their own
      respective interpretations of the exercise.

      It turned out that stretching wasn’t actually something this
      world’s people normally did. They did have warm-up exercises, but
      none of them were meant to increase one’s flexibility. The concept
      of stretching, as I knew it, was completely foreign to them. In
      fact, Fran herself had only started stretching after I instructed
      her to and informed her that it was good for her. And now, she was
      taking that bit of information and spreading it.

      "Warm up before exercise."

      "Er, alright, but is there actually any point to it?"

      Liddick began questioning the exercise before Fran could get to
      demonstrating or explaining.

      "Nn."

      "Huh, interesting. Could you explain what the point is?"

      "Warming up. Many benefits."

      "Many? Could you give a few specific examples?"

      "Nn? Many is many."

      Although Fran knew that stretching would improve her condition,
      she wasn’t able to explain why. She had clearly forgotten all the
      theory behind it even though I vividly recalled explaining it to
      her not too long after we first met. As far as she was concerned,
      stretching was just another routine exercise she drilled into her
      body for the sake of getting stronger.

      All three of her apprentices had initially reacted to her
      clearly incomplete explanation with a dumbfounded stare. It took
      them a few moments to shake their heads free of their doubts and
      begin following her instructions.

      "D-Do we really need to do this?"

      "Shut up and just do it, idiot! Look, even Teach herself is
      doing it."

      Liddick continued asking questions, but Miguel silenced him with
      a shout.

      "T-True…"

      Though the spearman still seemed unconvinced, he felt that his
      party member’s logic was both solid and believable.

      "I’m sure she’s doing it for a reason us lower rankers can’t
      even begin to wrap our heads around."

      Sensing that, Miguel appended another convincing argument to the
      end of his explanation.

      "Y-Yeah, you know what, you’re probably right. They’re even
      worth Ms. Fran’s time, so they’re definitely worth ours too!"

      Mentioning his lack of knowledge caused Liddick to re-evaluate
      his stance yet again. Recalling his own faults made him much more
      willing to accept the unfamiliar exercise despite its purpose still
      being shrouded in mystery.

      "You’re right. I’m sure these movements will lead to some sort
      of incredible effect!"

      Like Miguel, Naria had also decided to abide by Fran’s
      instructions.

      "Yeah, it has to have something to do with why she’s so strong
      even though she’s really young!"

      Miguel took the lack of an explanation as a prompt to begin
      theorizing why Fran wanted them to stretch.

      "That’s true! It might have something to do with making training
      more efficient."

      The constant reinforcement his party members were feeding him
      eventually caused Liddick to come up with a more reasoned out
      answer.

      "That has to be it!"

      "Damn, do I like the sound of that. It’s getting me hella
      pumped!"

      Naria and Miguel both unhesitatingly latched onto his seemingly
      logical conclusion.

      And surprisingly, despite being overglorified, it wasn’t really
      that far from being the right answer. Stretching didn’t have the
      sort of miraculous effect they were expecting, but it did reduce
      the chance of injury. Hence, it technically did have the potential
      to allow one to train more efficiently.

      "Stretches, taught by Master."

      "Your master, teach?"

      "Nn."

      "What kind of person was your master?"

      "Amazing. Best master in world. Made me strong."

      "Wow! He sounds really impressive!"

      "Master is best."

      Liddick paused to let Fran make a comment before continuing.

      "And he was the one that taught you how to stretch? T-"

      "See, I called it! This stretching thing’s gotta have some sort
      drastic effect!"

      Feeling validated, Miguel cut Liddick’s comment off with his
      own.

      "Let’s give stretching our all!"

      Neither of Fran’s other two apprentices disagreed with Naria’s
      suggestion.

      They were all totally gung ho about it, and because of that,
      started off by trying to force their bodies as far as they could.
      Fortunately, Fran, who’d realized they misunderstood the exercise’s
      purpose, stopped them before they hurt themselves. She patiently
      continued to instruct them until they started going about
      stretching the slow but thorough way one was supposed to.

      Fran was doing her job as their teacher incredibly well. The
      three were moved by the fact that she, someone way stronger than
      them, was willing to carefully instruct them. Their respect for her
      had been bolstered many times over even though all she’d taught
      them to do was stretch.

      "Next, sparring."

      "Eh?"

      "Seriously?"

      "W-Who will we have to go up against?"

      Naria, Miguel, and Liddick reacted in that order. The first
      leaked a sound to represent dumbfounded surprise, the second
      proclaimed his disbelief, and the third ended up asking a question
      in hopes of a favourable response.

      Even just considering the possibility of sparring with Fran had
      caused the colour to visibly drain from all three of the trio’s
      faces. They clearly remembered getting totally creamed by her just
      the other day.

      None of them wanted to fight her. They all hoped that she would
      have them spar with one another instead.

      A hope she mercilessly crushed.

      "Nn. Me, one by one."

      "…Alright."

      Resigning himself to death, Liddick nodded and acknowledged the
      idea.

      "I can let you go first if you want."

      "Nah, you can go right ahead, Miguel."

      "Sorry Naria, but I’m with Miguel. Ladies first, you see."

      "Damn you Liddick, you traitor!"

      Fran was getting tired of seeing the trio’s pitiful argument, so
      she raised one of her arms and pointed in Miguel’s direction.

