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None sensed the utter doom settling over the waters, but that did not mean that it was nonexistent. Only one could see the fact that they were no longer safe in the steel ship they sailed in, that they were all destined for a certain hell, and it was approaching them fast. Armory wanted to tell the entire crew to turn back, and get to land as soon as possible before it was too late, but he couldn't muster up the words to scream the plea.


He stood near the bow of the boat, feeling the crashing waves smash up against the steel. He couldn't fathom how no one else could smell the death in the air. Armory's throat felt tight and his stomach sick, and all he could do was stand there. As crew members passed him without a word, he was tempted to tell them what he knew. Would they deem him mad? Or realize that he was telling words of truth?


He had no idea, and a large part of him didn't want to take the risk in the hope that it was the latter. His existence on the ship was already hanging by a tight, wearing thin wire. He knew it was only a matter of time before the captain got sick of him and kicked him off the ship, whether it be at a port or in mid sea, he did not know.


“'Ey, boy! Getcher head outta the clouds! There be some chores that be needed done.” Mr. Langley shouted.


Armory slowly turned around to face the man and nodded his head lightly. The aging man looked fierce, with dark blue eyes full of pain and loss, but Armory sensed that deep down he could be someone kind and caring. Deep, deep down.


“What be in your head, boy?! Come on!” Mr. Langley came forward and grabbed a hold of Armory's arm when he hadn't moved and begun the chores he was asked to do.


“My apologizes, sir. Guess my head was somewhere else...” Armory half whispered, wanting to continue his patrol of the sea. Something was out there, he knew it. 


Mr. Langley shook his head. “There be too much needed done to have your head somewhere else, boy. Now get to work before the captain sees you slackin'.”


The thought of the captain coming out to see him standing there like an idiot sounded scary, but a part of Armory wanted him to. Then he could tell the captain what his fears were. 


Armory said nothing to Mr. Langley and merely nodded his head and made his way down the boat, going toward a large, tangled mess of rope. He picked up an empty ale bucket and plopped it down on the floor near the pile and began to unwind the rope from its self. His eyes and hands were focused the job at hand, but his mind was still in the sea, searching for the source of that...smell.


The smell was sweet, like the dew off a honey suckle. It was mixed with something much less pleasant however, and that stench was over powering the sweetness easily. It made his stomach queasy and his head light, and once again, he searched the deck. He couldn't understand why no one else was showing signs of being able to smell the stench. It wasn't one of those things that was so faint in the air that it could be ignored. It was more like something that if you walked out of the captain's quarters, you were bound to be knocked over.


Armory couldn't keep it in any longer.


As the elderly man strode past him, Armory gently grabbed his arm. “Mr. Langley, sir. Do you smell it?”


“Smell what, boy?” The man looked down at Armory, his blue eyes narrowing.


“The smell...of death. Can't you smell it?”


Mr. Langley quickly pulled his arm away from Armory and looked down at the boy like he was mad. “I think the sun's gettin' to ya boy.” 


 “I knew you would think that, but it's not true! Just take a long breath, sir. It's there.” Armory pleaded as he got to his feet and stood a head shorter then Mr. Langley.


The man took a deep breath, trying to show Armory that there was nothing in the air but sea salt and sweat. Before he was able to exhale, the man's eyes became bloodshot. Mr. Langley's hand went to his chest and he looked at Armory with utter fear and confusion in his eyes. 


“Wha-wha-what are you doing to me?!” Mr. Langley screamed as he fell forward onto his knees.


Armory's eyes bulged out of his head and he went to his knees beside the man. “What is it, sir? What is it?” Terror rose in his throat when he realized he wasn't mad, something really was going on.


Members of the crew ran over to where Mr. Langley and Armory knelt and they all had panic in their eyes. The medic in the crew pushed Armory out of the way and stared at Mr. Langley. He grabbed onto his shoulders and yelled words at him. Words that were no longer audible to Armory. All he could hear was a high pitched scream.


The hairs on the back of his neck and arms rose as he felt a presence behind him. Armory slowly turned around and felt his heart skip a beat. Rising out of the black sea was a stunning woman in white. Her hair was as black as the night and it flowed nearly to her toes. Her eyes were a bright red and her skin was the color of clouds. Her beautiful face suddenly became contorted and green serpents began flowing out of her mouth.


