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Chapter Twenty-Seven 

                As Jakob guided Celeste away from the saloon, a sense of warmth enveloped his being, 

quickening his heartbeat, just by the sight of her face. And, if he was completely honest with 

himself, he sure wouldn’t mind seeing her naked.  

            "Age before beauty," Jakob playfully quipped as he led her from the saloon.  

           "Okay, okay, I see you, still got jokes." Celeste replied, shocked by the jesting, she 

looked back at him with a smile on her face. As they strolled through the bustling streets of the 

Cree Quarter, it seemed like everyone, without exception, knew Jakob. Here, he went by the 

name Tato, and he was greeted warmly by the elderly ladies, respected by the fellow pirates with 

just a glance, and honored by the excited children who eagerly flocked to him, vying for his 

attention. Some of the children, consumed by jealousy, even asked if Celeste was his girlfriend, 

resulting in shared smiles and laughter. This was Jakob's sanctuary, his cherished home. 

               “Well, well, Look who’s the man around here!” Celeste beamed with a smile. Her 

voice filled with playful admiration. Jakob shrugged modestly, 

            "I'm just an ordinary guy. Anyway, would you like some food?" He quickly changed 

the subject. "You have to try the food of the south. Zesty Bayou! We got gumbo, jambalaya, 

dirty rice, po' boys, you name it, we've got it here."  

                   Food vendors discreetly tucked away in nooks between buildings, and together with 

Celeste, Jakob indulged in small bites from each establishment. What amazed Celeste the most 

was how everywhere Jakob took her, he received free gifts and an abundance of compliments. 

Eventually, they settled on a bench near the black sandy shores of Pirate Cove. Through the clear 



waters, they could catch glimpses of the breathtaking fish swimming gracefully. As they sat there 

Celeste had a somber expression written across her face 

               "What's wrong?” Jakob asked, concerned. 

               “I thought I lost you and now you’re here." she whispered, her voice mixed with 

sadness, “You don't know how much this will mean to everyone back home, how much it 

means to me." Celeste finished.  

                “Hey, it's okay." Jakob reached out to comfort her. 

                “I've really missed you." Celeste replied softly. 

                “I've missed you too." Jakob confessed; his voice filled with genuine longing. 

               “Let's take our mind off this.” Jakob suggested trying to lighten the mood. 

                 "I’ll take you to the best-kept secret on this island. It's the most remarkable part 

of the south."  With a childish grin, Jakob led Celeste through the energetic streets, weaving 

their way past the noisy crowds. As they ventured further, the urban landscape transformed into a 

lush jungle, and the soothing sound of cascading waterfalls in the distance. The air was thick 

with the scent of nature, as they followed a small pathway hidden behind a waterfall. The 

moonlight glistened on the droplets of the water as they splashed playfully at each other, their 

laughter blending harmoniously with the soothing rush of the waterfall. Leaving the jungle 

behind, a Rover was parked on a dirt road. Together they hopped on and as Jakob revved the 

engine, Celeste held on tightly, the wind blowing through her hair, as they embarked on a 

thrilling drive through fields, racing towards their next destination. Finally, they reached a hidden 

cove, known only to a lucky few.  



            Stepping inside, Jakob shared a brief history of Port Regal, once the greatest city in the 

south, before being destroyed by a Kraken. The ancient stone city landscape barely remained. 

Descending further, they arrived at the shore, feeling the cool sand beneath their feet. And there, 

in the shallows, beheld a half destroyed ancient pirate ship, a relic from a time long gone. Jakob 

and Celeste wasted no time immersing themselves in the refreshing water, splashing and playing 

like carefree children. They chased each other through the soft sand, their laughter echoing along 

the shore. Playfully, they engaged in friendly wrestling, falling over each other. Their eyes 

locked, a shared moment of pure joy and connection. A smile danced across their lips as they 

both leaned in for a warm kiss, their hearts beating in sync. Rising to their feet, hand in hand, 

they walked towards a secluded spot on the sandy beach to rest and relax their bodies. 