      "Swordsman first."

      "S-Seriously…?"

      "Hurry up."

      "G-Got it, Teach."

      "Do your beeest."

      "Don’t die out there bro."

      "O-Oh shut up! You two are going to be following me straight to
      hell in a few seconds anyways."

      Miguel stepped up, his face dyed in a shade of hopelessness.

      "You attack."

      "H-Here I go then! Oraaaaaahhhh!"

      Miguel came right at Fran with his sword in motion. There wasn’t
      even the slightest bit of hesitation in his movements; he swung to
      kill because he knew just how much stronger than him she really
      was.

      The nearby sailors, however, didn’t. All they saw was a hulk of
      a man viciously lunging at a little girl with his greatsword in
      hand. Not all of them had watched yesterday’s battle unfold, so
      most judged based off of appearances and assumed that Miguel was
      way stronger than Fran.

      They’d found the sight of her teaching him, the thing they’d
      been watching up until now, entertaining and humorous. That was
      precisely why the sudden change in activity had caused them to
      start screaming in panic.

      But their concerns were needless. The tragic event they’d
      expected to see simply never happened.

      "Wind-up too big."

      "Toryaaah!"

      "Power important, but no point if can’t hit."

      "Shiiit!"

      "Smaller swings."

      "Haaaah!"

      "Too rushed."

      "Grgghhh!"

      Fran basically didn’t bother retaliating. She instead spent her
      time dodging while giving him advice. She would also lightly tap
      him whenever he exposed an opening in order to show him what he
      needed to work on.

      Watching the two caused the sailors to freeze up; they were
      completely dumbfounded.

      As far as Miguel was concerned, however, things were going
      roughly as expected. The only thing he didn’t account for was that
      Fran wasn’t actually going to retaliate. He was glad to see that
      she continued instructing him as opposed to just totally wrecking
      him.

      He ended up sinking to the floor completely exhausted after
      maintaining his all out assault for approximately 10 minutes.

      "Nn. Last attack, not bad."

      "T-Thank you very much!"

      "Next, spearman."

      "Sure thing!"

      Liddick took Miguel’s place and began a second vigorous assault
      on Fran. He tried to strategically angle and shift his attacks such
      that they’d hit, but she totally saw through all of his tactics and
      maintained a flawless defense.

      "Thinking too much before attacking."

      "Kuh!"

      "Too easy to read. More variation."

      "Haaah!"

      "Not bad, but too slow."

      She more or less treated him the same way she treated Miguel.
      She dodged all his attacks and occasionally pressed her palm
      against his body to demonstrate that he’d made a mistake that
      would’ve lead to his death. In the end, Liddick, like Miguel, ended
      up collapsing out of sheer exhaustion.

      Last up was Naria. Firing projectiles from a bow was quite
      dangerous given that we were on a ship with a bunch of people on
      it, and Fran wasn’t really able to offer too much bow-related
      advice in the first place. Hence, she instead focused on teaching
      Naria how to use her short sword.

      Her methods remained the same, but she made sure to attack a bit
      more frequently since she wanted Naria to get more used to blocking
      than anything else.

      "More attention to blocking. Less to attacking."

      "Got it!"

      "Dodge if can’t block."

      "Ow!"

      "Use dagger for control. Feints."

      Naria ended up yielding a bit faster than Miguel and Liddick. I
      didn’t really blame her. She was using a weapon she wasn’t used to,
      and the need to block Fran’s strikes had drained her of her energy
      really quickly.

      But either way, Fran was satisfied. She’d proven herself capable
      of functioning as a teacher.

      "Archer, keep practicing with short sword."

      "Got it!"

      "Swordsman, spearman, focus on offensive footwork."

      The three nodded after Fran gave them some feedback. She’d
      successfully managed to root out their weaknesses.

      "Archer, can also keep practicing with bow."

      But despite that, she continued to call them by their weapons as
      opposed to their names, and not because that was just how she
      wanted to refer to them. It was instead something that needed to be
      attributed to one of her bad habits: forgetting everything she
      wasn’t really interested in. In other words, although she was
      interested in having them as her apprentices, she hadn’t actually
      taken to any of the three individuals themselves. I couldn’t help
      but wonder whether or not any of them would be able to get her to
      remember them by name before the Algieba reached its
      destination.

      


      

    



    

    
      253.The Water Dragon Warship

      
      


      Two days had passed since Fran had sunk the five incoming pirate
      ships. It was currently around noon, the sun was shining directly
      overhead.

      Fran was doing the same thing she’d been doing most of
      yesterday: training her apprentices. She made them stretch, sparred
      with them, and showed them how to move. The training itself was
      going well, but it was cut short by an interruption
      nonetheless.

      The alarm bell began ringing during one of the group’s cooldown
      sessions; its clangs sounded off over and over in a fourfold
      pattern.

      We’d once again found ourselves subject to a pirate assault.

      "L-Let’s go teach!"

      "Shit, pirates again!? Why the hell are there so many? Isn’t
      this supposed to be the Kraken’s Nest?"

      Both melee ranged fighters, Liddick and Miguel voiced their
      opinions in that order the moment they heard the bell.The former suggested immediately
      jumping into the fray, whereas the latter groaned and
      complained.

      "They might be a part of some sort of huge pirate brigade, the
      kind that can get its hands on brand new, state of the art ships
      capable of easily outrunning kraken."

