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“She went this way!” a deep voice called out into the rosy 
colored sky.

Clutching the collar of her shirt closed as she sat 
precariously between the roots of an old tree, a young woman, 
streaked with dirt, took in gasps of air. A short distance away, 
a twig snapped. Her ragged, hurried breathing all but stopped, 
making her body involuntarily shudder. Every noise in the 
dense forest seemed to fade and listen for her to gasp again.

Wincing at the pain in her lungs, the young woman 
slowly leaned back further into the little cove created by the 
aboveground roots. Pushing back a lock of her honey colored 
hair, she smeared more dirt onto her forehead. “What could I 
have possibly done to deserve this?” she whispered to herself, 
closing her eyes for a moment.

Snap! sounded another twig, closer than the one before.
“Edgar! Ya lug! She ain’t deaf !” a voice growled, sounding 

as though it was being discharged from behind the very tree 
she was trying to bury herself within.

“Then what ya yellin’ at me fer, John?” Edgar yelled in 
return.
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Snap!
“Edgar!”
“John!”
Pulling her legs as close to herself as possible, the filth-

covered girl, concentrating on keeping her breathing steady, 
peered over the tops of the roots. The burly silhouette of 
a man stood stark against the illuminated foliage of the 
morning forest canopy. Ducking back behind the gnarled tree, 
she glanced about herself, her hazel eyes taking in the fact that 
she had no conceivable way of escape. Her breathing having 
almost regulated, she forced herself to creep forward. Why am 
I always running short on time? she asked inwardly in agitation.

“Oi! John! I found a footprint!” Edgar called out.
Rolling her eyes irritably, the girl took one last glance 

about and, seeing a gap between them, bounded away from 
her cubby, wildly scrambling to get deeper into the forest.

“Teishi! Avast! Not so fast, shōjo!” a different voice yelled.
Her heart stopping, she skidded to a stop in front of a man 

no taller than she, clad in completely unsoiled white clothes 
beneath a purple knee length cape and a white hat flaunting 
a large violet feather that trailed out the back. His dark hair, 
impeccably straight and long, shimmered about his angular 
face while his tiny mustache twitched as he stared down at the 
young woman. His eyes, like slanted onyxes set flawlessly in 
his well-tanned, high-cheekboned face, ripped coldly through 
her face and bore straight into her soul. “Hello, Jacq,” his 
accented voice mocked.

Her eyes darkened immediately. Blackguard…she sneered 
fearlessly in her mind. Feeling her lip curl instinctively at his 
presence, Jacq straightened slowly, her nostrils flaring slightly 
in disgust, and flagrantly took a deep breath only to expectorate 
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forcefully on the man’s shoe.
His mouth forming a thin line of anger, he raised his left 

hand mercilessly over his right shoulder, letting it fall soundly 
and squarely against the side of Jacq’s head. He smiled devilishly 
as he watched her fall to the ground at the force of his blow, 
hitting it with a dull thud. For a few seconds he watched her 
still figure lie on the forest floor, observing her dirt-smeared 
blouse and pants. His keen eye, however, also noticed a shiny 
golden locket lying above her shoulder, connected to her by a 
thin gold chain that went around her neck. Not altering his 
gawk, the man ordered in a voice much bigger than he looked 
capable of, “John! Edgar!”

“Aye, Captain?” the two men, both almost a foot taller 
than the Easterner, asked breathlessly as they ran up beside 
him.

“Bring her,” he commanded shortly, gesturing towards her 
motionless body.

“Have ya killed her?” questioned Edgar, hesitantly 
reaching for her.

“Nay, baka! That was what ye thought last time!” spat 
the Captain, sending the man a condescending glare. “Bring 
her promptly, now. We do not have time to be late. And,” he 
motioned to the pristinely lustrous locket, “make sure that gets 
put in my cabin.” With that, he spun around, tossing his cape 
gallantly aside, and marched off in the direction the group had 
come.

