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The palace bustled in an uproar in the middle of the night. The pounding of the guards’ iron boots echoed through the halls as they scattered about, securing the perimeter. 

“Fear not, Your Majesty, every exit is being sealed. That rogue will not get away with her!” Lance, the head guard, gripped his sword tightly, his eyes narrowed and his forehead furrowed with worry. 

“He better not! I swear he will not be shown mercy for what he has done, no matter what happens! How dare he do such a thing in my kingdom!” King Charles Edward threatened as his palms balled up into fists of fury. 

Within seconds, the sound of rushed footsteps filled the hall and a slender, stunning woman joined the king, her long, red cape sweeping the floor behind her. Her face contorted with sadness before it was replaced with concern as she tugged on King Charles’s arm. 

“Honey, please. You can focus on that later. I just want my little girl. Get me my baby, please!” Queen Priscilla lamented, her breathing ragged and her green eyes filled with tears. 

“My queen is right. Go! Go and bring back my daughter safely. Put more men on it if possible! Just protect your princess at any cost!” King Charles quickly placed a protective arm around his queen, comforting her while controlling the storm of emotions bubbling within him. 

“Yes, Your Majesty. I will get on it right away,” Lance assured before storming off into the distance, instructing his men to keep on the lookout. 

The guards continued to run up and down the palace staircase while some were stationed out in the gardens. They left no door unguarded as their eyes scanned their surroundings. It was no drill or practice, the future of the kingdom was in their hands, and they were ready to put their lives at stake for their princess. 

Meanwhile, in the middle of the palace, King Charles and Queen Priscilla spread out with their servants and advisors, searching throughout the palace, leaving no table unturned and no curtain drawn. The royal family feared that their five-year-old daughter and heir of the kingdom had been merely hidden away by the perpetrator instead of kidnapped. 

But alas, they found nothing. Nothing but half of her gold vine bracelet lying underneath a window, the golden leaves stained with tiny drops of blood. Most likely that of Princess Charlotte. 

“Priscilla, look!” Duchess Anna, the queen’s sister, cried out as she held up the remains of the bracelet, her worry-filled eyes examining it closely. 

“No, it can’t be! Where is she? Where’s my baby?” Queen Priscilla cried out hysterically before slumping down to the floor. 

Her faithful servants immediately tended to her, lifting her and placing her in her red, velvet throne as they fanned her reddened face. King Charles, upon hearing the outcry of his love, his queen, rushed into the room, scanning intently for the perpetrator, or better yet, his little girl. 

“Your Majesty, look what we found next to the window. Are you sure this belongs to the princess?” Lady Ruby, the queen’s cousin and a fellow advisor questioned, with a hint of fake innocence in her eyes. 

“Of course this is Charlotte’s bracelet! I had it made myself! Now, quit dawdling and tend to the queen!” the king roared. 

“Of course, Your Majesty,” Lady Ruby replied before lowering in a curtsy before him. 

“Lance! Here! He must have escaped! Search the courtyard, don’t let him leave!” King Charles ordered at the top of his voice before rushing to the window. 

Below, a long rope hung from the palace window and a shadow hid in the bushes in the distance. Within seconds the guards were circling the premises and tearing through the carefully trimmed rose bushes. 

“Anything?!” King Charles leaned further out the window, his eyes scanning the darkness for his daughter. 

“Nothing yet, Your Majesty!” Lance cried out from below, his hand still steady on his sword. 

Just as they were about to give up, something caught the king’s eye, right in the nick of time. It was the person they were all looking for, preparing to cross the bridge of the palace and head towards the town of Renevia. 

“There! Halt! Don’t you dare take a step further! I command you to stop! Lance, he’s by the northern gate, just beside the moat! Get him!” King Charles shouted out before hurrying down the staircase, eager to nab the perpetrator. 

Queen Priscilla tagged along behind her husband, desperately wanting to comfort her little girl. However, when they got to the moat, there was no Princess Charlotte. All that stood in front of them was Zion, their former servant, with an evil smile plastered on his face, sending shivers down their spines. 

“Good evening, King Charles. How may I be of assistance to you today?” the rogue sarcastically offered as he bowed down before the king and queen.

“Where is she?!” King Charles launched at him, lifting him by his collar. 

“Who?” Zion asked nonchalantly, his smirk filled with contempt.

SLAP!

A hand flew across Zion’s face, slapping him hard, but it wasn’t the king’s. Lance retracted his hand back before staring stone-cold into the cynical rascal’s eyes. 

