An Ill Wind
The servants exchanged nervous glances. The tall stranger had very particular tastes about his meals, and was prone to fits when his meat was overcooked – which was to say cooked at all. Why their master tolerated him was a mystery none of them could guess.
“It’s delicious,” he said, raising a glass of wine to Governor Gilbert. The servants breathed a collective sigh of relief.

“We’re honored by your presence here, Sir Edmund,” the Governor said. He sounded mechanical and drained, as if he wasn’t himself. The servants knew his appetites – all of them – had diminished to almost nothing since the tall stranger arrived. And rumors from town were that he had no papers or seals or proof of rank, making his visit even more of a mystery. Not to mention the horrible smell coming from the trunk in his room.

“I hope I haven’t been an imposition,” Sir Edmund replied, his voice as smooth and deadly as the rarest Chinese silk. 

“Not at all,” Governor Gilbert responded. His eyes seemed just out of focus, as if he couldn’t quite see Sir Edmund.

“Now Governor, I wanted to ask you about something. A little thing that you might have come into possession of some time ago,” Sir Edmund said, his voice dropping half an octave. “Something that was stolen from my family by a lawbreaking pirate, and that means a good deal to me. It has emotional value, you understand.” The servants looked up. Finally, they might get some information about their mysterious visitor.
“It’s this old stone tablet. Well, not really a tablet – just a piece of one. Nothing special, since it’s broken and useless. You know the one I’m talking about, right?” The Governor nodded. The servants too knew what Sir Edmund was referring to: an chunk of ancient stone that the Governor purchased from a pirate captain for “safekeeping.” It hung in the Governor’s trophy room, which the servants were only allowed in to clean once a month. None of them liked it; the symbols carved into it didn’t seem part of a language as much as they were intentional offenses against the soul. And whenever they were in the same room as the thing, they had the strangest feeling of being watched.
“Of course,” the Governor said.  He stood, adjusted his laced coat, and motioned towards the door. “Won’t you follow me, Sir Edmund?”

The tall stranger rose, but was interrupted by a commotion outside of the dining room. The servants immediately rushed to the door, but before they could arrive it burst in, sending one unlucky serving girl sprawling. 

A massive man stood in the doorframe, his wild beard and mangled hat creating the effect of a crazed demon loosed from hell. In his right hand he held a massive bone and coral cutlass, and in his left a cocked pistol, which he lowered at Sir Edmund. “Didn’t think I’d find you?” he asked. “Thought you could have it first? I’ve chased these too long for this, you fool.” The air exploded as El Fantasma’s pistol fired, filling the room with the lung-scorching stench of gunpowder.

In the smoke and confusion, someone screamed, followed by a brutal hiss and the clang of a silver tray hitting someone’s skull. More shots were fired, and someone groaned. When the powder cleared, the Governor lay face-down on the table, a pool of red under his head. One of the servants had been thrown across the room, while the others were nowhere to be found. Sir Edmund had escaped.
“Damn that rat bastard,” El Fantasma bellowed. “Find it. Find the stone, and bring it to me. Do what you please with the survivors. After this, we go into town.” His men cheered eagerly and began a thorough and wanton process of destroying the governor’s house. In the next hour, the mansion transformed from a stately home to mangled shell. El Fantasma’s sailors were drunk on the governor’s wine, and he was sipping a bottle of fine Rioja on what was left of the veranda while examining the stone fragment. It felt warm in his hand, and he could sense its power. The question was, how to pry its secrets out?
“Doc None, get over here you scurvy sack,” Fantasma roared. The ship’s sawbones stumbled down the mansion’s front stairs, pausing only to expunge some excess wine from his system in the bushes.  “What do you make of this?”
The Doc swayed, a glazed expression on his face. “It’s a tablet. Like Moses and the Commandments. Looks old.”

“Anything else?” Fantasma’s eyes glowed yellow, and the sounds of revelry slowly faded as more pirates took notice of the exchange. A few started slinking away, trying to be inconspicuous.
“Looks like no language I’ve ever seen.”