Exchanging glances, the two men then looked down again 
at the mud-caked, unconscious figure that was lying shallowly 
breathing at their feet. “Well, ya heard the Cap’n!” John said 
awkwardly. “Pick up the lass and off with us!”

Rolling his cold blue eyes, Edgar leaned down, grabbing 
Jacq’s wrist and hauling her to his shoulders. “What do we 
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want with her anyway?” he asked under his breath as he 
trudged off after his cohort.

Glumly opening her listless eyes, Jacq watched the forest 
trees pass her by as she was lugged off towards Captain Ming’s 
boat. Run, Alex, she thought, tears of frustration welling up 
in her eyes. Run as you never knew you could…Then her vision 
blurred to blackness.

On the other side of the forest, a nearly identical girl 
dressed in equally battered clothes flopped wheezing to the 
ground. Forcing her weak limbs to pull her body out of the 
open meadow and amidst the nearby tall grasses, she laid still, 
trying to catch her breath. Glancing down at her tattered and 
torn dress, the girl grimaced. “Heartless blackguards,” she said 
in a bitter mutter. “This was brand new.” Then, glancing at 
the sky, she sighed heavily. “Why am I always running short 
on time?” She coughed, struggling to stand up, and hobbled 
sorely forward. As she moved ahead with her uneven gait, she 
felt a steady thump thump against her heaving chest. Pausing, 
she put her thin hand to the top of her dress, feeling a unique 
semi-oval shaped object between the fabric and her body. 
Hooking her finger in the chain around her neck, she produced 
a locket almost identical to the one dangling around Jacq’s 
throat. Holding it in the palm of her hand, she ran her thumb 
over its flawless surface. “Oh, Jacq…How did this happen?”

Gulping sullenly, she dropped it back beneath her dress 
and gazed warily at her surroundings. Off to her left, the 
ocean shimmered in the early day’s light. Heaving a laden 
sigh, she shuffled in the direction of the gigantic body of 
water, her uneasy breathing reflecting the pain in her chest. 
Happy scents of spring goodness reached up her nostrils and 
into her brain, summoning a weak smile and attempting to 
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provide her with a strange sense that everything would be all 
right. Her practical logic, however, denied her such fantasies. 
I must hurry, she thought, before all is lost and we are stranded 
apart for the rest of our lives. Heartless pirates…

After what seemed like half an eternity, she came to the 
edge of what was actually a flat shelf of dirt. Walking painfully 
to the edge of the terrain, she smiled halfheartedly at the 
downward slope to the small village of Port Gilgallad. From 
here, she and Jacq were to meet up with their sister and friends 
so as to begin their journey home. So much for that. Sighing 
dolefully, she stood watching the quiet town a moment when 
suddenly the ground beneath her feet shifted slightly. Inhaling 
sharply, she froze, holding her breath.

Picking up her foot up with the utmost caution, she 
moved to step back from the edge. However, despite her 
efforts, the ledge gave way, abruptly dropping Alex down the 
slope as she squealed, throwing her plummeting down the 
hill. End over end she tumbled down the hillside’s face as it 
watched the ocean to the east of it. When she rolled to a stop, 
still a fair distance from the village, Alex whimpered, touching 
her tousled hair as she wincingly dragged herself to a sitting 
position. Her brow furrowing, she stared down at her dress…
stained, torn, and everything except entirely and unbearably 
ruined. “I look awful,” she said miserably.

“I have seen much worse,” a well-spoken voice commented 
from behind her.

Whirling about, Alex gasped at the blue eyes that stared 
warmly into her soul. “Hello,” she said, punctuated with an 
awkward laugh as she touched her ratted hair in self-conscious 
mortification.

Kneeling in front of her and holding out his hand, the 
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young man smiled gently and said in a low inflection, “Are you 
quite all right?”

