Thunder shook the heaven's as the storm raged on above the small ship.  He stood next to the helmsman, motionless looking out to sea, a slight grin playing on his face as the sea's fury churned the waters everywhere that could be seen.  The helmsman's voice broke his slight enjoyment as he heard "My Lord, the enemy ship is gaining on us, and we cannot last much longer with this storm about...some of the men have suggested surr..".  His sentence was cut short as the dark crystalline armored man turned and fixed a cold glare on the sailor.  "Ye weren't goin' to say surrender were you lad?"  A lightning strike forked through the sky overhead as the man looked over his shoulder at the pursuing ship.  His armor was covered in etched runes, black and blue as deep as the sea herself.  Two low rumbles could be heard as the ship in pursuit fired cannon shots in futility.   "B'sides, you won't have t' worry about th' storm overhead lad, she's here t' protect us this eve.  Best keep yer attention fixed on our friends behind, lest ye find yerself with just this wheel, an' no ship t' steer."  

The man backed away and paced about the upper deck, his attention affixed to the enemy ship.  The ignorant whelps, they had followed from the lands beyond the great sea, arrogant and clumsily.  The man could tell the majority of them weren't sea faring folk just in how they handled their ship.  They were scattered and disorganized.  There wasn't a need to worry about them before now.  Only recently have they adapted and improved to be enough of a threat to cause trouble for the man and his ship.  Still however, they were a long way still from besting him.

The helmsman was right, the pursuing ship was gaining ground, and within minutes they would be within firing range, and they were still a few day's travel from their destination.  Turning back towards the helmsman, and placing his hand on his shoulder to get his attention, the man says "Turn her around, if they are goin' to catch us, we best give 'em a fight t' remember. Make one pass around while I take care o' her...". 

The unnerving calm in the man's voice sent a chill down the sailor's back before his words fully sunk in.  "My Lord, but..." his words cut short once again as the man turned.  "I am still quite the warrior lad.  Ye don' think this armor's just for show do ye?", he spoke as he withdrew his runic war sword, knelt down and began to pray silently.  *Mistress, make my sword as lightning’s spear, piercing the heart of my foes.  Grant me the means to protect this ship as the sea's depths protect your secrets...*.  As the man prayed, the etched runes began to illuminate a light blue hue.  Another two cannon shots from the enemy ship could be heard rumbling, this time whizzing by very close overhead.  *...Grant me strength as the unyielding tempest, persistent to my last breath.  Grant me the resolve to cleanse these brutes from your waters in which they taint.  And should you see fit for any of your servants to perish this eve, may we have a moment of calm as our life returns into the ocean's deep.*

Just as he had finished, a series of shots could be heard from the other ship's canons.  The cannon balls ripped through the smaller ship, but hadn't hit anything vital.  Grabbing the first mate on his way down the length of the ship he made clear his orders:  "Make one pass on each side, firing what you can, I'll handle the rest and meet up at the other end. Do not stop, an' don't get boarded".  Nodding in confirmation the sailor quickly ran off to relay the orders.  A return volley of canon fire could be heard, a sign for the man to make his move.  Waving his sword quickly, some of the etched runes broke off and floated around rearranging themselves before re-combining as he quickly chanted *Mistress, grant my stride fleet and swift so I may tread across your waters safely*.  At that his feet rose a few inches off the deck, and without wasting a moment, leapt from the ship moving at full speed towards the enemy ship.  Keeping pace with one of the sea's swells, he was able to leap from the waves cresting peak, landing on the deck of the enemy ship with a downward swing of his sword cleaving the first unlucky opponent in two.  

Greatly intimidated from the sudden display of unmatched skill, the sailors took a few steps back, only to watch a few more of their comrades cut down by this man's barrage of attacks.  A company of armored guards and archers poured out from the lower decks, but confusion had already been spread throughout the sailors as most of them ran for cover through the group of guards.  Pausing a moment to size up his new opponents, he spoke "What say ye we keep the odd's fair aye?  Lets save some time and 'ave all of ye come at once." with a smirk on his face.  With a quick flourish of his war-sword, he adjusted his stance to suite more competent fighters, and looked on with cold calm eyes.  In the distance, he could see his own ship, coming around for their last pass, the distraction seemed to have worked, but time was running short. The archers knocked their first arrows and loosed them while the guards charged in after the barrage after which the guards charged forth.  After avoiding most, the few that hit, glanced off his armor without even a scratch.  A second volley would not be possible with their fellow guards engaged in combat.  These valuable moments were spent cutting down as many of the guards as possible.  Amid the hoard of guards, the man cut down many, but also sustained a few wounds which only intensified the storms fury within him.  A deafening series of boom's suddenly shook the entire ship.  Turning to see, the man spotted his ship making it's final pass, firing everything they could at the enemy war ship.  A few of the shots tore holes up through the main deck where the fight raged on, causing a few of the men to fall into the cannon deck and lower holds.  Looks of abject fear could be seen on faces of some of the cannon crew below, now in complete disarray and regretting their trifle with this avatar of the sea.

This didn't deter the guards as much as the sailors, as another group of them came up from the lower decks.  Seeing the men moving into a position to surround him, the man quickly sheathed his sword and raised his hand to the heavens.  After a quick chant, an arc of lightning was seen, not in the skies, but emanating from his hand.  As it intensified, the man’s face became almost maniacal as some of the soldiers began to back away at such an intimidating presence.  Suddenly, a massive pulse of energy emanated outward from the man, destroying the remains of the ship in a brilliant display of blinding light.  Once the light dissipated, the crew of the other ship couldn’t see anything left, including their lord in the blackness of the sea.  After a brief search, they found him slowly swimming back towards his ship heavily wounded.  Once aboard the ship, he made an effort to hide the extent of his injuries from his crew, only pausing on his way to his quarters to say to his helmsman: “Take us ‘ome lad, t’ the ports of Devardec.  We be earnin’ ourselves a break, an’ there’ll be plenty ‘o stories t’ share.  
 