      Liddick spoke up yet again. Unlike his immediate reaction, which
      seemed to function as a call to action, his second set of words
      seemed to contain a bit more thought.

      "You serious man? We might be in some deep shit then."

      "Stop panicking Miguel. We’ve got Ms. Fran, our teacher, here
      with us. How’s a pirate ship even supposed to begin to
      compare?"

      "R-Right. Good point, Naria."

      Fran had her apprentices to stand by before heading over to the
      ship’s bow. There, she found Captain Jerome already gazing at the
      incoming pirates through a telescope.

      "How many?"

      "I was just thinking it was about time for you to show up.
      They’ve got 12 this time ‘round. There seem to be a couple bigger
      ships mixed in amongst their ranks too."

      12? Damn, that’s pretty big for a band of pirates.

      "They’re waving the same flag as the five you sank a couple days
      back."

      "Their friends?"

      "Seems like it. They’ve probably got their HQ somewhere in the
      area."

      "Sent main force?"

      "Sorry princess, but no idea."

      At first, Fran and I had both thought that 12 was a pretty big
      number, but according to Jerome, it wasn’t. Pirate fleets could get
      big, really big. The ones we were up against were, relatively
      speaking, so few in number that the captain couldn’t actually
      figure out whether they were some small-time group’s main fleet or
      a larger group’s scouting party.

      "The one thing I do know is that somethin’ feels off."

      "Meaning?"

      "No idea. I’ve just got a bad feelin’ is all."

      "Want to see enemies."

      "Right. I’ll let ya borrow this then."

      "Nn. Thanks"

      Jerome handed Fran a spare telescope. She promptly picked it up,
      lifted it to her face, and joined him in gazing at the pirate
      fleet.

      [You see anything?]

      "Nn… That, weird-looking?"

      [Uh, you’re asking me? I was asking you cause I can’t see
      shit…]

      "So not even you know what that is, Black Lightning
      Princess?"

      "Nn."

      The sight of a really buff dude standing next to a little girl,
      with the two both speaking in low, guttural tones, was one I
      couldn’t help but find comical. Seeing them side by side made me
      want to burst into laughter.

      "Oh!?"

      "What?"

      "Look at that ship over there."

      Jerome seemed to have noticed something.

      [Is he maybe talking about the ship’s flag, Fran?]

      "Nn? Weird flag above skull and crossbone flag."

      [Isn’t that just some sort of pirate flag?]

      "Strange insignia. Draconic."

      Well, it probably wasn’t a pirate’s flag if it looked
      draconic.

      "That’s… the Sheedran flag. Shit, I knew it!"

      Jerome seemed to have figured something out, as, though he still
      had the telescope to his eye, he’d started to groan in
      displeasure.

      "Well, I’ve figured out why I felt so on edge."

      "Why?"

      "That draconic mark you saw? It’s a sign that the ship’s from
      Sheedran, one of the maritime nations to our north."

      We didn’t really know much about Sheedran, so we had Jerome
      elaborate a bit further. According to him, it was an oceanic
      country whose borders spanned the archipelago with whom it shared
      its name.

      The continent we just departed, Gilbard, had Chrom to its west
      and Brohdinn to its north. All you needed to do to find the
      Sheedran islands on a map was to mark the three continents, connect
      the dots to form a triangle, and find the centerpoint. Visualizing
      that allowed me to realize that it lay just south west of the
      demonic sea, the expanse of water between Gilbard and Brohdinn.
      Taking our current position into account, we’d probably actually be
      able to reach it if we headed straight north.

      Wait, they’ve got a country’s flag hoisted? Does that mean
      they’re not actually pirates?

      It turned out the whole situation was much more convoluted than
      I’d initially suspected.

      "Y’see, thing is, Sheedran’s status as a country is something
      that people like arguing about. The place was originally occupied
      by a group of notorious outlaws called the Sheedran Pirates. They
      were successful, so successful that they managed to absorb
      basically every other pirate band in the area. Before long, they
      started calling themselves a country instead of just a group of
      criminals. Probably shouldn’t really think about that part of it
      though. We ain’t got no time here to talk politics. All that really
      matters is the gist. We’ll be golden so long as you know that that
      the Sheedran people descend from pirate folk, meanin’ they like to
      be rough. I’ve even heard rumours sayin’ that their entire
      popluation’s made up of sailors."

      As far as Sheedran’s citizens were concerned, the strong and
      charismatic belonged in society’s upper rungs. The country’s former
      king was especially outstanding. He had been so charismatic that he
      got every single one of the country’s citizens to acknowledge him,
      and then some. Even people like Jerome looked up to him, and that
      was seriously saying something.

      "The king was a hell of a man, but no one lives forever. He
      kicked the bucket a few years back. His successors jumped right
      into fightin’ over his seat the moment he left it. Ended up
      throwing one hell of a shitshow."

      The flag fluttering about above the pirate flag indicated that
      the vessel belonged to Sheedran’s royal family.

      "Then, Sheedran’s navy?"

      "Not even Sheedran’s navy would be brazen enough to fly a
      pirate’s flag. You see how the royal flag’s blue? That’s apparently
      s’pposed to mean that it belongs to the first prince, the guy that
      lost the power struggle and got his ass kicked outta the
      country."