“Well,” she started, glancing up at the hill she’d just 
tumbled down, “no…We are on our way to Swansea – at least 
we were…But, now we are separated and everything is going 
terribly wrong and the ground gave way and dropped me 
down this dreadful hill and my sister…” She stopped herself, 
breathing deeply as she tried to regain her composure.

“Just take it easy, Miss. I know just the place for you to 
obtain soap and water.” He held his hand out further to try 
and convince her. “Come with me.”

Blushing uncontrollably, Alex took his hand and laughed 
nervously. “Thank you, sir. Pray tell me, would you happen to 
know if a ship by name of the Queen’s Pride has docked in the 
ports here?” She smiled, pushing the pain to the back of her 
mind as she rose in unison with him.

Releasing her hand, he shook his head. “No, m’lady, but 
I know where to inquire so that I might be able to tell you.”

Her face unveiled a beautiful smile that she usually kept 
hidden from strangers. “That would be quite splendid if you 
could,” she returned. Moving to take a step forward, she was 
unpleasantly surprised by a shooting pain in her ankle when 
she put her full weight on her foot, causing her to nearly 
collapse.

Catching her, the man smiled. “Allow me to help you to 
the inn.”

He has the most gentlemanly voice I have ever heard, Alex 
thought to herself. Giggling again, she shrugged. “Very well, 
but I do not even know your name in order that I might thank 
you once we get there.”

What are you doing? Do you not remember Jim? Hello! part 
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of Alex ranted inside.
Oh poppycock! He is just being a gentleman. Nothing more, 

she countered herself dreamily. Smiling politely, her glittery 
eyes completely hid the turmoil within her mind as she waited 
for him to answer.

Grinning with such glorious brilliance as Alex had never 
before seen, the man answered courteously, “My name is 
Nicholas Dunne, m’lady, and may I ask yours?”

Finding herself blushing at the impeccable manner in 
which he asked, she inwardly chided herself. Of all the times 
to fawn over a man, now was certainly not one of them! Taking 
a deep breath as they began to slowly move forward to the 
village she replied, “Of course, sir. Alexandria Thorpe Luray, 
but you may call me Alex, if you wish. Most of my friends 
know me as such.”

“Very well,” he agreed, chuckling at her demure behavior. 
“And please don’t call me sir. It is a title I do not deserve in 
the presence of one such as yourself.” He watched, pleased, as 
her cheeks became nearly scarlet. “And pray, Miss Luray, tell 
me what a lady was doing fallen and tattered at the bottom of 
a hill?”

“Well, Mr. Dunne,” Alex complied, “my twin sister and 
I were coming to this village to meet up with the rest of our 
company. However, we had slight complications along the way 
and became…” She abruptly stopped, choking on the words 
sticking in her throat. Reality was suddenly threatening to 
overwhelm her. No, she resolved. I will be stronger than this. 
Halting a moment, she took a deep breath before continuing. 
“We became separated.” Her eyes glazing over, she smiled 
again, trying to hide her quickening intense desire to burst 
into a blubbering little girl in need of a handkerchief the size 



14

of a topsail.
“I see,” he returned, patting her hand gently and pausing 

a moment to look at her sorrowful eyes. “May I inquire as to 
how?”

“It is,” she paused, unwilling to entirely trust this stranger 
under the circumstances, “complicated.”

Perceiving she did not want to discuss it further, he 
acquiesced to her silent request. “I am sure you two will find 
each other, but in the mean time, being able to wash will make 
you feel much better. And, please, call me Nicholas.”

Smiling, Alex nodded in thanks and they continued 
towards the inn at the edge of the village. “Thank you for your 
kindness.”

He nodded her direction. “Of course. Think nothing of 
it.” Then he added another reassuring smile.

