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      Just when I thought the life of a pirate was a bonny life indeed, a cannonball narrowly missed the ship, a giant wave almost swept me to sea, and I was nearly hit by lightning. Twice!

      “This is a serious abuse of trust,” Pooky grumbled as I ran across the flooded deck of The Pink Pearl. “A breach of contract, even.”

      Thunder rumbled across the sky. Another cannonball burst from the HMS Destroyer, whistled overhead and blew up a few waves to our starboard side.

      “Can we discuss this another time?” I shouted, clutching the cat over one shoulder, the first-aid kit under my other arm.

      “All I’m asking is that I’m fed on time regardless of hurricanes, war and other inconveniences. A perfectly reasonable expectation. Why is this so difficult a task to accomplish?”

      Sheet lightning exploded across the horizon, momentarily blinding me. The shouts of my fellow crewmembers sounded small and insignificant when compared to the various disasters on and around us.

      Behind us, a British navy ship hurled cannonballs and insults in regular succession. Ahead of us, a storm as equally aggressive launched wave after tsunami-level wave at our beleaguered ship.

      On either side, monstrous waves battered at the hull. They tossed us around as if The Pink Pearl was a bit of flotsam rather than a well-managed pirate ship. Even our pink Jolly Roger seemed to recognize our smallness in the face of these obstacles. It had wrapped itself around the tallest mast, huddling against the elements and the angry barrage from our pursuers.

      “Miss Storm,” a tall fellow called out to me. His usually tanned skin seemed a few shades paler than usual.

      I didn’t blame Shaun Quill, our quartermaster, for feeling a bit off. We all were. First Sea Lord Rochester James Hickinlooper, admiral of Her Majesty Queen Victoria’s Royal Navy, had been pursuing us for the past three days. And it was definitely personal.

      We’d locked him in the dungeons of Ali Babak, chief of the territory of Wokovu. Hickinlooper absolutely deserved to be left there until the starch in his uniform wilted. Given how starched his clothes were, that would’ve taken several months if not a year.

      But the chief didn’t want to start a war with the powerful British Empire. He’d released Hickinlooper and his crew shortly after we’d set sail.

      The rest, as they say, was a disaster.

      “Where is she?” I yelled over the combined cacophony of explosive thunder, driving rain, thrashing waves and cannonballs.

      The ship shook under my feet as Master Gunner McCormick set our cannons to task. I staggered to one side. Quill grabbed my arm and tugged me into an embrace.

      “This is hardly the time,” I spluttered in protest.

      A frothing wave swept across the deck. A barrel rolled over the spot I’d been standing only a moment before.

      Quill turned me around and winked. “Aye, ’tis not the time, though you look fetchin’, Miss Storm. Perhaps later, then.”

      “Insufferable man,” I muttered under my breath and pushed past him.

      “On top of being hungry, I’m wet,” Pooky continued his litany of complaints. “You know what water does to my fur.”

      “Makes it wet?”

      “Dreadful, isn’t it? Why humans and witches insist on immersing themselves in the substance is beyond me.”

      “You could’ve stayed below deck,” I whispered, conscious there were humans nearby.

      Humans tended not to look kindly upon people who talked to animals as if the animals could understand. Especially if that person happened to be a woman. My fellow pirates were a good lot, but I didn’t want to test their level of tolerance to witches and magical beings.

      “Over here, doctor,” a squat man called out without a trace of irony or sarcasm.

      I tightened my grip on my first-aid kit and knelt beside Stubbs. The old carpenter looked his usual self. He was always grim and pale regardless of the circumstance. At least now he had good reason to grumble. He was squatting next to our captain, who was stretched out on the deck.

      “She gone and got hit, she did,” Stubbs explained.

      “I’m fine,” Tricky said, her teeth clamped tightly around her unlit pipe. “Let me up. Back to your station, Stubbs.”

      “You were hit by shrapnel from the last cannonball,” I lectured. “You’re hardly fine. Stay where you are, Stubbs.”