“Haven’t you received enough chastisement?! First, you disrespect the king and the kingdom by trying to sell valuable insider information to the pirates. And now, this? Wasn’t banishment from the royal court punishment enough to snap you back to your senses?!” Lance yelled with fury, his lips twitching with outrage.

Zion just remained silent with a devious smirk still etched on his evil face. It seemed like he enjoyed being the center of attention, even though it wasn’t pleasant. The fool didn’t hesitate in putting himself into further trouble to have his revenge. But what else could one expect from someone who allied himself with the likes of pirates, rats of the sea, the detested enemies of the kingdom? 

“Who, you ask?! My daughter, you fool! Where is the princess?!” the king growled, tugging him closer to his anger-stricken face.

“The princess? Oh, she’s not here.” Zion shrugged his shoulders and took a step back. 

“What do you mean she’s not here?” the queen questioned, stepping forward towards him in concern. 

“My Queen, your daughter, the princess, is no longer around!” the perpetrator declared before erupting into a fit of maniacal laughter. 

“No… No! You monster! How dare you?!” Queen Priscilla exploded, before fainting to the ground, surrounded by cold grass. 

Lance and the guards dragged Zion away as the king took his beloved queen in his arms, wiping away his tears sneakily. The guards dug out the garden and searched the whole kingdom for months but there was no sign of the princess, dead or alive. The events of that night burnt into the memory of the king and queen as they wallowed in their grief. 

That was the last anyone had ever seen or heard of Princess Charlotte Edward, sole heir of Renevia. 

Or was it?








  
  
  Captain Charlie Red & The Old Black Savvy
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Captain Charlie’s Point of View




The ship rocked violently in sync with the harsh ocean beneath us as I gripped onto the ship’s wheel until my knuckles turned white. 

“Avast you mateys! Batten down the hatches, we’re going to ride this nasty thing!” I yelled at the top of my voice as I planted my feet firmly on the plank boards beneath me. 

“Aye-aye Captain!” my crew responded before scattering about below me, each making themselves busy with their task at hand. 

“Jimmy! Get that Jolly Roger1 down! We can’t risk losing that!” I screamed as I pointed to our black pirate flag, as the white skull and crossbones flapped aggressively at the top starboard yardarm.

“Furl the sails now!” I commanded, pointing vigorously to the cloth extended on the back mast, sending another crew member running to it to take it down. 

The last thing I needed was for the sails to catch the wind and make us slide sideways. Once everything and everyone was in position, I accelerated the speed of the ship. With all my might I steered the Old Black Savvy through the storm, the saltwater drenching me with each rough wave we rode over. 

Usually, I detested having to sail through a storm, especially when the briny deep was that aggressive and could sink us down to Davy Jones’s Locker at any given time. 

Shiver Me Timbers! I can’t even imagine what would happen if we were to sink. 

However, when he beckoned, there was no refusing him. Admiral Vance always got his way, no matter what. So when he sent a letter calling me to meet him at Rusty Cove as soon as possible, there was no time to spare. Rain or shine, or in this case, violent storm, I had to get there on time. After all, I was the captain of the ship. 

After what felt like ages, we finally hit calm waters, flag, and sails up, heading straight for Rusty Cove. I stood at the crow’s nest, the highest peak of the ship I could climb, and pulled out the telescope secured firmly to my belt. All that lay ahead was the endless ocean, but there was a hint of land in the faraway distance as the orange glow of the sunset shined on our wet ship. 

“We’ll be in Rusty Cove by midnight,” I declared as soon as my boots touched the main deck, attracting the attention of the crew. 

“I have to say, you are starting to become more of a true Old Salt as the days go by, just like your old man. That reckless briny deep was no challenge to you Captain Charlie Red. What do you say, mateys?” Old Westy said, followed by deafening cheers from the other members of my amazing crew. 

“Yo ho ho! A few hours and we’ll get to swallow down some grog like there’s no tomorrow!” I exclaimed in joy before retreating to my captain’s quarters below deck. 

The chantey of the crew filled my ears but soon faded away as I stood in the middle of my lonely quarters. The wooden cabin seemed a little cramped, as the sacks full of the plunder from Yersia occupied the room. 

The pearls and gold coins that overflowed onto the floor seemed abundant but yet, none of it was enough for me to buy what I needed. I slumped onto the wooden chair and raised my boots to the table, maps rolling around its surface. Dejected, I pulled out my compass and flipped it open to find an inscription staring back at me. 