      The first prince took his men and started playing pirate after
      leaving his country. As Sheedran’s royals had descended from
      pirates in the first place, it would technically be more accurate
      to say that he returned to his roots.

      I wasn’t quite convinced that we could really conclude that much
      from just a flag. It could’ve just been a fake. I didn’t need to
      think too deeply to think up more reasons why that’d be than I
      could count. Besides, why would someone that’s gotten their ass
      deported want to raise their old country’s flag in the first
      place?

      I had Fran express my doubts, but they were shot down. According
      to Jerome the flag was probably authentic, and the ship most likely
      bore some sort of connection with Sheedran’s royal family.

      "Why?"

      "Try lookin’ at the ship’s bow."

      "Bow?"

      [You see anything, Fran?]

      "Nn… Chains?"

      "Right. They’re hooked up to a water dragon. Water dragon
      warships like that one were the whole reason the Sheedran were so
      powerful at sea."

      The concept of taming magic beasts and using them to pull
      seafaring vessels had been around for as long as people could
      remember, but Sheedran’s first king was the one and only person to
      have ever succeeded in taming B ranked magic beasts, water
      dragons.

      "There were only ever four of them, but those four alone gave
      the Sheedran enough power to plow through every other group of
      pirates and topple even the fleets sent by the most powerful of
      countries."

      Water dragon pulled ships were truly terrifying; they totally
      eclipsed regular ships in terms of both speed and firepower and
      dominated any battlefields they were sent to. Mentioning their
      traits and specialities caused Jerome to realize why he’d felt
      something was wrong. It was the speed. The water dragon ships were
      closing in on us as quickly as would speedboats.

      "They’ve probably gots the flag raised either cause they want to
      assert themselves, or ’cause they want to intimidate anyone they
      come across."

      The act of self-assertion sounded really stupid and reckless,
      but not too unlikely based on what Jerome had told us. After all,
      the prince had already gone as far as causing a shitstorm inside
      his own country despite his responsibilities.

      "Dealing with ’em isn’t something we’d want to do, but they’ve
      got too much speed on us for us to get away."

      "Won’t fight?"

      "Hell no, not against a Water Dragon Ship. Shit’s worth a whole
      fleet 100 strong."

      "But can’t escape."

      "Yeah, we’re shit out of luck. Damn it! Why the fuck did we have
      to run into that monster of a ship!?"

      It looked like we weren’t going to be able to retreat.

      "The Sheedrans hate our country, so I doubt we’d be able to get
      away with losing only the usual 30 percent of our cargo
      either…"

      Many of the less extreme pirates were willing to let you go
      scot-free so long as you were willing to pay a toll fee. The ones
      attacking us, however, had a Water Dragon Warship. They could care
      less about making an enemy out of a country. It was possible that
      they’d slaughter everyone on board even if we surrendered
      immediately.

      "Fuck it. Our only hope is ramming their flagship head on and
      engaging in an all out melee. They’ve got too many cannons for us
      to stand a chance at range. Time for you adventurers to earn your
      keep! Think yer up for it?"

      I didn’t understand why the captain felt that engaging in melee
      combat was better than letting Fran do the thing she’d done last
      time. Logically speaking, that seemed like it’d be the way better
      choice.

      "You’ll be up against a water dragon, y’know? That shit’s
      dangerous up close."

      "Can just attack from ship."

      Though water dragons were B ranked threats, it was rather
      unlikely for them to be capable of sniping us out of the air. All
      we had to do was find a few openings, and we’d be able to sink the
      dragon ship alongside all its escorts.

      I couldn’t say for sure whether or not we’d be able to take the
      water dragon itself down, but destroying the ship it pulled would
      honestly be a pretty easy task.

      "I like the idea, but it doesn’t get us out of the bind we’re
      in. The water dragons could start going berserk if freed. We’d sink
      for sure if they attacked us."

      The only people that knew how to calm down a raging water dragon
      were Sheedran’s higher ups.

      "Hmmm."

      To be honest, I was at a loss. I had no idea what to do.

      [We still have a bit of time to figure things out before we
      actually have to engage them in combat. What do you say to asking
      Mordred what he thinks?]

      "Nn. Got it."

      The most optimal solution would be for us to totally wipe the
      pirates out, water dragon and all. Our biggest blocker was that we
      weren’t sure we’d actually be able to kill the dragon in question.
      We’d never fought any sort of dragon before, so we didn’t have a
      frame of reference we could use to figure out our chances. To that
      end, we needed to keep ourselves on guard, just in case.

      


      

    



    

    
      254.The Water Dragon Warship’s True Power

      
      


      Fran and a few others, Mordred included, gathered to discuss the
      plan going forward immediately after we confirmed that we were
      going up against a Water Dragon Warship.

      "So, just to double check, you said you could wipe out all the
      ships escorting their flagship?"

      "Nn. Leave to me."

      "I guess that means the only thing we’ll have to worry about
      will be the Water Dragon Warship…"

      It turned out that not even Mordred had any experience fighting
      water dragons.

      "So you remember how you won against Fermus…? I think you’d be
      able to take the water dragon down if you used that again. Do you
      think that’s something you can pull off, or does it need some sort
      of condition you can’t fulfill right now?"

      "Can use."