Armory scrambled backwards, only to fall on the medic and Mr. Langley. Curses flew at him until everyone turned around and saw what he did. The ship went silent with fear and they all looked up at the woman standing a hundred feet over their ship. 


A loud screech broke the silence and made even the ship quiver and shake. Armory felt the marrow in his bones go cold and he knew what he had to do. Even if it was a cowardly action, he couldn't just stand there and wait to see what she would do. He ran as fast as his legs could take him toward the captain's quarters. He needed somewhere to hide.


Armory slammed into the door and fumbled to get it open. Once he did, he waited for shouts from the captain, but he heard none. The room was dark, no candle flame in sight. He swallowed hard and ran his hands along the walls, looking for a candle stick. Once he found one, he pulled a match out of his pocket and struck it against the wall. The small light from the match became a glare of yellow sun from the candle. It lit up the whole room, showing Armory a sight he didn't wish to see.


The walls were coated in a thin sheet of dark red blood. Pieces of bone and skin were scattered along the floor and a single head sat on top of the wooden desk that the captain used for reading his maps and signing his documents. It didn't appear that the captain would be doing either ever again, for it was his head atop the desk. 


Armory's stomach turned in his torso, but he didn't let himself be sick. He slowly began walking toward the head, for a reason that he didn't know. It took all the balance he had to keep from falling to the floor, for the floor was covered in thick blood. The smell was overwhelming, a major multiplication of what he had smelt outside.


The head was missing eyes, but it was no doubt it was the captain. The scar across the man's cheek was an identifying mark that could not be mistaken. His deep red hair was blood soaked on his head and his face held a look of terror. A look that couldn't be erased even after death, it was molded into his very skin.


Armory spun around to look at the door when he heard a loud crash against it. Through the foggy windows, he saw the hand of a man. The hand slowly slid down the window, leaving a trail of blood. Armory felt his heart rate increase, but he knew he had to keep himself under control. He moved slowly back toward the door, his steps firm and hard. 


Once he reached the windows in the door, he pressed his face against it, peering out onto the main deck. Nothing. Not a soul in sight. Armory's gut clenched when he realized that that had been where everyone had been crowded around Mr. Langley, and now there was no one.


Another loud scream pierced the air and then it began to rain. Not water or hail, but souls. One after another, the bodies of the crew Armory had come to know fell onto the deck and into the sea. With each one, a loud crash vibrated throughout the deck, reaching his toes through the wood. Armory swallowed hard, waiting for it to end. 


Suddenly, a face stood in front of the window. Armory jumped back fast, realizing who and what it was. It was as though someone had made a mask from Mr. Langley's face and was now holding it for Armory to see. He couldn't help himself this time, the sickness rose up his throat and he threw his head to the side until it was over. Armory lost his balance doing so and he fell to the blood flooded floor. He felt the sticky substance coat his legs and back, but he couldn't pay any mind to it.


All he could do was stare at the window. He knew that Mr. Langley wasn't holding his own face out there for the world to see, so he knew it had to be someone, or something, else. Armory crawled on the floor, through bits and pieces of bone and brain fragments, to a wooden wardrobe in the quarters. Armory stood up careful and opened the doors to the wardrobe quickly. He smashed himself against the captain's clothing and waited.


Waited for death.


He could see nothing, but he listened with all he had.


The door to the quarters opened with a creak and soft footsteps filled the silence. Armory tried to keep his breathing under control, only to succeed partially. It came out quickly, but still quietly. He had no room to move around in the small wardrobe, but he figured that wasn't what was important.


“Armory?” A woman's voice whispered. “Won't you come out here for me, love?”


Armory's stomach tightened when he recognized the voice. He shook his head, it couldn't be her. He kept his mouth shut and continued to shake his head, knowing it wasn't possible for it to be her. She wouldn't ever think to commit the sins that had been committed on the ship.


“You wouldn't believe how much I've missed you, Armory. It's been pure agony, waiting for you to join me...” The words were still a whisper, and still undeniably familiar.


“Cambria?” The word left my lips without my consent and I bit my lip, hoping she hadn't heard.


