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Creaking skeletons of once-great ships greet you as you walk onto the quay, silhouettes of  their broken 
masts jutting menacingly out of the thick, gray mist. But what bothers you more than your gloomy 
surroundings is the sheer number of wreckages you see before you. You sigh and wish your information 
was more specific. You don’t relish having to search every ship, but if the legends are true—and you have 
it on good authority that they are—it will be worth the effort. 

You step out onto the pier and make for the first ship. By its armaments, it looks to have once been a 
great warship. But its broken mainmast and the gaping hole in its hull tells you that it won’t be doing much 
fighting anymore. You toss a grapple way up in the air. It goes over the side of the deck and finds 
purchase on something. You give a sharp tug. The grapple holds, and you’re in business. Exposed ribs 
offer places to put your feet as you nimbly climb up the side of the monolith, and with a grunt, hoist 
yourself on deck. The condition here is worse than you could tell from down below; rot has gotten to much 
of the deck, making walking treacherous. You remind yourself that you’ll be rich beyond imagine if you 
pull this off and carefully pick your way along the rotten boards, testing each before putting your full 
weight on it. 

You freeze abruptly, hearing a noise above the sound of the surf crashing against the retired vessels. It 
comes again, a long, groaning noise. You try to pick out its source, but it seems to come from everywhere 
and nowhere at once. You look over your shoulder and over your head, but the thick mist limits your view 
beyond more than about fifty feet. 

No time for superstition, you think to yourself. 

It’s true, the same authority who assured you that the treasure was real insisted that the threat was, too, 
but you can’t help but be skeptical: confiscated and hidden pirate treasure from Graybrows himself you 
can believe, but a 200-foot-tall talking sea-beast that thinks it rules the ocean? Please. 

You shake your head and make your way into the ship’s cabin. It seems like as good a place as any to 
start your search. You try the desk drawers. Unsurprisingly, they’re locked, but proper application of force 
from your knife easily overcomes the rotten wood. Not much of value. Perhaps the desk once contained 
valuable papers, but now there’s nothing but crumbled dust and mold. 

And how that mold stinks! It seems that as soon as you open the drawer, your nose is immediately 
assaulted by a musty, sulfurous stink. You recoil, exhale sharply, and quickly turn your attention 
elsewhere. 

Yet the distracting stink lingers as you turn your attention to a bureau. Finding it equally devoid of 
anything useful, you begin knocking and feeling along the floor, looking for a trapdoor. 

Something abruptly slams into the ship, throwing you off-balance and slamming you into the wall. 

What the...?! 

You race to the door and peer outside. A dark figure looms above the side of the ship, taller than its mast. 

“Intruder!” an impossibly loud voice booms. “You dare to enter my domain?” 

The figure moves closer, and you realize that the stink wasn’t from the contents of the drawer.  

An enormous reptilian creature towers above you, his face like a crocodile with teeth easily two feet long. 
A viper-like eye glowers down at you from the back of his large head high above you. His body is like that 
of a serpent, his upper body carried upright, with bright red, orange, yellow, and violet coloration along his 
back, interrupted frequently by numerous long spines that project from his spine every which way, each 
spine as tall as a man. From his muscular torso project two arms, each just as spiny as his back, 
terminating in red, three-clawed hands. His underside is all white, protected by lines of armor-plated 
scales. 

“Foolish mortal! You must be mad to trespass here. I am the Oceanlord, and this is my domain! Cower 
before me—beg me to spare you! Many the once-brave sailor has succumbed to my wrath!” 

You purse your lips thoughtfully. Hmm... Looks like that part of the legend was true, too. Rats. 

“They all came, and they all died! For a thousand years, I have ruled these waters! No mortal can kill me! 
Look at my scales! They’re impenetrable!” 
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You have to admit that the creature’s scales do look pretty hard to overcome. But as you follow them up 
to his face, you see that he’s closing his eyes. In fact, every time he speaks, he closes his eyes snootily. 
You roll your eyes, quit listening to the creature talking himself up, and begin looking around for a way to 
defend yourself. His scales may be rock-hard, but you’ll bet his underside is surely much more vulnerable. 

“My underbelly”—he raps his knuckles on himself—“is as strong as the strongest iron!” 

So much for that... 

“Can you feel it, yet, Mortal? That hopeless feeling that you will not survive this day?” 