      Tricky harrumphed. “You worry too much. It’s a scratch, is all.”

      “The doctor’ll be the judge o’ that,” Quill said, turning around and shouting orders at a few of the sailors.

      “You’ll not be the judge of anything,” Tricky said. “And she’s not a real doctor, you know. So I don’t really have to listen.”

      “But you appointed her,” Quill argued over the noise. “Means she’s the ship’s doctor, as best as we’ve ever had.”

      I grimaced. Tricky was right. I wasn’t a medical doctor. I’d never had any training on how to patch up a wound larger than a scraped knee. Not that I was uneducated. I’d received plenty of lessons from my grandmother, Penelope Evian Puddlewick, Grand Dame of the Wavily Witch Clan. Those classes had involved dissecting various creatures, studying the art and science of using poisonous plants, and casting spells.

      Very little of my lessons involved the advancement of health and healing. Whatever I knew had either been deduced, learned from painful experience, or acquired vicariously from observing my mother’s potion and spell-making. But my mother had left before I could become proficient enough to be called a healer, never mind a doctor.

      “The least you could’ve done was bring me an umbrella,” Pooky said, cowering against my chest, trying to make himself as small as possible against the onslaught of rain combined with saltwater.

      “Sorry, Pooky. You stay here.” I plunked the cat inside a coil of rope. It didn’t provide much shelter, but I needed both hands free.

      “You know how people say elephants never forget?” Pooky asked. “They mixed up the expression. It’s not really about elephants. It’s about cats. Especially cats who’re descendants of the Egyptian cat goddess Bastet. We never, ever forget anything, especially disrespect. And missed meals.”

      I peeled back Tricky’s jacket. Spots of blood dotted her shirt. Nothing too serious. I had lots of water with which to concoct spells. Problem was, I didn’t know a lot of healing spells. Perhaps Tomas⁠—

      “Well?” Quill shouted.

      “She’ll be fine,” I said, hoping I knew what I was talking about.

      “Told you so,” Tricky muttered and attempted to light her pipe. But her match fizzled the moment it sparked. “Useless things.”

      A short, slim built man with a thick mop of black hair jogged up to us. “Captain, the storm’s worsenin’ up ahead. She can’t take much more o’ this.”

      “Scotty, keep the course,” Tricky ordered.

      Scotty flung up his arms. “I’m a sailin’ master, cap’n, not a miracle worker.”

      “Then it’s time you become one. What’s the wager this time?”

      Despite imminent danger, Scotty grinned. “Aye. It’s a rich one indeed. Most o’ the crew bet we can outrace the Destroyer and arrive at our next port scot-free.”

      “What are the odds?”

      “In our favor. Least, they were ’til we hit this storm. You sure you want to keep the course?”

      Tricky winced as I extracted a piece of shrapnel. “We can’t outgun the Destroyer, Scotty. As good as McCormick is, I can’t expect miracles from our master gunner.”

      “Aye, just from your sailin’ master.”

      “That’s the spirit. Off you go, then.” Tricky waited for Scotty to retreat to the helm before she doubled over. “What’re you trying to do, Miss Storm. Murder me?”

      “It’s crossed my mind from time to time,” I admitted. “But then the crew would vote for another captain, and they’d probably vote for Quill. I’d rather not have him as my captain.”

      She smirked. “Afraid of what he’d order you to do, are you?”

      I was too cold, wet and scared to blush. “He knows better than that.”

      She glanced over my shoulder, her smirk widening into an almost smile. “Sure he does. He’s seen the competition.”

      Now I did flush, an unwelcome heat brightening my cheeks. I knew before she said anything who was standing behind me.

      Tomas of no last name.

      He crouched next to me, nodding at the captain. “Anything I can help with, m’lady?”

      Tricky huffed a laugh. “Now I know you’re not addressing me like that, Mr. Tomas. Isn’t that right, doctor?”