A small laugh filled the room, then the wardrobe doors flung open. Before Armory stood the woman he saw coming out of the sea, but as he was closer now, he saw it was the woman he had once loved with all of his heart.


“Cambria.”


“Yes, love, it is me..” She spoke, her red eyes shining bright.


“What....what happened to you?” Armory asked with the little breath he had left.


Her face tightened and her nostrils flared. “You let them kill me, Armory!”


Tears filled his eyes as he shook his head. “No, no I didn't let them!”


Cambria grabbed onto the collar of Armory's shirt and threw him to the floor. She put her knee into his chest, pushing him deeper into the blood soaked floor. “You let them cast me off the ship! You put no stop to it!”


“No!” Armory tried to yell louder, but the pressure on his chest was crushing his lungs. “I tried to save you! They locked me up! I swear to it, my love, I swear!” 


She shook her head slowly and put her hand behind her back. As she revealed it once more, she showed off a blade glimmering with blood. “I've killed all of those who put me to my death. Now I must kill the reason for my dying as well...”


“Cambria, please! I didn't want you to die!”


“But you brought me here!” She brought the knife forward and slammed it into his chest, puncturing one of his lungs.


As his blood started to flow out of his mouth, the final things he saw was Cambria leaning over him, laughter leaving her lips.


He sat up quickly, smacking his head against the wooden plank above his head. Armory's hands went straight to his chest, searching for the mortal wound he had received. He looked down, seeing nothing. A sigh of relief and sadness left him in a quick breath. Memories of his wife being cast off the plank filled him with a severe pain to his head and heart. The captain had accused her of being a witch and the whole crew agreed that she deserved to die.


And he had done nothing. Not a thing...


Armory pulled his sweat covered body out of bed and he let out a small cough, hoping to wake his roommate. “'Ey, wake up already. It has to be at least ten.” He said, looking up at the top bunk.


Dread filled every fiber of his being when he saw a small trickle of blood coming off the side of the bed. Armory quickly grabbed onto the body of Kane, his roommate. Armory's eyes grew wide and full of tears and horror when he saw that the body and no head. The spine and bone marrow exposed.


The door to his quarters slowly creaked open and Armory turned around, expecting the worst.


There she stood, with a head in her hands. Her bright eyes were the sky blue they always were, and her hair was the light blond that he adored. A smile covered her face as she lifted up the head toward him. “See what I've done, love?”


Not believing his eyes, Armory shook his head. “No, I'm still asleep, I'm still asleep.”


Cambria shook her head softly and let out a small laugh. “No, my dear. You are awake. As am I. We can finally be together, love. Finally.”


Armory shook his head again. “No, I'm dreaming this.”


Cambria took a small step toward him and said, “No, you are not.” She looked down for a brief second, and when she looked up, her eyes were a deep red. “But I bet you wish you were. You won't just wake up this time, love. No. You are going back with me.”


Armory suddenly had no control of his body. His legs began a march toward Cambria, and despite his efforts to stay where he was, he continued to walk.


“Follow me, love.”


Armory couldn't help but follow her out of the door, toward the bow of the ship. He grabbed onto anything he could reach, ropes, sails, boards, but each one of them seared his hands until he was forced to let go. “I'm sorry, Cambria. I'm so sorry!” His lungs felt weak as he let out small sobs.


She said nothing in return. Just let out another small laugh as she continued to walk toward the very front of the ship. 


Once they each stood by each other at the front of the ship, she smiled, revealing black, rotting teeth. “You will now suffer how I have.”


Before he even realized what was happening, he was diving into the sea. Salt water smacked him in the face and stung his eyes and mouth. He clawed at the water, trying to reach the surface without any luck. Despite the pain of it, he looked around at his under water surroundings. At least a dozen sharks surrounded him, as well as Cambria.


Bubbles were leaving her mouth as she chuckled. Then Armory heard a faint shout as she pointed at him. He closed his eyes the second he saw the sharks coming for him. He took a deep breath of the liquid death surrounding him and felt nothing as the sharks fed on his corpse that was definitely still hot.


 He knew what awaited him in the sea, he had known all along. He wasn't mad after all.. The sea had always held the stench of doom and death. He just hadn't ever realized that it was his impending doom and death that he had filled his every sense.