You see something move near the water and glance down. Something emerges from the creature’s 
underside and begins growing. You do a double-take: is the creature getting off on talking himself up? 
You can’t swear to it, but you’re convinced that the growing appendage is the creature’s penis. It seems 
to grow without end, yet it seems disproportionately long for its rather slender girth. 

I wonder if that is so well-protected... 

You look around and see a broken ship’s mast jutting out into the water not far from the creature. As he 
continues to drone on with his eyes closed, you swing over onto the mast and position yourself just right. 

“My claws are sharp, and my grip is stronger than the strongest vise!” 

“And your breath is as strong as a thousand furnaces!” you call up to him. 

The creature starts, shocked at your impunity. He starts to say something, and then closes his mouth with 
a faint smirk. 

“I’m going to enjoy killing you, Mortal,” he snaps. 

He abruptly lunges for you, and his wagging penis nearly impales itself on the splintered mast. His eyes 
bulge, and he lets out a deafening yelp. You can’t help but wince and smile at the same time. 

“Ooh, that has got to hurt!” you call. “Better be careful and watch where you’re going!” 

The creature’s lip curls into a sneer. “You worry about your own skin,” he says, “Especially once I flay you 
alive!” 

Having found the creature’s weakness, you know what you need to do. As soon as he closes his eyes to 
speak, you quickly swing to another ship that appears to have tried to sail through too narrow an opening. 
The yards have been snapped off on all its masts, leaving sharp, splintered ends. Not good for sailing, but 
perfect for your needs. From your vantage point, you eye the creature’s position relative to those evil-
looking protrusions. Just as you’re about to taunt him again, a glint catches your eye: a cannon, still in 
what appears to be perfect condition, and next to it, a few cannonballs scattered about. You wonder 
whether there are other ships whose weapons are still in this good of condition, but no time to worry 
about that now. The creature has stopped talking and is now looking around for you. 

“Hey! Over here!” You call. 

The creature whips around, and just as planned, his cock flies through the air, and the tip of it slams right 
into one of those exposed booms with such force that the ship rocks in its watery grave. You leap from 
your perch and land next to the cannon. 

“Oh, my! I’m terribly sorry that you keep injuring yourself!” you call. “Really, you must look where you’re 
going!” 

“Shut up, Mortal!” the Oceanlord snaps through clenched teeth. 

He snaps his mouth shut and begins looking for you in earnest just as you finish stuffing a cannonball into 
the cannon. But you shake your head; it won’t do to start firing on him. That would only make him start 
actively trying to kill you. No, far better to let him believe he still has the upper hand. You need to make a 
leap to another ship, but you don’t want him to see you. You grin as an idea comes to you. 

“And what have your greatest conquests been, O Oceanlord?” you call. “Surely a creature as mighty as 
you must have had many!” 
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The creature actually smiles, and true to form, his eyes close. You ignore whatever it is he’s saying and 
quickly leap to the next ship, where rusty harpoons are set on hooks along the railing. Again gauging the 
creature’s position relative to yours, you carefully set the harpoons in position, all in a row. He’s still 
talking, his back turned to you, and so you quickly swing to the next ship—by its looks, a mighty 
warship—make your way below deck, and are delighted to find that all forty of its cannons appear to be in 
good working order. Kegs of powder sit next to them, along with all the implements to prepare and load 
them. It seems a shame that this ship was abandoned; it looks like its weaponry at least is still more than 
ready to fight. You quickly begin preparing the cannons one-by-one, pulling out any old wadding, scraping 
years of rust out with a sponge, ladling powder into them, packing bits of cloth taken from rotting curtains 
into them to act as wadding, and finally ramming a cannonball down inside each one. 

You notice that it’s quiet once again. 

“Where are you, Mortal?” the creature asks in a menacingly sing-song voice. 

You rush back up above deck and sigh in relief to find that he hasn’t turned, yet. 

“Over here, O Oceanlord!” you call. 

Once again, the creature whips around. His cock flies through the air...and impales the side of its tip on 
the harpoons. You can’t help but wince as they drive themselves deep into his flesh. He shrieks in pain 
and doubles over. 

“Oh, my!” you call. “Gosh, that must hurt something terrible! Are you all right?” 

“‘Tis nothing!” the Oceanlord retorts. “Mere splinters in my impressive malehood!” 

“And it is such an impressive malehood!” you reply. “Such strength and vigor! Such length!” 

“It is a proud penis,” the creature replies, his eyes closing once again as he launches off into another self-
aggrandizing monologue, apparently forgetting that his “proud penis” now has harpoons sticking out of it. 