Blinking her eyes open, Jacq found herself flat on her back, 
staring at a wall. There was a pounding pain on the right side 
of her head in synchronized rhythm with the sting of her left 
cheek. Opening her jaw and moving it back and forth, she 
was relieved to find that it was still mobile. Blackguard…she 
thought, annoyed. Reaching up to the pounding pain of her 
skull, she frowned at the discovery of a scabbed over gash at 
the very edge of her eye socket. It felt like an extension of her 
eyebrow. Pushing slowly up until she was propped up on her 
elbows, she squinted in the tar-smell filled air. Instinctively, 
her fingers wandered to her throat, where the necklace should 
have been. When she found it missing, her eyes narrowed 
and she snorted in disgust. “What does this Captain Ming 
want with us anyway?” she muttered, wanting to cough, but 
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forcing herself to resist in order to avoid the pain that would 
come of it. Then, she stopped. What is that? No! She glanced 
around. Crawling to the bars of the cell, she pulled herself up 
and peered around for any sort of portal. Though she couldn’t 
visually verify, there was one thing her nose was never wrong 
about–the salty mistiness of the ocean air. Her heart skipped a 
beat and her soul shivered.

“My, my…” a deep voice said in a husky breath near her 
cell.

At the sound of his voice, she drew back to the middle of 
her cell, watching for the man to show his face.

“What the devil did the bloody captain drag aboard this 
time?” With a swagger of confidence, the owner of the voice 
stepped from the shadows, and Jacq found herself staring at 
the face of an ebony-haired, green-eyed man dressed entirely 
in black, from the cravat around his neck to the knee-high 
boots that covered the lower half of his trousers. He was 
smiling what would have been a very attractive smile, had he 
not obviously been a member of Ming’s miscreant crew.

“Does it matter?” she asked, the sharpness of her comment 
diminished by the hoarseness of her voice. Folding her arms 
over her chest, she stuck her chin out in defiance and ire. Just 
go away you black-hearted, troublesome, piratical scalawag.

“I heard you were quite difficult for ol’ Ming to actually 
catch,” he continued quietly.

But he did catch me. Jacq sighed and averted her gaze to 
the floor.

“And I just wanted to congratulate you on that,” the darkly 
dressed pirate concluded, giving the bars a strong shake before 
turning to walk away.

What? What kind of deception is this? Jacq couldn’t help but 
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turn and look at him again.
Catching her glance, he smiled a wickedly handsome 

smile.
Throwing a scowling glare to the floor, she considered 

his comment. Fine! I shall play this game…Clearing her throat 
awkwardly, Jacq replied, “Thank you.”

Sauntering comfortably back towards her cage, he inquired 
in a very low voice, “Would you fancy a drink?”

Lifting her eyes to meet his, she said nothing, but stood as 
straight as she could and slowly walked up to him, not saying 
a word.

His mouth tilting in a rather amused smile, he handed 
her a flask through the bars, not breaking eye contact with her. 
The captain has no idea what he’s picked up. The pirate laughed 
inwardly.

Not backing down from his incessant stare, Jacq twisted 
open the cap and placed the container to her lips, drinking it 
as she continued to watch him wordlessly. What do you want? 
she found herself demanding. After letting the water quench 
her parched throat and tongue, Jacq pulled the flask from her 
mouth and, recapping it, held it back to him through the bars.

“Where are you from?” he asked easily, taking the water 
container from her hand.

“Of my original home I am yet to know,” she returned in a 
riddle. “However, I’ve spent half my life aboard a ship and the 
other half in Port de Couler de Bateaux. Yourself ?”

His smirk tugging a little wider, he nodded. “I was born 
in France, spent most of my life growing up in London,” the 
pirate explained simply and casually.

“And you decided life as a pirate was better than life in 
London?” she asked, incredulous.
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“Well, it’s never so simple, is it, lass?” He grinned at her. 
“Nay, my father died of a prolonged illness and my mother 
was left to try and tend me by herself.”