      I tightened a bandage around her arm with more force than required.

      Tomas chuckled. “Right you are, captain. Well, doctor?”

      “I have this well in hand, Mr. Tomas.”

      “Why don’t you make a spell to dry up the weather?” Pooky asked, his head popping up from inside the coil of rope.

      “There he is,” Tomas said. “My favorite rat catcher.”

      Pooky narrowed his yellow eyes, his long black fur plastered against his body. “He did not just say that.”

      “We need to get you below deck, captain,” I yelled over the wind, waves and cannons. “Stubbs, help her stand.”

      “That won’t be necessary.” Tricky dragged herself into a standing position, leaning against the guardrail. “The crew needs their captain.”

      “Yes, they need her alive. Not⁠—”

      A cannonball whizzed overhead, and we all instinctively ducked. It wasn’t a logical thing to do. If a cannonball hit the deck, it didn’t matter if we ducked down or stood straight. It was going to hit us. The ball cracked against the edge of the railing, taking a small section with it as it plummeted into the frothing ocean.

      “Blasted barnacles. She can’t take much more, cap’n,” Stubbs said.

      “Miss Storm, help me get to the helm.”

      I was tempted to argue with Tricky. A giant swell loomed up ahead of us, another on our port side. And immediately behind us, rapidly plowing through the ocean, the HMS Destroyer hurtled toward us.

      Before I could say anything, Tricky gave me a quick look. It wasn’t her full-blown, soul-crushing, knee-shaking La Look that she was training me to use. But it was full of enough visual daggers for me to lower my head and offer her my arm.

      Stubbs grumbled under his breath and limped back to his post, the wooden peg leg clicking against the deck. The sound was soon washed away by another blast of cannon fire, this time from our ship.

      I helped Tricky navigate the steep set of stairs to the smaller quarterdeck where the helm stood. Scotty was fighting the helm while shouting orders at the sailors who clung precariously to masts and booms.

      “Scotty,” Tricky said the moment we reached the helm. “Ten degrees starboard.”

      Scotty blanched. He was normally a jovial, happy man under even the most dire of circumstances. But the last three days had worn us all down. With little time to rest or even eat, we were all on the last thread of sanity and endurance.

      “But that’ll take us direct into the heart o’ the storm,” he said.

      “Let me guess. No sane captain is going to drive her ship into that location. Isn’t that right?”

      Scotty flashed a quick, faded smile. “You have the right o’ it.”

      “Then color me insane, because that’s where we’re going. Old Sea Lord Fancy Pants back there’s a sane captain. He’d never push his ship into a storm like this.”

      Scotty gripped the helm as if it was the only thing keeping him tethered to the ship. “We do that, we’ll be edgin’ close to the Cape of Good Hope.”

      “Is that a bad thing?” I asked.

      Scotty blew his lips outward. “Let’s just say the Cape has the most ironic name I ever did hear. It’s a dangerous part o’ the ocean for any ship. The Pink Pearl, she’s a grand lady, but she ain’t equipped to clear the Cape, not in weather like this.”

      Tricky gestured behind us. “Is she equipped to go up against the machine chasing us?”

      Scotty didn’t glance backward at the rapidly approaching Navy vessel. His Adam’s apple convulsed as he gulped. “I’m a master sailor, cap’n, not a miracle worker.”

      “Do what you can. This is the pirate way.”

      He gritted his teeth, nodded once, and began issuing orders as he turned the helm.

      I glanced back at the main deck. Tomas was holding onto a mast with one hand, Pooky with the other. He met my gaze and mouthed a single word. I hurried toward him, grabbing onto anything along the way to keep from being swept out to sea by waves that gushed across the deck.

      When I reached Tomas, he clutched my hand and leaned against the wind as we traversed the deck. Glancing over my shoulder one last time at the chaos, I followed him below deck.

      In the relative quiet and calm, he stopped and turned to face me.

      “Well?” I asked. “Which spell?”