You quickly slip down to where you placed the harpoons for a better look. To your satisfaction, they’re 
now about halfway buried in the creature’s cock. There’s no way they’ll come out without doing significant 
damage now. Not taking any chances, you surreptitiously tie off each harpoon to large cleats suited to the 
purpose on the side of the boat. The Oceanlord is still talking about himself. You turn to leap to another 
ship and almost brain yourself on a large, splintered pole floating in the air. 

Speaking of looking where you’re going, you think ruefully. 

You frown and ponder this floating spar. Following its length, you suddenly understand why it’s floating: it 
must have fallen from the neighboring ship long ago, and its rigging is caught in that of the ship you’re 
currently on. Following the long strands of slowly rotting rope, you suddenly grin. Quickly shimmying up 
the foremast, you consider how much slack there is in the ropes that attach the harpoons to the ship and 
then strategically cut on the rope holding the foreign spar up, leaving just a little of the rope intact. Now 
you’ve got to get out of here before it looks like you planned this! 

You quickly drop to the deck, sprint towards the edge, somersault over the rail, and stick your landing on 
the deck of a merchant vessel. To your pleasant surprise, you find that this particular vessel does actually 
have some light armaments. Perhaps it carried valuable cargo and was more likely to be attacked than 
other merchant vessels. But your surprise is soon foiled: there’s no powder on this vessel, rendering the 
cannon useless. Oh, well. At least you’re in an innocent-enough-looking spot.  

You’re about to call out to the creature when you notice a gap in the deck. You quickly rush over and pry 
up a board. Your eyes bulge: your earlier assessment that there was no powder was incorrect. Below you 
is enough powder to blow up half the shipyard! Your eyes dart from ship to ship, making note of where 
you’ve prepared cannons, your eyes mentally tracing paths from one ship to another as your plan takes 
form. 

“I grow tired of this hide-and-seek game, Mortal,” the Oceanlord says. “Come out, and face your doom!” 

“And spoil the fun?” you ask. “Don’t you want to regale me with more tales of your terrible power over 
mere mortals like me?” 
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“This isn’t 1001 Arabian Nights,” the Oceanlord snaps, closing his eyes just long enough for you to leap to 
another ship. “You can’t try to butter me up forever. Come, I grow bored. Show yourself!” 

You steal down below deck and go straight for the linstock beside the cannon you prepared earlier. You 
grab it, stop by a box of tallow candles, grab one, and then quickly move as far from the black powder as 
you can. You take out your flint and tinder, strike the flint against your firesteel, catch the resulting sparks 
in the tinderbox, and quickly coax them into a flame to light the candle. A draught threatens to put out 
your precious flame, and you hastily shield it with your hand while holding it to each of the slowmatches 
on the linstock. 

“The longer you waste my time, the more painful I will make it for you, Mortal!” the Oceanlord warns, 
looking around through the hazy mist. 

“How about a light to help you see?” you call. 

Before the Oceanlord can react, you touch the linstock to the cannon’s vent, and with a deafening boom, 
it launches the cannonball at him. The Oceanlord shrieks as you rapidly ascend the stairs to make it back 
on deck. As you swing from one ship to the next, clutching your linstock as though your life depends on it, 
you see the Oceanlord’s body spun violently from the impact of the cannonball, which lodged itself deep 
inside his fleshy cock. The Oceanlord’s movement abruptly stops as the harpoons run out of slack and 
yank against the cleats, roughly jostling the whaling ship. The Oceanlord screams as they dig into his 
flesh, their reverse-pointed barbs cutting into him from the inside and locking deeply in place. Though you 
can’t see it, you know that blood is pouring into his urethra.  

But not as much as is about to. 

The jolt on the whaling ship breaks the lines that you carefully cut, releasing the fallen mast. It swings in 
an arc straight for the Oceanlord’s penis and rams itself into his piss-slit, driving thousands of foot-long 
splinters into the tender flesh just as you prop the linstock securely against the wall. 

The Oceanlord bucks and shrieks, yanking against the harpoons and trying to free his cock from the 
ship’s mast. Taking careful aim, you throw a harpoon with all your might. It hisses through the air, drives 
its way through the side of the creature’s cock, and embeds itself in the mast, making it impossible for the 
Oceanlord to pull the mast out if he wanted to. You fly through the air like a spider monkey, hurling 
another harpoon straight down into the top of his dick. The Oceanlord jerks violently, straining against the 
whaling ship attached to him like a giant anchor as your harpoon shoots through his flesh and locks itself 
into the mast in his urethra. Blood begins to trickle out the tip of his dick around its wooden invader. You 
land, take up one last harpoon for good measure, and likewise plunge it into the other side of the 
Oceanlord’s penis. The only way he could get the mast out of his penis now would be to cut his dick off. 
You have him right where you want him.  