Fantasma growled. “I ought to run you through, but I doubt you could fix yourself in that state.” He smacked the bottle of wine from Doc None’s hand, which hit the ground and shattered. Somehow the cork had gotten jammed inside, and it rolled down the front lawn.

“A piece o’ eight to any man who can hit that cork with a gun!” Fantasma said. Several pistols cocked and exploded almost in unison; the ground around the cork turned into a fine powder as balls hit dirt and stone. Fantasma laughed, and his sailors nervously joined in. Doc None chuckled loudest of all, tripping slightly and trying to hold onto Fantasma’s jacket for support.
The tablet tumbled out of Fantasma’s hand, and before anyone could react it hit the stone below and smashed into a thousand pieces.
Immediately the laughter ceased. Doc None cowered on the ground, gibbering something that sounded like “just shoot me now.”

The silence was broken only by El Fantasma’s laugh, starting as a low roll in his chest and building to an all-out guffaw. His meaty hand slapped Doc None’s shoulder, although the drunk man cringed at the touch.

“I knew I could count on you, Doc,” Fantasma said. There, in the pieces of the tablet, lay a red shard of crystal. Fantasma picked it up and brought it to his nose, inhaling deeply. Then he licked it, seemingly savoring the sensation.
The winds began to pick-up, the air became heavy. Lightning cracked and thunder sounded much too close for comfort. “Storm brewing, Lord” One of the drunk sailors mumbled.

“Back to the ship, you scum!” El Fantasma barked, as he looked at the crystal and then the sky. “We leave now!”
In the darkness on the side of the governor’s yard, a tall stranger watched as El Fantasma pocketed the first piece. He uttered a curse so unholy that a girl’s new puppy in the village below curled up and quietly passed away. Sir Edmund’s jaw locked, and he slowly walked away, determined to beat Fantasma to the next piece – or find a way to steal what the pirate got from under his nose.
An Ill Wind Scenario

While El Fantasma makes it his goal to gather the 4 crystal shards of the mystical gem known only as the Eye of the Leviathan, Sean “Cannonball” Gallows has discovered a map that hints to four great treasures hidden on various islands throughout the Cursed Seas. Never one to shy away from a grand adventure, Gallows and his crew have set out to find if the map is correct. Little do either one of these Captains know that they are searching for the same thing – one for power and one for … well he is a Pirate after all.
Set Up

Use all the regular placement rules for this scenario with the following exceptions:

· Place all the gold and shards in a pile (face down/gold side showing) and mix up. Then place 5 coins on each island.

Special Rules

· All ships can dock at an enemy home island and load one treasure. If able, she must leave on your next turn.
· All treasure on a sunk ship (including shards) are returned to the nearest wild and placed face-down.

· When you explore a wild island, you randomly choose treasure one at a time, you do not get to look through the entire stack of gold and pick the ones you want.

· Once you choose a coin it can only be unloaded on your home island. You cannot drop it off on a wild island in exchange for another treasure.

· The shards have special powers once they are in your possession (on a ship or a home island. Note: they do not have to be “together” in one place for the powers to activate.). These powers are in addition to any ability the ships or crew have and cannot be removed unless a shard is lost. The powers are cumulative (So having three pieces gains you all the powers of 1,2 and 3 shards)

· 1 shard of the Eye of the Leviathan = +1 to a single shot attack this turn for each ship
· 2 shards of the Eye of the Leviathan = Your ships can only move S
· 3 shards of the Eye of the Leviathan = All your cannons can fire <<<Insert red L>>> range

· 4 shards of the Eye of the Leviathan = it takes two hits from an enemy ship to remove a mast from your ships
The Winner


The winner is the first player to have both his ships docked at his home island while in possession of all 4 shards of the Eye of the Leviathan.

Expanding the Scenario


This scenario is easily played with the full rules from Pirates of the Cursed Seas, using ships from your collection. The one exception is to multiply the wild islands by 5 and place that many coins in a pile (the total treasure need to include the four shard pieces) and then mix them and randomly place them on the wild islands.