      He held up a vial of freshwater. “The only one that’ll save us. We need to summon the Flying Dutchman.”
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      I stared at Tomas, trying to decide if I’d misheard him. “The Flying Dutchman? Isn’t that a story told to scare little sailor children into bed?”

      “You’ve never summoned ghosts before?” Tomas asked.

      “Why would I want to? Don’t answer, please.”

      Tomas dropped Pooky without warning and combed his fingers through his wet, shoulder-length hair. “It’s more than a story. I once witnessed a warlock use a spell to call up the Flying Dutchman. It’s quite spectacular, really.”

      “If one enjoys socializing with ghosts, which I do not.”

      “We either summon a ghost, or become one.”

      The ship shook as waves pummeled it.

      “You may have a point. But that spell must take a lot of energy.”

      “Then it’s a good thing there’re two water witches here. We can do it. Together.”

      I sighed. I didn’t have the faith Tomas seemed to have. But he was right. We were caught between a storm and a Navy cannon. Both of them were set on sending us to a watery grave.

      “Do you trust me, Miss Storm?”

      “Not even a little.”

      “Oh.”

      “Very well, Mr. Tomas. Let’s try it. Let’s try the Flying Dutchman spell.”

      “I have a bad whiff about this,” Pooky said. “It smells worse than milk after it’s been added to tea.”

      “Stop your complaining, cat,” Tomas said as he led the way deeper into The Pink Pearl.

      “I liked him better before I knew he could understand me,” Pooky said.

      “And I liked you better before you started talking,” Tomas retorted.

      “Gentlemen, please. Let’s focus on saving the ship from either being blown into kindling, or smashed into flotsam. Preferably with a certain degree of discretion and subtlety.”

      As Tomas didn’t have his own cabin, we went to mine. We needed privacy. Not that there was anyone around. It was all hands on deck. Even the two cooks — the Persian twins — were above deck, tying down whatever wasn’t nailed down.

      I locked the door, belatedly realizing if anyone did come down here, they might get the wrong idea.

      As if divining my thoughts, Tomas chuckled. “What would the others think of this?”

      “I’d rather not imagine.”

      “Not to worry, m’lady. If this works, we’ll be out of here in a jiffy.”

      Pooky crawled onto my bed and sniffed. “What does he mean, if it works?”

      I ignored Pooky and pulled out my own small vial of freshwater. As a water witch, I considered it an essential tool and never left home without it. I also made a point of carrying around my lock pick set. One never knew when one required access to a locked room.

      “Did you hear me?” Pooky paced around my bed. “What does he mean by if? What happens if this flying spell doesn’t work?”

      “The ship might explode from all of the energy the spell releases,” Tomas said, shrugging it off as if it wasn’t a big risk. “Or the Dutchman might sink us out of spite.”

      Pooky flopped onto his stomach, his yellow eyes large. “At this rate, I’m going to need a dozen more lives. What’re we on now? My fifth life? I’ve lost track.”

      “It’ll be fine, Pooky,” I said with more confidence than I actually felt. “Won’t it, Mr. Tomas?”

      “What? Oh, sure. Probably.”

      I smiled at Pooky. “There. You heard the man.”

      Pooky rolled onto his back and played dead.

      Every witch and warlock had spells that felt easy and natural to her or him, and those spells that didn’t. Then there was an entirely separate category of spells that required an unusual level of energy and expertise. These were considered challenging to all but the greatest and most accomplished of witches and warlocks.

      Grand Dame Puddlewick was a member of this elite category. There were few spells she hadn’t mastered, and none she couldn’t manage if circumstances and her own political ambitions required.

      But I was still relatively young by witch standards, and Tomas wasn’t much older. Ghost-summoning spells were for witches entering advanced training. The amount of energy required to open a portal between this world and the next was immense. It was more energy than I’d ever channeled before in my life.

      “Maybe we shouldn’t do this,” I said.

      “Nonsense. It’ll be fine.”