You swing back to the warship and pick up your linstock. 

“So, your lordship,” you say, unable to continue masking the grin that spreads over your face. “Do you still 
think you can’t be beaten?” 

The Oceanlord says nothing; he only growls and hisses painfully through clenched teeth. 

“That looks like it must really hurt,” you say as you casually begin your descent below deck. “Here, let me 
see if this will get that nasty pole out of your dick!” 

You set a mental pace in your head, nod your head in time, and then time your movements to match as 
you quickly go from cannon to cannon, lighting it and getting out of the way. 

BOOM, BOOM, BOOM!  

The cannons each report loudly as you go down the line, each one firing into the trapped Oceanlord. He 
screams and writhes as forty cannonballs rain into his cock, forming a neat line of deep holes. Many drive 
in so deeply that they lodge in his urethra. Others remain stuck in the fleshy corpus spongiosum, where 
their red-hot metal sears his flesh from the inside out. With all the injury, his cock loses its ability to remain 
hard, and to his horror, begins shriveling, pulling the well-anchored mast towards his body and driving it 
into his bladder. Yet despite all the internal damage, his cock still looks remarkably intact. Aside from the 
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holes that weep blood around them and his cock losing its hardness, it’s hard to tell how badly off it really 
is. 

But you’ve saved one cannon for last. 

“Oh, shucks, it looks like I managed to miss on every one of them!” you taunt, eliciting a desperate, 
agonized cry in response. “But don’t worry, this is sure to help!” 

“No!” the Oceanlord begs. “Stop, Mortal; your help is worse than the problem!” 

“Aww, now you just sound ungrateful!” you say as you carefully light the cannon. 

The ball shoots through the air, completely missing the Oceanlord and driving into the merchant vessel.  

BA…BOOM! 

The entire vessel explodes in a blinding flash that instantly evaporates the mist, launching wooden 
projectiles every direction into the air. Those that fly towards his body bounce off harmlessly, but far more 
of them impale his cock, their jagged edges cutting into him, the most forceful of them going clean 
through and coming out on the other side. Others lodge themselves in halfway and protrude out of him, 
leaving his cock as spiny as his back. Still others stab into him and fall out. The immense heat from the 
explosion burns his cock from end to end, leaving enormous blisters for flying debris to pop and rupture 
and cooked flesh everywhere else. The only thing louder than the explosion itself is the shriek of agony 
from the Oceanlord as he is cooked and impaled alive. 

You gasp as the water suddenly becomes turbulent. Another ship, once trapped under the merchant 
vessel, suddenly begins to emerge from the water, gaining speed and momentum as it moves. Its 
bowsprit catches the fallen mast that impales the Oceanlord, and as the new vessel rises, it yanks the 
Oceanlord up out of the water, re-extending his mangled cock and stringing him up it. This frees many of 
the lodged pieces of wood, which fall out of his shredded member followed by innumerable flows of the 
creature’s blood that quickly darkens the water below him. The sea begins to boil as sharks thrash 
against the surface in a bloodlust-fueled frenzy. 

“I hope those scales are as durable as you say they are,” you call out to the creature. 

You take out your flintlock, take careful aim, and sever the last rope holding him in the air. The mast that 
impales his cock breaks loose, and it and he fall into the water. The water froths as the sharks bite 
anything they can chew. Their sharp teeth glance off his body scales but bite easily into his cock. Soon 
they are all biting, shredding, and carving their way through his mangled malehood, until abruptly, the 
water goes deathly calm.  

The air clears to reveal a brilliant midday sun. Something glints yellow in the brilliant light through the 
cracks in the new ship. You look, gasp, and quickly scurry onto the barnacle-encrusted wreckage. There 
in the ship’s hold is the treasure. You quickly kick in the rotten boards that were once a door and behold 
the sight. Gold, jewels, crowns, and ornate jewelry all greet you brightly, and amongst piles of treasures 
are still-sealed bottles.  

“Don’t mind if I do!” you say, grinning and grabbing one of the bottles of 100-year old rum preserved in the 
dark, cold waters. “Splice the mainbrace,” you say, pulling out the cork. “I’ll drink for the whole crew!” 

 