                  “How did you end up here?” Celeste asked with curiosity. 

                 “I got lucky. I found paradise." Jakob responded quickly, Celeste's smile deepened 

as she gazed at him, captivated by his enthusiasm.  

                  "This is the only place I feel free. This is my home." He resumed. Celeste 

remained silent. Her eyes fixed on Jakob with a smile. A moment of silence passed between 

them, the sound of the water filling the air.  

              "I wish I could stay here forever, far from all the responsibilities and expectations.” 

Jakob sighed. Celeste nodded understandingly, her gaze filled with empathy, 

             She began, her voice gentle. "But there's a world out there that needs you.” Doubt 

clouded Jakobs’ eyes as he questioned himself. His voice trembled as he poured out his thoughts.  

             "It feels like nobody truly needs me," he confessed. Doubts gnawed at him, and he 

continued, "And besides what if I can't live up to what people expect.” 



Trying to uplift his spirits, Celeste sensed his inner struggle,  

             “You’ve always underestimated yourself. You have so much more within you than 

you realize. You just need to embrace it." Celeste's words had a profound impact on him and 

perhaps her honesty was encouraged by the liquid courage. However, it was still liberating to 

finally open up and be completely honest with someone. 

            "Maybe that's the person you used to know, but that's not me anymore. I’ve made a 

lot of mistakes." Jakob confessed. Celeste was quick to reassure him, as she reached out to hold 

his hand. 

              "We all make mistakes," she said softly. "It's how we grow and learn from them 

that truly matters. You have the strength to overcome any obstacle." 

            “What if I can’t do it, what if I fail and disappoint everyone. What if the people I 

love continue to get hurt?" Jakob head hung low.  

Curious about his past, Celeste said, “Can I ask you something?”  

               “Sure.” Jakob nodded his head. 

                 "Is that why you left home?" Celeste questioned. 

Jakob stood up, his gaze distant, “I just needed to break free, to live my own life, and make 

my own decisions. You know what it's like to live in the nation. People are always trying to 

tell me what I’m supposed to be. The weight of responsibility constantly on your shoulders. 

I chose differently, to be free, and I turned out alright.” He explained. 

              "But isn't that exactly what you have here? Responsibilities and people counting 

on you?" Celeste said trying to understand his perspective. 



             "No!" Jakob responded naively. 

Celeste was equally swift, “I see the respect in the eyes of these people. I've heard the 

whispers of Tato in the south, never realizing it was you. Doesn’t your crew rely on you?" 

Silence fell between them as Jakob absorbed her words. 

             "You've been down here this whole time, and you’ve had your escape." she 

continued, with sincerity. "But we really need you back home now." 

            "No one needs me," Jakob replied softly, his voice filled with self-doubt. 

Celeste refused to accept his words, her voice firm and resolute. 

            "Yes, we do. You're not just the King, you’re the Guardian. The one who can lead us 

out of darkness. We need you. I need you.” Celeste stood up. Her words filled with conviction. 

The energy shifted, and their conversation became more intense as their emotions heightened. 

              "I’m not the Light! The light is nothing more than a cruel illusion. It promises 

beauty and joy only to let you down. Fred is the King, not me!" Jakob passionately declared. 

            "Jakob, Fred let the Ogres take over the capital. He disbanded the Rangers, and 

people loyal to your father have been imprisoned. Everything the Legion nation stood for is 

gone. We are on the brink of war with the Regulators of the Dunes. If you don't act soon, 

more people will die," Celeste said with a serious tone. 

               "I can't go back," Jakob turned away. 

               "Why?" Celeste's voice grew louder. 

              "You wouldn't understand," Jakob began walking away. 



             "What wouldn't I understand?" Celeste yelled, following him. 

              "I can't go back, alright! I've stepped into the darkness. I'm not the Guardian 

anymore. He died in the flood, and I've done things... terrible things. I've killed people." he 

confessed, his fear overshadowing his anger. Celeste was taken back. 