      "Great. In that case, all we’ll have to do is come up with a
      contingency in the case that it manages to survive it."

      The ship was sure to get totally wrecked if we launched both
      Kanna Kamui and Black Lightning Advent at the dragon. It would
      undoubtedly be set free if we failed to take it down. To prevent
      that exact situation from unfolding, we needed a more reliable way
      to damage the dragon, a method of attack that was both precise and
      extremely high in terms of power.

      (Telekinetic Catapult?)

      [You were thinking that too?]

      (Nn. Only option.)

      Taking down the water dragon attached to the ship didn’t seem
      like it’d be too difficult. In fact, it was probably way easier
      than taking down a wild water dragon. The chains that held the
      creature to the seaborn chariot it pulled greatly limited its range
      of movement.

      Hitting was going to be fairly simple. All we had to worry about
      was doing enough damage to kill it through all its defenses—which I
      figured wouldn’t be too hard so long as we hit one of its
      vitals.

      "What if only attacked dragon?"

      "That is probably the most ideal solution… but do you know of
      any ways to implement it?"

      "Nn."

      "Then I guess we’ll have to leave that to you too. God, I feel
      pathetic."

      Mordred’s inability to act vexed him. He’d basically no choice
      but to have Fran, an adventurer way younger than he was, resolve
      everything all on her own. Worse yet, he wasn’t being limited
      because he was weak, but rather, because he lacked the precise
      skill set needed to make a difference. His speciality, lava magic,
      was short ranged, but it could provide the ship with excellent
      defenses, but a focus on defense wasn’t exactly what we needed at
      the moment.

      A completely different thought crossed my mind as I contemplated
      Mordred’s capabilities. The ship we were about to attack was one
      that did technically have a member of a royal family on board. Was
      killing their dragon and sinking flagship potentially going to lead
      to some sort of international outcry?

      "Okay to sink enemy?"

      "What do you mean?"

      "Will country retaliate if prince dies?"

      "Hahaha, no worries there. The vessel’s flying a pirate flag, so
      sinking it is only the most natural course of action even if it
      does belong to Sheedran’s navy. If anything, we’d be under more
      scrutiny if we didn’t."

      "A pirate flag’s basically a threat in and of itself, basically
      means “hand over your shit or die,” y’know? As far as we seafarers
      go, attackin’ anyone with a pirate’s flag is just common
      sense."

      His argument made sense to me, so we moved on to the next
      problem: figuring out the order in which we’d sink the ships. We
      had to choose between focusing on either the flagship or its
      escorts. Though the options seemed quite different, they resulted
      in the creation of a similar set of disadvantages. The water dragon
      warship was likely going to chase the Algieba down if we took down
      the escorts first. Likewise, targeting the flagship could lead to
      the rest of its fleet hunting the Algieba down. Making a decision
      would’ve been a much simpler task if we were capable of providing
      time estimates and whatnot, but we honestly had no idea how long we
      would need to actually beat the dragon.

      Jerome ended up solving that problem for us by pointing out that
      the other ships would likely run the hell away if we took their
      flagship down, meaning we’d save on the number of things we had to
      fight if we got our priorities straight.

      "They’d probably find it totally suicidal to go up against
      something that managed to take a Water Dragon Warship down,
      y’see."

      ***

      We found ourselves launching off the ship’s deck once the
      meeting adjourned.

      [Urushi, focus on dodging.]

      "Woof!"

      [Fran, try to aggro the dragon. Make it raise its head out of
      the water if you can.]

      "Got it."

      It would be much more difficult for us to finish the dragon off
      if it stayed underwater. The dragon itself didn’t gain any bonuses
      from being submerged, but it would still naturally be protected by
      the seawater around it. Water was much denser than air, and we
      lacked anything specialized for subaqueous combat. The vast
      majority of our attacks would simply end up losing force below the
      ocean’s surface.

      To that end, I asked Fran to barrage the dragon with weaker
      spells in an attempt to annoy it enough to lure it out where we
      could hit it harder.

      Arrows, cannonballs, and even spells would periodically fire
      from the ship. But Urushi, swift as he was, avoided them all with
      ease. The ratio of spells to other projectiles was surprisingly
      high, and indicated that there were multiple mages on board the
      ship. That same statistic further served to indicate that the
      people on board really weren’t just your typical pirates.

      As they posed no threat, Fran ignored the incoming attacks and
      just continued to single mindedly throw spells at the water dragon.
      She didn’t actually seem to be hurting it, but that didn’t mean it
      wasn’t getting annoyed.

      All it took was five short minutes worth of pestering for the
      lizard-like beast to emerge from the water, its face adorned with
      an expression of rage.

      To me, the term water dragon suggested something along the lines
      of a plesiosaurus, a big, underwater creature with flippers on its
      sides and smooth, slippery skin.

      Clearly, I was wrong, or least mostly wrong. The only accurate
      part of my guess had been the general plesiosaurus-like shape.
      Unlike a plesiosaurus, however, it was covered in from head to toe
      with rugged scales, and even had a sharp horn growing out of its
      forehead. Its rear was decorated by an abnormally long tail, and
      its back a pair of fins resembling degenerated wings. Likewise, its
      arms and legs were also part fin, and bore a strong resemblance to
      a sea lion’s front two limbs. The way they were shaped led me to
      suspect that the water dragons would probably still be capable of
      moving around even on land.