‘You were a gift to us all and a true miracle. Never avast being the best version of yourself, no matter what others say. I love you my Charlie, forever and always. Love, Mama Renee’ 

A smile crept on my weary face at the thought of the day Mama Renee gave me the compass, back when I was 19 years old. My old lady, my mother, chose to grant it to me when we had to abandon ship, which was such a blur. I remembered thinking that she had lost her marbles for thinking that we might not survive the sinking ship. But, after our next voyage, mama dropped dead sick and I never laid eyes on her ruby cheeks again, as did Captain Turner Red. 

Captain Turner was none other than my old man. The very man who had taught me anything I ever needed to know. Who taught me how to pillage, plunder and loot from those who had too much. I was trained to be ruthless, confident, and to spare no man, which was exactly how I befell to become. Now I stood in my ship, as Captain Charlie Red, a famed female pirate of the seven seas. 

I shut the compass with a heave before shutting my eyes for what felt like a second but soon was awakened by the call of my name. 

“Captain! Land-Ho!” my right-hand man, Jimmy, yelled out, grabbing my attention. 

I dashed out to the deck just in time to see my ship approaching the packed dock with a familiar establishment in the distance. The sounds of chanteys and laughter of fellow pirates filled my ears, which would mean only one thing. 

Rusty Cove, the island of drunk pirates. 

Soon enough, the Old Black Savvy was tied up to the dock, and I made my way towards the tavern, eager to learn about the reason I was beckoned with such haste.

I pushed the wooden door open to a rave of pirates stumbling around inside, each with a mug of grog in hand. Some were grumbling, some were laughing and some were arguing at the top of their voices. But, then someone from the corner of the room caught sight of me. 

“Yo ho ho! Look which scallywag lassie just walked in! Matey! Grab a grog for Captain Red!” Admiral Vance announced, walking towards me, his boots as pitch black as his shoulder-length locks. 

Scallywag? Really? I am not inexperienced! 

“Ahoy there, Charlie. Took your own sweet time to arrive, didn’t you?” the Admiral questioned, standing so close in front of me that I could hear his breathing while his piercing blue eyes stared into my soul. 

“Sorry, there was a storm,” I apologized as my breath hitched in my throat. 

“Don’t let it happen again, you hear?” the tall, manly pirate whispered in my ear in a commanding, hissing tone, sending shivers up my spine. 

But, before I could protest, he snaked his arm around my waist and dipped me down, only to plant a brief yet sloppy kiss on my lips. 

Oh, the Admiral and I have a weird kind of relationship. 

He returned me to my feet before joining his crew while I returned to mine. A few drinks and hours later passed, we were all singing along, celebrating our latest pillage like we always did. The tavern was filled with ear-deafening laughter and voices until a heart-stopping scream rang through our ears. 

My hand immediately reached for my sword in response, holding it firmly in its scabbard in precaution, and so did every other pirate in the bar. 

“Snake! There’s a snake on the floor! Someone kill it before it comes for me and kills us all!” Jimmy shouted, pointing aggressively to the floor beneath him, his drink still firmly in hand. 

The other lads scattered about in fear for their lives, some resorting to climbing on the tables and carrying each other. 

“Oh, sorry there, lads, I dropped my cloth here. Carry on!” Daisy, the waitress said, picking up a piece of green cloth from off the floor. 

Daft Jimmy! But it is jolly to see all them sturdy lads, shaking like wee lassies, afraid of a rag on the floor.

Everyone exchanged weird glances with each other before bursting out into drunken laughter once more. Within seconds, everything was back to the way it was. But, my mind was still fixed on one thing. 

I lugged myself away from my crew and stepped out to cliffs. I pulled out the roll of paper from my belt and stepped under a burning lamp to examine it. In my shaky hands was the map leading to the next victims of my pillage, the land of my dreams, and the solution to my lack of treasure. 

Next stop, Renevia.




~.~

Renevia

Unknown Point of View




 

The queen rocked back and forth in her chair in the deadening silence that she had been in for the past 15 years. Queen Priscilla had never been the same since her daughter and only child disappeared from Renevia, presumed to be dead. No jester, family member nor her husband, King Charles Edward, could cheer her up or coerce her into leaving her late daughter’s room. 

Some said she was mentally unstable and that there was no cure, while others said she was possessed by evil spirits. Yet, no one knew for sure. 

Queen Priscilla looked out of the window with her longing, gloomy, green eyes as she gripped the remaining half of Princess Charlotte’s bracelet tightly. But then, fear and a hint of surprise flashed across her face for a split second. The queen opened her mouth and said the first words she had said in months. 