“So you left your mother and became a pirate?” Jacq 
interpreted, raising an eyebrow at the outrageous idea of such 
a thing. To have a family and throw it away for this?! What a 
positively unimaginable, thoroughly maniac thing to do!

“Aye. She was having difficulty supporting my brother 
and me, and her parents would not give her aid enough for the 
both of us because they had not approved of the union of my 
mother to my father,” he continued shamelessly. “I wanted to 
repay her for all the hardship she went through for me.”

“I see,” Jacq replied uneasily, backing nonchalantly away 
from the bars and sitting herself down against the back wall of 
her cell. And becoming a pirate was the best possible way to repay 
her for her hardship? she questioned sarcastically.

“And what of you? There must be something special about 
you for the bloody captain to go through all the trouble to 
capture you more than once and keep you alive,” he prodded 
curiously.

“Surely your captain has gone out of his way to find 
others to ransom off or some such thing afore,” Jacq retorted, 
shrugging off this seemingly honorary notion.

“Nay,” the man said, leaning fully on the cell bars. “If they 
run as you, he either lets them go or eliminates them.”

“And you’re not going to use me as a strumpet?” she 
queried, wincing at the possibility.

“Haha! Nay, lass! ‘Tis against the code.” He laughed again, 
smiling at her between the bars.

A rather bemused smile twisted Jacq’s mouth as she 
rose and sauntered towards him. “I have heard stories of this 
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Captain Ming, but he does not frighten me. He is the same 
height as I am!”

Chuckling at her naive audacity, the man shook his head 
and returned, “You are a bold lass for certain, but ol’ Ming is 
the bloody devil himself.” His voice dropped to a very low, 
dangerously appealing tone. “He has no remorse for the blood 
he’s shed in all the years of his life, and it is rumored that he 
was born without the ability to have righteous emotions…and 
possibly without even a soul…”

Jacq’s heart beat more slowly as she listened to the miscreant 
unwind tales of the malicious pirate captain who had become 
notorious in Africa and India for his reprehensible iniquities. 
Her face paled as the Frenchman continued plunging into the 
seemingly endless recesses of the deep reservoir of evil that 
this captain had so proudly dammed up for himself.

“How old are you?” the man abruptly questioned, breaking 
the smooth flow of his voice and causing Jacq to start a little.

“I recently celebrated my nineteenth birthday,” she 
admitted quietly.

“And do you really go by Jacq?” he asked, sounding 
skeptical.

“Aye,” she acknowledged dully.
Nodding, he smiled softly and turned to walk away.
What?! Walk off and not tell me your name?! How uncouth! 

Jacq rolled her eyes and inquired with a tone of indifference, 
“And yours?”

“Jean-Pierre Legard is my Christian name, but everybody 
aboard knows me as Pike,” he answered, readily turning back 
and smiling because she had asked.

She eyed him a moment, retaining an aloof air that would 
have made Alex proud. “Am I to be kept locked up for the 
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entire voyage?” she questioned, looking down and then back 
up at him with big hazel eyes that pleaded for him to just 
unlock her right now. What is the real reason you are a pirate? Is 
it for the doxies? Jacq’s forehead contorting slightly; she glanced 
at the floor. Why do I care?

Feeling his hand touch her shoulder through the bars, she 
shrunk away from the weight of it and stared up at him. Why 
do you seem so nice?

“I think the captain will release you onto the ship, but I 
believe you will be put under the charge of one of the crew 
members,” he said, letting his hand drop back to his side. “He 
seems determined to bring you into our company.”

She scoffed, rolling her eyes. “That’s preposterous.”
Jean-Pierre smiled. “Well, I wouldn’t argue that.” He 

chuckled, eyeing the lock on the cell door before turning 
nonchalantly on his heel, striding down the corridor, and then 
clunking up the stairs.