      The whole creature’s body was covered in a layer of what
      appeared to be seawater. It’d appeared to have wrapped itself up in
      moisture in order to prevent its skin from dehydrating.

      "Master!"

      There was no point in thinking about what the dragon was doing
      or why it looked the way it did. All that could be saved for after
      we defeated it.

      [Yeah, let’s do it!]

      Fran brandished me and pulled me into position. I’d finished all
      my preparations ahead of time; I was already ready.

      "Haaaah!"

      [Fuuuck yeaaaah!]

      I boosted myself with Telekinesis and charged towards the
      dragon’s head the moment Fran threw me. Despite being a B ranked
      threat, it was incapable of reacting given the combination of my
      speed and the lack of distance between us. Both my aim and our
      setup had been perfect. I smashed into into the water dragon’s
      unprotected face.

      "Oryyyywaaat!?"

      A deafening sound echoed throughout my surroundings, but it was
      neither the sound of the water dragon’s head exploding, nor the
      sound of a new hole opening up in its skull.

      It’d instead been the sound of me popping the membrane
      surrounding the dragon’s body. And that was it. There’d been a sort
      of magical barrier underneath the layer of seawater. The
      combination of the two defensive walls had killed all my momentum
      and minimized the amount of damage I’d actually been able to
      inflict.

      My telekinetic catapult had only managed a scratch. We’d thought
      that just one hit would be enough to take our foe down, but at this
      rate, it almost looked as if the dragon would be totally fine even
      after a couple hundred.

      [Well, then how about trying this on for size? Lightning
      Blast!]

      I cast the spell I’d gotten from leveling Lightning Magic up to
      level 5, Lightning Blast. Though it was rather short ranged, it
      more than made up for it with its high damage output. I’d assumed
      that using it would be a good idea because water-aligned life forms
      seemed like they’d probably be weak to electricity.

      [Your defenses won’t block shit if I attack you from point
      blank!]

      Electrical energy zapped through the water dragon’s head; there
      was so much of it that it even ended up illuminating our
      surroundings. But despite that, the water dragon took no damage
      whatsoever.

      I didn’t understand what’d happened.

      It didn’t have any skills that let it resist lightning.

      "Grooooooooooohhhhh!"

      [Fuck!]

      It seemed that the water dragon was about to try and bite me, so
      I quickly teleported back into Fran’s hands.

      "Okay?"

      [I only just made it out, but yeah, I’m fine. But shit, that
      thing’s defenses are rock solid. It’s got a magical barrier, a
      layer of seawater, and its scales all working in tandem to protect
      it. It basically didn’t take damage from Telekinetic Catapult. It
      didn’t seem to take any damage from my lightning magic either.]

      I knew we were going up against a B ranked magic beast, but I
      honestly hadn’t expected it to remain perfectly unscathed even
      after taking several attacks head on.

      "Understood something by watching from afar."

      [What?]

      "Ship supplying magic to water dragon."

      [Oh…? Yeah, I didn’t notice.]

      "Biggest mana flow when Master used magic."

      [Wait, so that means the ship has something that it can use to
      boost the dragon’s defense!?]

      The moment I considered the existence of such a device was the
      moment I realized I should’ve been expecting it, or something like
      it, from the very start. Skilled mages and adventurers were
      difficult to come by, but there were still quite a decent number of
      them out there. Some sort of dragon-protecting countermeasure
      should’ve been par for the course.

      Their ship was big, big enough for it to be carrying a whole
      boatload’s worth of magical apparatuses. Moreover, it was a
      flagship that used to belong to a country that basically dominated
      every single major power out there in terms of its ability to do
      naval combat. Magical items with ridiculously powerful,
      unimaginable effects should’ve been one of the things we’d expected
      from them from the very start.

      [Well, this is a huge pain in the ass if I’ve ever seen one. We
      can’t kill the water dragon unless we blow the ship up, but that
      stupid oversized lizard’s probably going to go on rampage the
      moment we let it loose..]

      "Destroy ship first, hunt dragon after?"

      [I dunno, that sounds like it could be pretty risky.]

      We’d be forced into a pretty tough spot if the dragon decided to
      dive the moment it was freed. I highly doubted we’d be able to
      chase it and defeat it if it did. It wouldn’t pose too much of a
      problem if it decided to flee, but, it’d be a huge pain in the ass
      to deal with if it decided it wanted revenge, and started attacking
      from the depths. We’d have literally no way of dealing with it.

      "Will dragon want revenge?"

      [Dunno. It’s a B ranked magic beast, so chances are, it’s
      probably at least as smart as Urushi.]

      And anything that smart was more than capable of wanting
      revenge.

      "Understood. Troublesome."

      [Yeah, it looks like we’ve pretty much got no choice but to
      board them.]

      I had no idea how they were actually retaining control over the
      water dragon, but I suspected it was likely either through a tamer
      or some sort of magic item. Either way, we’d probably be able to
      figure it out and deal with whatever it was if we managed to bring
      the fight to the enemy flagship.

      [We’re pretty much out of options, so let’s head back to the
      Algieba for now.]

      We wouldn’t be able to comb through the entire ship on our own.
      It was way too big. We were going to need more hands on deck if we
      actually wanted to get much of anywhere at all.