      I turned to Tomas. “To propose the use of this spell indicates either an impressive level of control, or a shocking level of conceit.”

      Tomas reached out and gripped my hand. His skin felt warm compared to mine. “There’s a third option. Most witches and warlocks prefer to cast spells on their own. But we’re doing this together. The two of us, and two familiars⁠—”

      “Which two?” Pooky demanded. “I hope you aren’t counting me. I’m no one’s familiar, or pet. Keep that in mind. I’m my own cat. I⁠—”

      “You ever wonder why I can understand you so well, Pooky?” Tomas asked, kneeling in front of my bed.

      Pooky reared back and retreated until his butt pressed against the wall. “I don’t know what you’re talking about. I can barely understand you at the best of times.”

      “I think you know exactly what I’m saying.”

      “I’m a free cat. Cat slavery was forbidden centuries ago.”

      “At this rate, we’ll be dead before we speak the first words of the spell,” I said. “There’s nothing wrong with being someone’s familiar.”

      “People can’t own cats. Cats own people,” Pooky said, his nose wrinkling. “Does he want to be my person?”

      I groaned, mentally urging him to get over his fear. I’d once tapped into Pooky’s energy. He’d make a powerful familiar if he’d set aside his pride. I would’ve offered him the position myself if I hadn’t already received a familiar. Speaking of which…

      “Mama,” a little lizard-looking creature squawked. It crawled out of a wicker box and slithered onto the bed toward Pooky.

      Pooky shrieked and scrambled backward. Tripping over the foot of the bed, he flopped onto the floor. “This is the worst day ever! And considering what I’ve endured, that says a lot! How I’ve suffered in silence.”

      “You can do this,” I urged. “Help us.”

      Punctuating my sentence was another round of thunder. Or was it a cannon blast? It was hard to tell. But it marked more time passing than we could afford. Waves pummeled the ship’s hull, tossing it back and forth like a toy between rambunctious children. Except these children wanted to push their toy under the surface of the ocean and never allow it to reemerge.

      “Please, Pooky. We don’t have time⁠—”

      “Fine. Fine! He can use me. Just this once, though. And keep that ugly gecko away from me.”

      I scooped up the gecko which wasn’t a gecko but a baby crocodile. Margo blinked mournfully at Pooky, then swiveled to face me.

      “Is she big enough for it?” Tomas asked, tipping his head toward Margo.

      “Are you saying I’m big?” Pooky demanded. “I’ll have you know, it’s all fur. Very fluffy fur. Underneath it all, I’m a small, itsy-bitsy kitten. I don’t have the strength to channel your spells. Woe is me. If only⁠—”

      “I’m not sure we have much choice,” I admitted, closing my hands around Margo.

      Tomas nodded, leaned over and grabbed Pooky.

      “No need for such rough behavior, you wretched ruffian,” Pooky complained.

      Tomas and I sat on the bed facing each other, knees almost touching, our familiars on our laps. We poured freshwater into our hands.

      “Follow my lead,” Tomas said.

      “You know the spell well?”

      “More or less. I heard a warlock use it once.”

      Pooky hid his head under his front paws. “I shouldn’t have woken up this morning. If I’m going to die, I might as well die while tucked in bed, enjoying my sleep, dreaming about pitchers of cream. But someone decided to wake me up. Life is so unfair.”

      “That someone was feeding you breakfast in bed,” I said. “Let’s do this.”

      The Pink Pearl lurched heavily to one side. I gripped the mattress to keep from sliding into Tomas and held my breath, waiting for the ship to right itself.

      “Now, let’s see how it goes,” Tomas said, ignoring the steep incline the world had acquired. He began to murmur. “Double, double toil and trouble. Ship burn, and ocean bubble. Wind of a warm south charm. Flying Dutchman, help us now…”

      I waited for him to finish. When it became clear he wasn’t going to continue, my frown deepened. “The spell doesn’t rhyme.”

      “I suppose not.”