Returning to the back of the cell, she sank to the ground 
once again, letting her head fall back and land soundly against 
the wall. Wincing she sighed. “Fraternizing with a pirate? 
Alex would want to kill me,” she muttered, a devilish smile 
stretching her mouth. Taking a deep breath, she bent her 
knees, pulling them to her chin, and rested her forehead on 
them, only to pass out of consciousness again.

Staring trancelike out the window of the room the town 
innkeeper had graciously given her for the afternoon at the 
behest of Mr. Dunne, Alex hypnotically brushed her long, 
clean hair. “I just don’t understand,” she said in a low voice, her 
brow furrowing while trying to figure out why the previous 
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events had taken place as they had. Tearing her gaze away from 
the hill she had tumbled down, Alex fixed it on where a new 
violet dress Mr. Dunne had so graciously gone to the market 
to get for her lay on the bed, and she stopped brushing her hair. 
Glancing down at her undergarments, she straightened her 
petticoat then returned to brushing her luxurious strawberry 
blond hair. Then, forcing herself to stop, she put it up in a 
fashionable bun, leaving a few wavy tresses down to frame her 
face. As she finished, her eye caught the locket from her neck 
resting beside her brush.

Picking up the golden piece of jewelry between her thumb 
and index finger, she held it up to look it over. How it shone 
so unabashedly in the sunlight! Its luster was at the very heart 
of greed…so welcoming and calling to the soul of anyone 
minutely interested in wealth and beauty. It is strange, she 
thought as she clutched the helpless gold piece, how soothing 
it is to hold this. Somehow, it made her feel like Jacq was still 
with her, which gave her a sense of strength and sanity. As she 
stared at it, running her thumb over its textured surface in a 
trancelike state, there was a harsh rap on the door of her room.

“Yes?” she called out, not breaking her blank gaze.
“Are you clothed?” Nicholas Dunne’s voice questioned  

politely.
His voice snapping her back to reality, Alex vaulted to 

a standing position, hurriedly grabbing up the dress. “Just 
one moment and I shall be decent enough for you to enter!” 
Nearly jumping into the dress, she expertly shoved her arms 
into the sleeves and pulled the dress up over her corset. Then 
she suddenly stopped, staring down at her brush. “I cannot 
fasten my own dress!” She paused, gawking at the brush as if 
she expected a solution. “Jacq usually does this for me. In fact, 
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I believe it to be the only part of putting on a dress she knows!” 
Why didn’t she think of a solution to this before she agreed to 
take her old dress off ? A sense of panic began taking hold of 
her mind as she glanced about the room wildly for a solution.

“Miss Luray?” Mr. Dunne’s voiced inquired, sounding 
slightly concerned.

His voice startled her, a small gasp escaping her lungs as 
she reached her nimble fingers to try and tie herself. Whirling 
about to face the door, she gulped. “I…uh…cannot…fasten…” 
she paced back and forth around the bed as she explained, 
searching for words that would allude to the problem without 
making her actually say it, “uh…my…my dress.” She stopped, 
utterly embarrassed. Biting her lower lip, she stared, mortified, 
at the door.

“I can do that for you,” he offered casually in a quiet voice 
through the door. “Or I could go down and ask the innkeeper 
if his wife is around, but I think she stepped out to go to the 
market.” He smiled softly, pushing his ear to the door to listen 
for her footsteps, knowing her type would never agree to his 
offer out loud. Ever so quietly, the rustle of her dress and the 
subtle sound of her footfall approached the door. Backing up, 
he folded his hands behind his back and waited.

Shyly, she pulled the door just wide enough to peer out. 
“You must never speak of this,” she said in a cool, commanding 
tone.

He nodded, doing his best to maintain a respectfully 
straight face.

Taking a deep breath, she opened the door barely wide 
enough for him to walk through. Poking her head out first 
to make sure nobody else was around, she moved away so he 
could enter as she said to herself, “Jacq would be laughing at 
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me if she were here right now. Of course, if she were here, I 
would not be in this predicament.”