“Something’s coming.”





  
    1
    Refer to the Pirate Dictionary at the end of the book to understand the world of pirates.
  






  
  
  Chasing The Dream Over The Horizon
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Captain Charlie




 

I rolled up my map just in time as a member of Admiral Vance’s crew approached me from behind, rather sneakily. I caught his figure from the corner of my eye, ready to attack should anything happen. 

Like old Cap’n Turner used to say, trust no man nor pirate. 

I quickly turned around and glared at the scallywag intensely, eyeing him up and down. The half-sloshed pirate staggered towards me until he stood in front of me. 

“Explain yourself, lad! What do you want?!” I demanded, my hand hanging on my belt and my eyes fixed on his. 

“The Admiral wants to see you,” the pirate muttered with a hint of sarcasm. 

Of course, he did. But that still doesn’t explain the scallywag’s behavior. 

“What took you so long to say that?” I demanded rhetorically, walking towards the tavern. 

“Scurvy wench!” I heard the pirate yell to himself just as I was about to push open the batwing doors of the tavern. 

How dare he call me a disgusting woman! 

I whirled around in wrath and headed straight to him. The minute he turned to face me, I gripped the collar of his shirt and tugged him towards me in a heave. 

“What did you say?!” I snarled. 

“A woman has no right to be a captain. You don’t deserve to be Captain of the Old Savvy. You belong in the cabin, like a loyal wife!” His lips curled into a pout of disgust. 

“Listen here, you son of a biscuit eater, don’t you dare talk about me like that again or I swear I’ll make you walk the plank in the middle of the briny deep!” I warned with a scowl, sparing no mercy. 

That there ought to instill the fear of God in him! 

I let the lad go and pushed him away before making my way inside the tavern and straight towards the Admiral’s table in fury. But, like always, the minute my eyes meet his, my anger melted and was replaced with a weird mix of emotions, fear, and adoration. 

The Admiral truly had a bewitching hold on me.




~.~

Admiral Vance




 

I watched as the gorgeous red-head approached my table, her hips and belt swaying enticingly with each step she took on the wooden floor. She was an absolutely beautiful woman, and I had made sure to stake my claim on her before anyone else could. 

After all, I am the Admiral. 

“There you are, Charlie. I thought you sailed off without saying farewell,” I announced sarcastically as soon as Charlie reached my table, slamming her palm down in anger. 

She was a truly feisty lass. 

“You better get your crew in line, Admiral Vance. Your lad there insulted me for being a woman. Can you believe that?!” Charlie lashed out, pointing at my crew member standing by the door. 

What did that lad do now? 

“I’m sure he didn’t mean any harm. Why get your braids in a knot for such a trivial matter?” I scoffed. 

“So, you’re going to let him go without punishment?” Charlie bent down to look me in the eye. 

“Aye, because we have more important matters to discuss. Sit!” I commanded, signaling towards the chair before me. 

Charlie’s eyes narrowed at me, “What is it?” 

“Where does your voyage lead to next? Wenricot? Daria? Hybed?” My eyes scanned her face, judging her reaction to my suggestions.  

“Actually, I’m heading to Renevia!” the female pirate captain declared proudly with her head held high. 

Fury radiated off me at her words, “What?! Have you lost your marbles? You will not step into Renevia, you hear! You aren’t ready nor are you experienced enough.” 

“Why not? Have you not heard about me enough? I am one of the best captains and was trained by the very best, the great Captain Turner Red!” she declared proudly, and a bubbling feeling of nausea hit me. 

Scoffing at her declaration, I eyed her skeptically, “The voyage to Renevia is tricky and it’s not an unprotected land. It’s a kingdom! Sure there will be a lot to loot, but it’s risky and no place for a scallywag like yourself.” 

“I am Captain Charlie Red! I am no newbie nor a coward!” The red-haired goddess stood up in a jolt of fury. 

Shaking my head disapprovingly, I huffed, “Why won’t you listen, Charlie?! You don’t belong there. It’s no place for a pirate like yourself.” 

The stubborn lass refused to listen to me but instead kept raising her voice in reason against me. 

I let her continue on, but that didn’t mean I would make her pay for questioning me and my authority in front of our crews. 

“What’s with you men thinking so low of women? Are we only meant to be imprisoned as your wives? To not be seen and heard?! And you, Admiral Vance, do you think I can’t get Renevia?!” Charlie shouted out to the crew members before shifting her attention back to me, her green eyes burning with ferocity. 