      “Shouldn’t it?”

      “I guess not.”

      “Is that it?”

      Tomas tugged on his earlobe. “Yes. I think so.”

      “You think? Tomas, thoughts aren’t good enough. Belief is everything. It’s critical you use the entire spell, and believe in it. Is that all there is?”

      He grinned. “You called me Tomas.”

      “I…” I shook my head. “Truly, I’m all astonishment. In the middle of a possible disaster, that’s what you focus on?”

      “I’d rather have something delightful to focus on when in the middle of a possible disaster. Wouldn’t you?”

      “I hate to interrupt your annoying flirtation, but…” Pooky whimpered as static electricity buzzed through his fur, lifting it up until he looked like a fluffy ball.

      Margo curled up into a tight wad of reptilian scales. Water fizzed in my hands, a blue shimmer creeping up my arms.

      “Say it again,” I urged. “This time like you mean it.”

      “I did mean it.”

      “Make it sound stronger.”

      As he uttered the spell again, the cabin grew colder. All the energy drained out of the air, channeling through us and the two familiars into the water.

      The water hissed and steamed. Bright blue tendrils wafted up from our hands and intertwined between us. Then a small explosion rocked the cabin.

      “We’ve been hit!” Pooky shrieked, scrambling to get off of Tomas’ lap. “The Royal Navy. They finally sunk us. Save yourselves. Cats and kittens first!”

      But it wasn’t a cannon.

      The Pink Pearl righted itself so rapidly, my head thunked against the wall next to me. Then gravity ceased to exist.

      Margo and Pooky floated up to the ceiling, and I was right behind them. I was never more grateful not to be wearing a dress. There we floated, not quite touching the ceiling, but definitely no longer attached to the floor.

      “The crew! They’re above deck,” I shouted and began swimming along the ceiling, pulling myself under the top of my doorway.

      “I’m sure they’re not floating off into space,” Tomas said.

      “How sure?”

      “Well… I think you should wait here. I’ll go check.”

      “Poppycock. They’re my crew, too.”

      “What about me?” Pooky wailed.

      “Look after Margo,” I said. “You should be safe with the door closed. At least you can’t float into too much trouble.”

      “Mama!” Margo yipped.

      “And don’t eat Margo,” I added.

      “I don’t eat geckos!” Pooky shouted as Tomas closed the door.

      “Don’t cats eat small lizards?” Tomas asked.

      I shrugged. I wasn’t sure what a talking cat’s word was worth, but I had to assume it was worth more than a nonverbal cat’s.

      I was halfway down the hallway when the ship’s floor hurtled upward and smashed into my stomach. Gasping, I crawled the rest of the way toward the stairs leading outside. I didn’t want to risk standing. Gravity no longer seemed to work the way it was supposed to.

      “Told you it would work,” Tomas said as he caught up to me.

      “We don’t know what the spell actually did,” I said, crawling up the stairs. “Or what the Dutchman’s ghost crew will do.”

      Shouts from above deck filtered down the stairs.

      “See?” Tomas said. “They’re okay. They sound happy, sort of.”

      “Is this supposed to happen?”

      Tomas hesitated as we continued to climb the stairs on our hands and knees. “To be honest⁠—”

      “Yes, please.”

      “I’m not sure. I was locked in a chest when the warlock used that spell.”

      “Unbelievable.”

      “In my defense⁠—”

      “Not now, Mr. Tomas.” I reached the deck first.

      The crew was flattened against the deck, each trying to crawl somewhere and getting nowhere. I searched the horizon for the HMS Destroyer. It was nowhere to be seen. Nor was there any indication of waves, the ocean surface, or anything remotely normal for a sailor to see.

      I clutched the doorframe and stood upright to get a better view. My jaw went slack.

      We were flying.
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      I’d never used a ghost-summoning spell, but I suspected this wasn’t the normal result. I’d never heard of a real ship literally flying across the ocean. Nor did I see any sign of the ghostly Flying Dutchman, either.

