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CHAPTER 1
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	Foreword
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	Dear reader,

	We meet again for yet another story, this one smell of sea salt, action and a bit of mystery, a palate cleanser of sorts to some of the previously darker-toned stories.

	This tale introduces as well a new character to the Rogues and I hope you will come to appreciate her presence and role.

	Without further addling, let us begin.

	Now, let, once again, the madness unfold.

	 


Dedications:

	As is customary here, I would like to express my thanks:

	To my wife, whose patience and humor allow such madness to thrive.

	To my son, whose boundless curiosity fuels my creativity.

	To my daughter, whose keen mind and quick wit keep me ever on my toes.

	To the Cayman News Service team, who—whether knowingly or not—helped inspire the Rogues’ Gallery, proving that reality often surpasses fiction in sheer absurdity.

	Without you all, this world of nonsense, logic, and insanity colliding into a magnificent disaster would never have been born.

	[The Curator to the Rogues’ Gallery of the Cayman Islands]

	[June 10th, 2025]
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	Trouble at Pedro’s Castle
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	The waves crash against Pedro’s Castle with a vengeance, a rhythm as old as the bluff itself. Hurricane season has emptied the island—no tourists, no cruise ships, just pristine waters and classic Caribbean beauty. The only disruption is the feral chickens shrieking in the bushes, louder than usual under the fiery sun, as if sensing something off in the salt-heavy air.

	The Adeptus Ridiculous and Grogg the Ork sprawl at a cliffside table, savoring the view and a mismatched lunch. The Adeptus picks at a lobster salad, his mechadendrites lazily stirring an espresso martini, while Grogg demolishes a triple-decker burger—no lettuce, no mayo, three scotch bonnet peppers, and two helpings of fries he “liberated” from the deep fryer, grumbling, “Cook’s a zoggin’ wimp.” 
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	KAWABUNGA!
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	Grogg grunts, “Free drink today!” He bolts back, bellows, “KAWABUNGA!” and dives after her, a green missile against the turquoise depths.

	The Adeptus claps softly, pays the bill—adding desserts, a Bloody Mary for the Secretary, two rum shots, a triple-margarita, and another martini. “Someone’s gotta haul those fools up,” he mutters, smirking. “Dims!”

	The drop’s 160 feet, a speed to stun a horse, but Grogg’s Ork bulk (Biographies WAAAGH!) cuts the current like a blade. The woman’s barely conscious, sinking fast. “Seen crazier,” Grogg chuckles, mind flashing to Wedding’s Carnifex cake. Laughing louder, he dives, hits 30 feet, and dolphin-kicks her to the bluff, beating 3 knots. “Free beer anyway!”

	“YOU NEED UP?” the Adeptus bellows, mechadendrites gripping the rocks, T-shirt ruined.

	“You’re buying me a new one, Ork. You cook tonight!”

	“Bare hands, metal-brain!” Grogg calls. “Carry her, we good?”

	“Yeah, yeah!” A mechadendrite scoops the woman, and the Adeptus climbs, slowing just enough for Grogg’s pride.

	Adeptus climbs, slowing just enough for Grogg’s pride. Grogg scrambles—impossible handholds, sheer power—falls once, leaps again, and hits the parapet, grinning. “Beat ya!”

	“You know better,” Adeptus retorts. “Conch ceviche tonight, and you’re fishing. Punishment enough!” 

	“Noooo!” Grogg moans.

	“Oh, YES,” Adeptus insists. “And I can’t shake that feeling you will come across the conservation officer we met last, you know the one that wagged his righteous finger at us , that you almost bit off while we pointed out where three dozen of conchs were savagely poached from the marine preserve? That conservation officer while you’re at it. Silver linings.”

	“I can drive!” the Secretary slurs, eyeing the bartender for a free shot.

	“No ya don’t!” Grogg looms, fist raised. “Gentle tap—”A mechadendrite stops him. 

	“He’s right,” Adeptus says.

	“My car’s too small, and that bucket,” nodding at the Secretary’s wreck, “might hit 30, if I pray hard enough that is.”
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	Side Scene in the Bushes by the Bluff
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	The chickens, rattled by the plunge, cluck wildly, as if 60 million years ago, their T-Rex kin still roared. One edges to the bluff, dreaming of dominion—then snap! A barnacle-crusted arm, not hers, snatches it. A distressed “cluck,” a wing flap, a crunch—silence.
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	The Mystery Woman
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	The Mystery Woman

The Secretary’s car groans to the Toof & Tonic, the Adeptus’s will holding it together. Grogg cushions the woman from potholes, grumbling, “Careful, metal-brain! She’s had enough knockin’!”

	“Your concern’s touching,” Adeptus quips, mechadendrites twitching. “Odd, given your beer bet.”

	The Secretary, knees to chin, laughs. “Grogg soft? Next, you’ll write poetry!”

	“Seventeen binary volumes,” Adeptus deadpans. “Eighteen stalled by Wedding’s fiasco.”

	Romantic Interest, polishing a glass, spots them. “Another day, Another stray!” 

	She sighs, stun gun close. 

	The Adeptus “The story of our lives, get used to it and frankly, given you still employ Claptrap, extremely ironic but hey, I am just the friendly consultant to this place.”

	“Dove off Pedro’s,” Secretary says, claiming his stool.

	The Secretary “Grogg played hero.”

	“Not playin’!” Grogg sets her on the couch—post-Bar’s Secretary nap spot. “Beer’s mine.”

	Adeptus kneels, lenses scanning. She’s mid-twenties, mixed heritage, clothes fine but sea-soaked—not tourist, not local. Her breathing’s shallow, eyes fluttering, but no barnacles—her skin’s clear, almost luminous, like she slipped reality’s grip.

	“Medical kit,” Adeptus orders, staff scurrying (Bar’s efficiency).

	He checks her pulse—steady, but off, like a rhythm no human should hum.

	Romantic Interest leans in. “Trouble?”

	“Possibly,” Adeptus murmurs, lenses narrowing. “She’s certainly not what she seems.”

	 


CHAPTER 6
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	The Toof and Tonic: Dusk
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	Dusk cloaks the patio, wait staff grumbling over the Rogues’ tab. A rotting whiff rides the breeze—not fish, not salt, wrong. 

	A server pauses. “Hear that?”

	“What?” another snaps.

	“Chicken.”

	“Wind. Or them feral ones.”

	It’s not. Distorted, like a cluck trying to sing.

	Shadows shift near the bluff—large, too-limbed, dragging seaward. Chickens trail, eyes vacant, barnacle-crusted, necks glinting unnaturally. 

	Waves crash harder. Dark shapes circle underwater, closer to shore.
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