The Price of Power

“Lord, we’re thirty days out of Tortuga with naught to show for it. There’s talk among the crew. Unpleasant talk.” Rodrigo shifted uncomfortably  from foot to foot, his eyes avoiding El Fantasma’s piercing gaze.

The massive pirate looked up from one of the many ancient tomes littering his cabin. “Is that so, you little worm?” The great pirate stood, his presence somehow filling the captain’s cabin like cloud blotting out the sun. He tossed the book to the floor. “Who says these things. Give me names.”
“It’s just things I hear, sir, no reason to get angry, just wanted you to.. urk.” Rodrigo stopped mid-sentence as Fantama’s gigantic fist closed on his neck. The lanky Spaniard felt the deck drop beneath his feet, and his neck make an unpleasant popping sound.

“Names. Now.” Fantasma’s black eyes bored into Rodrigo’s face like hurricane lanterns. Somewhere deep in his retinas, a yellow flame flickered.

“Second Mate Rogers. He’s planning something,” Rodgrigo squeaked. Fantasma dropped the Spaniard to the floor, grabbed his massive coral-and-bone cutlass from the table, and threw open the cabin door. Rodrigo grasped at his neck, sucking in air like a drowning man, but scrambled to his feet. To miss Fantasma’s next orders would be suicide.

Even though the Caribbean sun shone brightly overhead, the Demon’s Heart’s sails always seemed to cast a shadow where El Fantasma walked. The sailors on deck naturally shied away from his colossal form like trees bending in a gale. Second Mate Rogers was yelling an order to the lookout, and was unaware of El Fantasma’s cutlass until he looked down and saw it protruding from his gullet.

The pirate wrenched the blade free. “That is what happens to any who dare speak out against me,” he boomed, his voice echoing across the ship’s deck. “You pathetic swine want to know why we’re out here? You want gold?” He reached into a pouch on his belt, withdrew a fistful of coins, and threw them on the deck. Sailors jumped on them like drowning rats, clutching for each ingot. 

Others eyed Fantasma’s belt greedily, where several more such pouches hung. “There’s your gold. I want something more valuable than that. I want power.” Fantasma didn’t say the last word as much as growled it, and somehow all the sailors fell silent. A few nervously eyed the front of the ship, where the black unholy altar squatted.

Later that day, the lookout shouted “land ho” and Fantasma immediately gave orders to prepare the longboats. The tiny island was not marked on any charts, but Fantasma insisted this was the Demon’s Heart’s destination. “Bring the black chest from the hold,” he shouted as the longboat started over the side.

The tiny beach, barely big enough to land the longboat, was made of a filthy black sand that stuck to the pirates’ bare feet. It felt and crunched like charred bone as the sailors dragged the longship ashore.

An hour later, Fantasma and the landing party stood atop a small hill. The sun was gone, obscured by a roiling mass of slate clouds, and drum peals of thunder sounded across the waves. The remains of a wooden structure were barely visible among the short grass. Fantasma pointed: “Dig,” he said.

Dusk gathered, and the storm continued to roll in. Rain began to fall and mud splashed the men standing in the hole. Fantasma paced, his cutlass drawn, his eyes a fiery shade of yellow. Occasionally, he took a piece of paper that looked uncomfortably like human skin from his pocket and mumbled a phrase in an ancient and foul tongue that his sailors tried their best to ignore.

Finally a shovel made a dull clang, and the crew gave a loud whoop. They hauled a stone box out of the hole, a vile thing about the size of a chicken cage covered with ancient carvings of sea creatures, sharks with legs walking like men, and scenes of sacrifice and brutality that made even the most hardened sailor turn cold. Fantasma grinned, but there was no mirth in the gesture. It was a lupine smile, teeth bared and predatory. “Open it,” he said, his voice channeling the pounding of the surf against rock.

One sailor attacked the box with the handle of his shovel, breaking the tool in the process. “How are we supposed to open it, Lord?” he whined.

Fantasma drew a pistol and shot the sailor through the chest. His blood sprayed behind him and soaked into the box, and a foul smell like rotting seaweed filled the air.  The lid slid off, revealing a bed of white sand and an egg-shaped blue crystal inside. “Like that,” Fantasma said, kicking the corpse out of the way.
“What’s that worth, Lord?” Another sailor asked. Fantasma didn’t respond, but stared at the crystal, licking his lips. 

“It’s worth the world,” Fantasma finally said. He took an ancient coin from one of the pouches on his belt, a massive piece of gold with Latin letters circling the bust of a long-dead Emperor. He placed the coin in the box, and removed a small bag from his jacket. Fantasma then repeated the phrase he practiced, louder and with force, and the flame in his eyes turned from yellow to red. In response, the rain intensified and the thunder sounded like a massive drum. He shook the bag and slowly crushed its contents in his hands, then dropped it in the box after the coin.
“That’s done,” he said. “Bury it. We go.”

“Sir? We’re not taking it?”

Fantasma shook his massive head. “We have what we came for. We go.”

“You can’t sell power, Lord. Some of us need to eat.”

Fantasma whirled around and snarled. “Have I ever let you starve? Have you ever been short of rum? You ungrateful worm,” Fantasma said as his bone cutlass drove into the unlucky sailor’s shoulder. It split his torso almost in half, and the man died with a surprised look on his face. He fell into the hole, collapsing like a heap of dead fish.
“Bury him with it,” Fantasma said. “And if anyone else has anything to say about it, you can join him.”

Later that night, Fantasma ordered an extra ration of rum opened. As the Demon’s Heart sailed towards the next island, the massive pirate sat alone in his cabin. The sounds of revelry filled his ears but he did not partake with the rest of the crew. He looked down at his hand, concentrating on the new feeling there. It felt hot.

Fantasma closed his eyes, and a tiny flame appeared on the end of his finger. Once again, he smiled, baring his teeth.

The Price of Power Scenario


El Fantasma’ goal is simple: control all the mystical artifacts he can so that the sea and all who use it are under his control. To that end he will hunt down every rumor of magic and perform every ritual he can. “Cannonball” Gallows on the other hand just needs to hide his gold. He has a bad habit of losing ships and thus losing his hard earned goods. So he figured to place it in convent islands so he always has a little something for when he needs it.
Set Up


Once home islands are chosen, place the 4 Eye of the Leviathan gems shards off to the side, and randomize them. Place one on each of the wild islands face down.

Mix the remaining treasure face down and then divide them so that each player has 8 gold token. Place them on their home islands. They are placed face up.

Reveal the Eye of the Leviathan gems shards.
Note: The crystals have no power associated with them in this scenario they are only counters.

Special Rules

· Each gem shard is a color, and each treasure coin has a color (Placed somewhere on it / need to confirm with art what this looks like…). Each treasure coin on your home island must be placed on the island with the same color gem shard.

· If your ship is sunk, it reappears at your home island, with no masts on it. It can be repaired as normal.
· If a ship is sunk with gold on it, that gold reappears at your home island.
· You can only drop a single piece of gold per explore action.

The Winner

· The first player to get all of his gold onto the wild islands and has both of his ships docked at his home island is the winner.

Expanding the Scenario


For a longer game add more gold, islands or players. If you are using gold from other Pirates of the Cursed Seas sets, you might want to mark them some way. Alternately, the scenario could also be played by numbering the islands and using only gold that matches those numbers.

For a shorter game reduce the number of gold to start or even reduce the fleet size. 