Despite his efforts to be a polite and proper gentleman, 
he could not help but stare at her a moment as he entered. 
The sunlight streaming in the window was hitting her from 
behind, illuminating her golden hair like an illusion from a 
dream. Shaking his head, he stepped inside and waited for her 
to turn her back to him. “You, m’lady, are a vision of beauty,” 
he said in an almost breathless whisper. “The dress fits you 
perfectly.”

“Thank you,” she returned sheepishly, pivoting so her back 
was to him just in time so he didn’t see her face turn scarlet.

As she did, he smiled and acknowledged, “I was coming 
to tell you that the ship of your inquiry is just a few moments 
from docking. Your timing was almost perfect.”

Breathing a sigh of relief, Alex shook her head. “No. It was 
perfect.” She thought again of Jacq. It is always perfect.

“Yes, perhaps you’re right. After all, a few moments 
difference and I may not have been there to witness you 
tumble down the hill.” He chuckled, pulling the last of her 
dress together with an efficiency that suggested he had done 
it many times before. “There you are.”

“Thank you, sir.” She exhaled, smiling up at him.
My, but he is tall and handsome, is he not? Half of her sighed 

wistfully.
Alex! her other half retorted, appalled.
Stifling her internal squabbling and forcing even larger 

grin onto her face, she questioned further, “And where, exactly, 
is this dock? I have never afore been to Port Gilgallad.”

“Then to be in this village is a new experience for the both 
of us,” he said, his grin broadening. “I shall escort m’lady to the 
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harbor so that you will not have to perform the inquiry that I 
have already done.” At this he bowed slightly and offered her 
his arm.

Still surprised by his unceasing thoughtfulness, Alex’s 
mind did cartwheels. How can I possibly say no? She stared at 
this storybook gentleman, absolutely flattered by his guarded 
attention. “Of course!” she said, smiling as though she had 
just fallen in love for the first time. “That would be splendid!” 
Taking his arm, the two then left the quarters, thanking the 
innkeeper on the way out, and made quickly to the dock.

Upon arrival, Alex saw a rangy man with shaggy dark 
hair reclining on a barrel, eating an apple. Her eyes narrowing 
immediately, she marched up to him, leaving the benevolent 
Nicholas Dunne behind, and whispered into his ear, “You 
better have paid for that, Miata!”

Jumping so quickly off the barrel that he almost dropped 
the piece of fruit, Miata turned his bright blue eyes to stare 
defensively at the young woman. “Now, what be ye meanin’ 
by that, Alex?” he retorted, deliberately taking a rather large 
bite of it only inches from her face. “It were from the ship we 
be sailin’ on, thank ye very much.” He chewed his bite a few 
seconds as they glared at each other. “Where be Jacq?”

Well, he has certainly gained a bit of confidence. Amy must 
be wearing off on him, Alex noted uncomfortably. “We must 
speak in private regarding my sister,” she said in a low tone. 
“And, speaking of sisters…” Her voice jumped suddenly from 
private muttering to demanding mother as she shoved her 
fists onto her hips and asked, “Where is my younger sister?”

“Amy? She be ‘round about somewhere,” he returned, 
shrugging casually at the question. “What be the trouble with 
me mate, Jacq?” The small mustache he had decorating his 
upper lip twitched involuntarily as he waited patiently for 
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Alex to continue with the story.
“She is…missing,” Alex admitted as Nicholas came up 

behind her.
Noticing Dunne approaching, Miata’s eyes darkened. 

“Who be this, Alex?”
“What? Oh. This, Miata, is Mr. Nicholas Dunne,” she 

introduced, gesturing between them.
“How do you do?” Nicholas greeted him cordially, offering 

his hand.
Alex sighed inwardly until she realized that Miata 

was being hesitant in shaking her rescuer’s hand. Her eyes 
narrowed and she eyed him menacingly.