             "But Jakob?" Her voice softened, filled with concern. 

Jakob interrupted her, his voice filled with false ego,  

            "It doesn't matter. I've learned to move on, to let go. It's okay that my mom and dad 

are dead. The world isn’t all sunshine and rainbows. You’re going to have to wake up if 

you’re going to learn to survive. I've embraced the worst of this world. It's something I 

learned out here. Sometimes things happen, and there's nothing you can do about it. So 

why worry about anything. I only worry about me! " Jakob tried to defend his anger, brushing 

it off with justifications. 

              ‘You're the Guardian. You're supposed to battle against the forces of the Shadow. 

And you're our king, you're supposed to lead us, you have a duty!" Celeste insisted, refusing 

to let him evade his responsibilities. 

               "Well, what about you? You left." Jakob attempted to redirect the conversation. 

               "I left to find help, and I found you. Don't you see? I was meant to find you! 

You're our only hope Jakob." Celeste pleaded. 

              “I’m sorry, I can’t.” Jakob finished. His heart sank as Celeste words hit him like a 

punch to the gut. The joy and excitement of their reunion quickly turned into a heavy silence, 



filled with unspoken disappointment and frustration. Celeste eyes glistened with unshed tears, 

her voice trembling. 

             "What's happened to you? You're not the man who saved my life.” she whispered. 

Jakobs’ eyes dropped to the ground, unable to look her in the face. His heart ached with the 

knowledge that he had let her down, that he had let his people down. A bitter taste of regret 

lingered on his tongue, 

            "You're right, I'm not that person," Jakob finally admitted. "Are you happy now?" 

Celeste expression softened. Her anger momentarily replaced by a profound sadness. 

          "No, just disappointed," she replied. Jakobs’ chest tightened as he realized the extent to 

which he had lost himself in his self-imposed exile. He had become a shadow of who he once 

was, hiding from his responsibilities and burying himself in the false comfort of a carefree 

existence. 

           “You're starting to sound like my father." He spoke.  

           "Good, at least one of us does," she retorted, her voice laced with anger and frustration. 

He couldn't bear the weight of her disappointment any longer, and his words reflected his own 

internal struggle. An unexpected fire within him rose and spoke in an anger as if he saw red,  

               “Listen, you think you can just show up and tell me how to live my life? I know 

what to do, no thanks to you.” his voice laced with a raw vulnerability. "You don't even know 

what I've been through." 

             “Jakob, I'm just trying to-" She couldn’t believe he was trying to flip it on her. 



             "Trying to what? Trying to make me feel guilty for leaving? Trying to make me feel 

like a failure?"      

               "That's not what I'm trying to do, Jakob. I just want you to see what's happening 

back home. I was happy to find you." Celeste hung her head. 

            "Well, congratulations! You found me! But guess what? I don't want to go back. I 

don't want the responsibility of being the King or the damn Guardian. It's too much!" 

Jakob stepped back. 

           "Too much? What about all the people suffering back home, Jakob?” She pressed. 

            "Maybe they deserve it!!" 

            "No, Jakob, they don't deserve this! And you know it! You must face your fears and 

your past. You must be the man we all know you can be, to be like your father was!"  

             "Well, maybe I'm not like him! Maybe I'm just a coward who wants to run away 

from his responsibilities!" They went back and forth. 

              "Jakob you're not a coward. You're just lost. But running away won't solve 

anything. Come back with me and fight for our nation, fight for our home!" Celeste 

pleaded.  

            "Forget it," he said, his voice tinged with defeat. Jakob began to walk away. Celeste 

eyes hardened, a mix of sadness and frustration.  

              "Fine, I’ll find someone else to save us" she replied, her voice laced with a hint of 

resignation. It was the final attempt to break through the walls Jakob had built around himself.  



               “Fine!” He yelled his final words to her. Jakob watched as Celeste turned away, her 

steps heavy with the weight of unspoken words and shattered hopes. As he stood there, the 

realization of what he had lost, of the pain he had caused, settled heavily upon his heart. 
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