      


      

    



    

    
      255.The Start of a Melee

      
      


      Fran wholeheartedly apologized to Jerome, Mordred, and everyone
      else that’d placed their faith in her as soon as she got back on
      the Algieba. Honestly, I wanted to do the same. I was the one
      that’d kept going on and on about how we’d be able to pull it off,
      but the Water Dragon Ship had made me totally eat my words. I felt
      really bad about the fact that Fran had ended up apologizing in my
      stead.

      God damn it, Water Dragon Ship! I swear I’ll sink your ass for
      this!

      I’d expected everyone to get mad at us and start yelling at us,
      but much to my surprise, none of them did.

      "So you attacked the water dragon the same way you attacked the
      pirate ships we ran into the other day?"

      "Nn."

      "If it won’t take any damage from an attack strong enough to
      sink a ship in one blow, then we can’t really blame you."

      Luckily for us, they were able to understand our
      circumstances.

      "Looks like our only hope at winning this would be to board
      their flagship and take out whatever or whoever’s controlling the
      dragon."

      "Sounds ’bout right."

      The captain nodded as he thought over Mordred’s suggestion.

      "Knowledge of control method?"

      "None here. What about you, captain?"

      "I ain’t got any details, but I know the royal family’s been
      handling them for ages."

      "Then, capture royalty?"

      "Seems like a pretty good idea. We might be able to figure how
      to stop the damn dragon if we do. Or maybe, if we’re lucky, we
      might even figure out how we can steal it from ’em, ship and
      all."

      "Okay."

      We’d be able to bring the Beastkin’s Country a nice fancy
      souvenir. That said, figuring that part out was just a stretch
      goal. For now, our main focus was going to be stopping the Water
      Dragon Warship from doing its thing.

      "Only problem is we have no idea how to get on board the ship.
      Far as I know, our only shot at it would be to ram ’em
      somehow."

      "Can leave to me."

      "You’ve got something figured out already, princess?"

      "Nn. Can move everyone to enemy ship instantly."

      It was finally Dimension Gate’s turn to shine.

      It would’ve been difficult for us to open up a gate to any place
      outside the range of our vision, but the Water Dragon Warship had
      gotten close enough for its deck to be seen with the naked eye.
      Linking our ship and theirs was an easy task.

      Our confidence was greeted by a set of skeptical-looking gazes.
      Fran had only just failed spectacularly despite talking big, and
      space/time magic was a super rare element, so most wouldn’t bother
      suspecting that she could use it.

      Realizing that we needed something to back our claim, I had Fran
      grab the captain’s hat through a super short distance gate.

      "Woah! That’s an incredibly advanced spell…!"

      "Y’can even use space/time magic? Colour me impressed."

      "That’s our teacher for you!"

      Adventurers and sailors alike reacted to our reveal with shock;
      they began talking amongst each other and making a whole lot of
      noise.

      "So you can use the spell you just cast to get us onto the
      enemy’s ship?"

      The quickest to regain his cool and get back to business was
      Mordred. We were really lucky to have him and his level head on
      board.

      "Nn. Can connect gate to ship’s deck."

      "I guess that means we should keep this ‘ere ship as far from
      theirs as we can."

      Likewise, Jerome was also fairly quick to begin contemplating
      the spell and its implications.

      "Nn. No point in boarding enemy if ship sinks."

      "Do you think we’d actually be able to outrun that fleet of
      theirs, captain? It looks to me like they’re faster than us."

      "Yer right, they’re bound to catch up. The Algieba’s pretty
      damned solid, but concentrated cannonfire’s sure to put ‘er in
      danger."

      Protecting our own ship was a must, so we proposed splitting up
      our forces. Specifically, our idea was to have Mordred lead a group
      of people aboard the enemy flagship while Fran sank the rest of the
      fleet as quickly as possible before hurrying over to reinforce
      him.

      It didn’t take long for the plan to be validated as our best
      option given the current situation.

      "Alright boys, let’s raid the enemy ship, kick asses, and take
      names. Are you ready!?"

      Mordred fired the men up as he got to his feet and prepared
      himself to board the pirate’s flagship.

      """Yessir!"""

      "Fran, if you could."

      "Nn."

      I opened the gate.

      With Mordred at the lead, our forces began pouring through and
      invading the enemy ship. The strategy we’d employed was a sink or
      swim approach. Either we won, and everything went well, or we got
      totally fucked. If the ship sank, we were done for, so there was no
      point staying on board and just waiting around. Thus, literally
      every single adventurer and sailor we had on board ended up
      following Mordred over to the enemy’s flagship, Fran’s three merry
      disciples included.

      "It’s time to shine, Teach, so here we go!"

      Liddick readied his weapon as he got ready to head through the
      portal.

      "It’s time to show off everything you’ve taught us!"

      "We’ll capture the enemy’s commanders for sure! Just watch
      us!"

      Likewise, Miguel and Naria totally pumped themselves the hell up
      as they awaited their turn to sortie.

      "Don’t push selves too hard. Very important, stay alive."

      """Yes ma’am!"""

      And with that, they left.

      Personally, I didn’t really want to see any of the three die for
      the sole reason that Fran would be sad if they did. Hopefully, they
      wouldn’t try too hard.