Noticing her glare, the young man smiled mildly and took 
Nicholas’ hand, returning, “Oh no, Mr. Dunne. The pleasure 
be all mine.” Then, releasing the grip and turning back to Alex, 
asked, “What be his purpose on our venture?”

“Mr. Dunne has been so kind as to assist me,” Alex 
returned sharply.

Miata sent him another distrustful glance. “If ye be sayin’ 
so. Now, be tellin’ me about Jacq.”

“Well,” Alex began, holding herself tightly together, “we 
did not send you and Amy the message to get on the Queen’s 
Pride.”

Miata chuckled. “Actually, to be honest, I were thinkin’ it 
a might odd that ye be sendin’ me off with yer sister alone an’ 
unattended.”

“Yes, well, someone else sent that note, and then Jacq and 
I were trying to find out where you two were going when we 
got intercepted by pirates.”

“Pirates? More o’ them?” he asked, nearly dropping his 
apple again.
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“Quit interrupting me and allow me to finish!” she 
demanded.

Rolling his eyes, Miata crossed his arms over his chest and 
turned his eyes unwaveringly at her.

“So,” she continued, trying to ignore his exaggerated, 
incessant, wide-eyed stare, “after Jacq and I found out that the 
ship was making a stop at this port, we somehow managed to 
evade the miscreants and got out of town. However, when we 
were on the other side of the forest,” she gestured back behind 
her at the forest in which Jacq had been captured, “the pirates 
arrived for us again. They chased us deep into the forest, but 
Jacq kept making loud noises and then disappearing so as to 
keep them occupied and not looking so much for a girl in a 
skirt. As near as I can tell they caught her. I am quite certain 
of it. The last I saw of her, they were chasing her back the 
direction we had come; but I am here, and we must find her!” 
Alex concluded breathlessly, all but caving into an emotional 
wreck right at Miata’s feet.

The young man blinked several times. “Aye. We will get 
our Jacq back, but Amy should not come with,” he stated 
calmly.

Alex started at this, surprised at his calm and intelligent 
suggestion. “Yes. I agree. She shall return home to our father 
while we turn around and find Jacq.”

Just then, Amy came bounding up, her curly golden locks 
bobbing up and down with her chipper step, a blue parrot on 
her shoulder and a furry monkey clutching her waist. “Alex!” 
she called out cheerfully, rushing up and embracing her.

Squawking loudly, the bird flew to Miata and began 
flapping in irritation.

“Amy!” Alex greeted, reaching down to pet the creature 
around her sister’s waist as she returned the hug. “How are 
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Frank and Bill?” she sighed, glancing first at the monkey, then 
at the parrot.

“They are splendid. Well, mostly splendid. Bill is most 
unhappy with Jacq sending him off without her,” the younger 
girl said. Seeing Nicholas, her eyes lit up and, pointing at him, 
she asked, “Oh, Alex! Is this gentleman with you? I approve! 
He is more handsome than Jim!”

“Amy!” Alex laughed, teeth clenched as she slapped her 
hand over her sister’s mouth. “We have had a change of plans. 
Miata and I have to return to pick up Jacq, but we believe it 
would be wise for you to continue onward and meet our father 
so that he knows his daughters are alive and on their way to 
see him.” Glancing at the bird, who Miata had managed to 
calm down by giving him his apple, Alex then added as she let 
her hand drop, “And take Frank and Bill with you.”

Nodding, Amy agreed, “Very well. If you think that is 
best, then I shall do so. The ship leaves soon, so I should get 
back on board.” Backing away from Alex, the girl crossed over 
to Miata and, taking his hand in hers, stared up at him. “I shall 
miss you.”

He smiled back at her, just as starry-eyed as she. “And I 
be missin’ ye too,” he admitted, touching her cheek softly with 
his fingertips.

A chill ran down Alex’s spine as she watched the two 
stare lovingly at each other. “Ahem! Miata,” she interrupted, 
snatching his arm, “we have no time to linger.”