      “Must be an air swell,” Scotty shouted from the helm, fighting both the strange gravity surrounding the ship and the helm itself.

      My fellow pirates used masts, booms, handrails and rope to pull themselves into better positions. There they remained gawking at the strange reality in which they found themselves. Tomas and I did our best to pretend to be astonished, which wasn’t a difficult feat to achieve.

      “It actually worked,” Tomas whispered to me as we inched toward Tricky, Stubbs and Quill. Hand over hand, we used the guardrail to keep us upright and attached to the ship.

      “I’m not sure who’s more astonished, us or them.”

      “Definitely us,” Tomas said. “I half-expected the spell to backfire.”

      “I’m grateful you didn’t inform me of that fact earlier.”

      “Always at your service, m’lady.”

      The spell-related banter ceased when we reached the captain. Quill and McCormick were arguing about the cause of our new sailing technique.

      Scotty started a round of betting on which theory would prove correct, loudly encouraging the crew to place a wager before it was too late. He was holding onto the bubble of hot air theory.

      Quill was convinced a large sea monster was swimming beneath us, its fin snagged on our hull.

      Stubbs declared it didn’t matter, and we should focus on more important issues like the rat building a nest in the head.

      Tricky interrupted both the arguing and the betting with her usual pragmatism. “Whatever the cause, we’ve cleared the storm and lost HMS Destroyer.”

      “Hurrah!”

      “But we didn’t make it around the Cape of Good Hope. We’re heading back to Cape Town. Let’s hope the Navy doesn’t meet us there. And who’s the worthless sea dog who forgot to bring down the Jolly Roger? We want to be welcomed at port, not strung up as villains.”

      Monks, the young powder monkey who helped prep the cannons, scrambled up the main mast. He seemed immune to the strange gravitational fluxes that harassed the rest of us.

      “Blasted barnacles, me leg’s floatin’ away,” Stubbs grumbled. His wooden leg was almost horizontal to the deck. He smacked it down and scowled.

      “Everyone, tie yourself to a mast,” Tricky ordered and reached for a pile of rope.

      Several things were easy to find on a pirate ship. Coiled rope was one of them. Swords, pistols and a hearty sense of humor were others. Not all of the humor was appropriate, but it prevented excessive use of the swords and pistols.

      “Feel free to tie yourself to me,” Tomas said, chuckling.

      “I ran away from one warlock to escape such a fate,” I said softly so only he heard me. “I certainly won’t be tying myself to another anytime soon. I’d rather float away.”

      “You don’t mean that, m’lady. You’d miss me terribly.”

      “No, I’d miss the ship.” I tied myself to the guardrail and peered over the side. We were a few meters above all but the most rambunctious waves. Even those big ones looked a lot less menacing.

      “Land ahoy!” Monks shouted from the top of the mast. “We’re not far from Cape Town.”

      “You have our flag?” Tricky asked, her narrowed gaze fixed on the rapidly approaching shore.

      “Aye, captain!”

      “How do we land the ship?” I murmured.

      Tomas dragged his teeth over his lower lip.

      “Mr. Tomas.”

      “Yes, Miss Storm?”

      “The spell. It didn’t say how we stop the ship and bring it down.”

      “Well, that’s obvious.”

      “Really?”

      “Absolutely.”

      “That’s grand. Please enlighten me, then.”

      He coughed and tugged on his shirt collar. “Thing is, it’s possible I didn’t hear the whole spell.”

      “Unbelievable.”

      “In fact, I’m quite sure I didn’t hear that part. I was, after all, locked inside a chest at the time.”

      I looked skyward, hoping for inspiration. I’d settle for a lightning bolt at this point. “You don’t know, then. Humans might not pay attention to details, Mr. Tomas, but they’d have to be blind not to notice a ship floating a few meters above the water.”

      “You have a fair point.”

      “What if we float into the heart of Cape Town and smack into the side of Table Mountain? So much for being discreet and subtle.”