      I started to hear screams, mostly pirate screams, leak over from
      where the gate was connected. There were bound to be a ton of the
      seafaring ne’er-do-wells on board, but I figured that our allies
      were rather unlikely to lose given that we had Mordred. Still, it
      would be in their best interest for us to blow up all the other
      ships as quickly as possible.

      "Time to act."

      [You betcha.]

      "Woof!"

      "We’re counting on you, princess!"

      "Nn!"

      We exchanged a few words with Jerome, closed the gate, and leapt
      into action. Time was of the essence, the longer we took, the more
      casualties our allies would suffer. Given that, we decided to go
      full throttle from the very start.

      "Master! Ready!"

      [On it!]

      "Urushi, full speed ahead."

      "Woof!"

      I transformed into the anti-ship sword form I’d first adopted a
      couple days back as Urushi plunged straight towards the enemy ship.
      Fran raised and swung me the moment we passed it by. The
      combination of her attack’s power and the additional boost brought
      about by Urushi’s speed allowed her to cut through it like a hot
      knife through butter.

      A single strike was all it took her to bring my blade from the
      ship’s front all the way through to its back, bisecting it and
      sinking it one go. Though he wasn’t able to continue using gravity
      to his advantage, Urushi refused to slow down. He pumped his legs
      over and over, bringing her from ship to ship.

      Not a single one of the seacraft he passed survived. Each and
      every single one was torn right in two. The pirates weren’t slow to
      react, they immediately began bombarding him with their attacks,
      but to no avail. It simply wasn’t possible for them to hit Urushi
      at his top speed.

      While Urushi and Fran targeted nearby ships, I focused on the
      ones a bit further away. The might of Thor’s Hammer struck every
      ship too far outside my companions’ reach.

      Urushi managed to maintain his speed for a full 10 minutes, just
      enough time for us to loop around and sink all the fleet’s vessels,
      flagship aside.

      "Nn. Only Water Dragon Warship left."

      [We were pretty lucky that all the other ships were small enough
      for us to sink in one hit each.]

      "Urushi, go to Water Dragon Warship."

      "Woof!"

      All we had to now was stop the Water Dragon Ship before it
      reached the Algieba. In other words, we probably needed to board
      the ship and find the former prince.

      Fran leapt off Urushi’s back as soon as we arrived, and started
      cutting down the pirates that happened to be where she landed.

      "Haaaaah!"

      "Higyaaah!"

      "S-Shit, more enemies!"

      She loosed an intense aura of bloodlust after dispatching a
      couple enemies, one powerful enough to stop every nearby pirate in
      their tracks. I used the time they spent unmoving to quickly
      appraise them all, but failed to find anyone that seemed noteworthy
      in our immediate vicinity.

      [Hey Fran, you see how, over there, there’s a guy with a huge
      ass spear? He’s an executive. Same goes for the mage that’s
      standing right beside him.]

      "Only need to capture them?"

      [Pretty much. Let’s get rid of everyone else since they’ll
      probably just get in the way when we interrogate their execs.]

      "Nn. Got it."

      Fran nodded before charging into the pirate mob.

      "Gyaaaah!!"

      "Hiiiii!!"

      The pirates panicked as she cut her way through them. The moment
      she joined the fray was the moment they realized they were doomed.
      She moved so fast they weren’t even capable of seeing her, let
      alone keeping track of her. Every time she did appear, their allies
      would groan scream as they were slaughtered like lambs. But even
      then, they still wouldn’t even so much as catch a glimpse of her.
      Their lines of sight were to cluttered by the fountains of blood
      erupting from their friends’ corpses.

      Only after murdering another ten or so pirates did she finally
      pause to issue a threat.

      "Choose. Jump overboard or die."

      She spoke in a low, intimidating tone that only those standing
      right by her could hear, yet, half the pirates present reacted to
      it and immediately plunged themselves into the sea.

      The other half, the remaining half, managed to keep their wits
      about them and remain on deck despite her threats. I couldn’t tell
      whether their decisions had stemmed from loyalty, or maybe
      something like their creed as pirates, but either way, they’d
      chosen to fight. In vain.

      "Made choice? Then die."

      Fran stepped forward.

      We’d telepathically told all our allies to move behind her; all
      the people in front of her were pirates.

      And so, as she took a second step, she swung me.

      I extended my blade and warped my general shape into that of a
      five meter long katana the moment she moved and activated a sword
      technique. Though she’d only swung once, the combination of my form
      and her masterful attack had reaped 20 entire pirates and heavily
      injured many more.

      All the pirates that’d survived the attack fell onto the deck,
      groaning in pain. Ignoring them, she continued to step forwards,
      her gaze focused only on the two execs we’d spotted earlier.
      Neither was able to move. Both stared right back at her, frozen in
      terror.

      …Wait. Why’s the guy with the spear got his face all covered in
      blood?

      [So uh… Fran…]

      （Nn. Made small mistake.）

      Apparently, we’d happened to make a small incision on the
      spearman’s forehead. We were pretty damned lucky. We would’ve
      accidentally killed him before he told us what we wanted to know
      had he even been the slightest bit closer. That said, almost
      getting killed had him totally scared shitless, so in a way, things
      did kinda end up working out.

      "How to control water dragon?"

      "O-Oh god!"

      "I-I-I-I’ll tell you everything I know! P-Please, just don’t
      kill me!"
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