      “In my defense⁠—”

      I never heard his defense, at least not on this occasion. An explosive boom from our starboard side interrupted him.

      “Are we under attack?” I gasped.

      Tomas’ attempts to respond were again thwarted. A large piece of wood cracked and snapped louder than a gunshot. The ship lurched to a stop, then tilted downward. I began to slide toward the opening punched through the guardrail by a cannonball.

      “Got you,” Tomas said, gripping my upper arm and pulling me toward him.

      “What was that?” I asked.

      “The brakes you were asking about.”

      The bow of the ship dipped lower. Wood creaked, and a small piece crackled.

      “I have a bad feeling about this,” I whispered.

      “Pirates. Hold tight!” Tomas shouted.

      A vicious crack accompanied his words, and the ship hurtled toward the ocean. No pirate dared scream, although someone squeezed in a manly yell.

      The bow plowed through the surface, then bounced up. Water whooshed across the deck. The canvas sails slapped back and forth, then filled out with wind. Waves sloshed softly against the hull as The Pink Pearl sailed along the coastline, the Port of Cape Town beckoning us forward.

      “Can we untie ourselves now?” McCormick asked into the shocked silence.

      “Blasted rope,” Stubbs said, batting to free himself from a mast.

      “See! It all worked out perfectly,” Tomas said in my ear.

      I removed his arm from around my waist. “We were lucky this time. Although I have to wonder what we hit.”

      He leaned his elbows on the guardrail and stared at the approaching harbor, looking far too pleased with himself. His usual swagger was back.

      “So, why were you locked in a chest when you overheard this spell?” I asked.

      He winked. “That’s quite a story. I’ll tell you over dinner sometime. It’s a date, then?”

      “Absolutely not. Your hand! It’s cut.”

      Tomas held up one of his hands, staring at the wound. “Must’ve happened during all the excitement.” He tugged off his cravat and bound it around the cut.

      Tricky strode to the middle of the main deck, spun on her heel, and shouted, “Look alive, mateys, and listen up. We’ll be anchoring soon enough. Not a word or whisper about the past three days to anyone. As if they didn’t happen. No Navy vessel. No cannon battle. No weird air bubble.”

      “What about a giant sea beast?” Quill hollered.

      “No mythical sea creatures, either. Nothing. We’re just a regular crew on an honest merchant ship, going about our legitimate business. Nothing out of the ordinary. Understood?”

      “Hurrah!”

      “No hurrahs, either! In fact, don’t say anything at all. Leave all the talking to me.” Tricky jabbed a fist toward Scotty. “And no betting.”

      Scotty beamed. “Wouldn’t think of it, captain.”

      I sighed. “This is not going to end well.”

    

  

OEBPS/images/image-0-rss-logo.jpg





OEBPS/images/break-section-side-screen.png





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Chapter 15
      


      		
        Chapter 16
      


      		
        Chapter 17
      


      		
        Chapter 18
      


      		
        Chapter 19
      


      		
        Chapter 20
      


      		
        Chapter 21
      


      		
        Chapter 22
      


      		
        Chapter 23
      


      		
        Chapter 24
      


      		
        Chapter 25
      


      		
        Chapter 26
      


      		
        Chapter 27
      


      		
        Chapter 28
      


      		
        Chapter 29
      


      		
        Chapter 30
      


      		
        Chapter 31
      


      		
        Chapter 32
      


      		
        Chapter 33
      


      		
        Chapter 34
      


      		
        Chapter 35
      


      		
        Chapter 36
      


      		
        Fact & Fiction
      


      		
        Storm Wavily & The Ghost Town
      


      		
        The Adventures Continue
      


      		
        A quick favor…
      


      		
        About the Author
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		A quick favor…


    


  


This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/storm-wavily-and-the-lost-treasure.jpg
STORM WAVILY
AND THE S5SS

LOST
TREASURE

CASE #3 3,53

VERED EHSANI