I had to admit, the idea of having Charlie as my obedient little wife was very tempting, and seeing her all riled up like that was making me smile. But there was no way I was going to let her plunder the motherland of gold that were rightfully mine and only mine. 

“This discussion is over. You will not step foot in Renevia if you know what’s best for you!” I ordered with authority, jumping up straight and slamming my foot on the chair. 

The only daughter of Captain Red just glared at me in response, taking it too far by not answering me or agreeing with me. I despised being ignored rudely, and Charlie was taking it overboard with her arrogant attitude like she was an experienced pirate, a seadog even. 

She needs to be reminded who the boss is around these parts. 

“I mean it, Charlie. Stay away from Renevia. You don’t belong there. Don’t make me stop you forcefully or else things will turn ugly,” I whispered in her ear, hooking my finger in her belt and pulling her roughly towards me. 

The persistence in her green eyes disappeared in a blink and was replaced with fear. She pushed me away gently before shaking her head, as if escaping a haze. 

She sighed deeply as she shook her head, “Fine. I’ll go to Wenricot instead.”  

“That’s my good lass. I’m going to hit the hay now, I’ll see you at dawn and we can get more familiar with each other, okay?” I suggested with a naughty smirk.  

Charlie just nodded her head and turned away from me, walking towards the bar to flip a gold doubloon to the bartender. 

“A clap of thunder,” she ordered, leaning on the table. 

The captain of Old Savvy knocked back her drink in a snap of a finger before walking out of the tavern, without looking back, like she always did. 

Fear not, for tomorrow you will be mine, Charlie Red.




~.~

Renevia

Unknown’s Point of View

 

The elegant throne room of Renevia seemed silent, desolate even. In front of me, King Charles Edward sat on his throne somberly, his posture dejected and his mind full of thought. 

“Is something troubling your mind, Your Highness?” I voiced out, breaking the silence. 

“Oh, no. It’s nothing. I was just thinking about my wife. My Priscilla has been so closed off. I thought probably welcoming another child into the world would help her forget about Charlotte, but alas, fate had other plans. We haven’t been blessed with a child ever since,” King Charles explained with a sigh. 

“Well, how about a visit to the town fair? I am sure the people would love to see their king gracing their event,” I pitched carefully. 

“Not today. I am just not in the mood,” the old king responded before getting up and walking out of the throne room, leaving me alone. 

It wasn’t something new, but rather, it had been the case for the last several years. The royal couple lost their child and, in the process, lost themselves as well. King Charles hadn’t made a public appearance for more than five minutes in ages. Not to mention the loyal subjects of Renevia hadn’t seen their queen all these years. Renevia just hasn’t been the same. The reason all matters had been running smoothly was due to Sir Lance and his incredible team that had been doing a good job handling things, but things still didn’t feel quite the same. 

I feared that this was what the royal kingdom had come to and there was nothing that was going to change it. Luckily, we were a stronghold and safe land, hence they didn’t have much to worry about nor did the people feel threatened for their safety. 

But, would that peace last?




~.~

Captain Charlie




 

I stormed out of the old pirate tavern and jumped into my ship. I leaned on the railing and looked out at the moonlight reflecting on the nearly-still ocean. No matter what Admiral Vance commanded, there was still something about Renevia that riled me up. As if something was pulling me towards the land, to be exact. 

Not to mention it would be the key to my freedom. 

“Should we prepare for the journey to Wenricot, Cap’n?” Old Westy asked, approaching me slowly. 

My lips curled into a mischievous smirk, “No. We won’t be going to Wenricot, not this time.” 

There was no way I was going to let a man stop me from chasing what I wanted. Not even Admiral Vance. 

“Huh? Then where are we going?” Old Westy inquired with a confused look on his wrinkled face. 

I climbed up the nearest pole and blew a sharp whistle sound by placing my pinky fingers in my mouth, gaining the attention of my half-dazed crew. 

“Mateys! Set sail for the west! Tomorrow we pillage Renevia!”








  
  
  Journey To The East
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Captain Charlie




 

The wind howled in my ear as I hung on the bow sail at the head of the ship. The endless ocean around us had slowly vanished as islands appeared in the distance. I looked up to the sunrise on the horizon and realized that back in Rusty Cove, Admiral Vance would have found out that I left against his will. Hopefully, he would believe that I was heading towards Wenricot and not Renevia. 

Old Garavito better not screw it up or else it would be a simple waste of my five doubloons! 

Either way, I wanted to make a point to the Admiral. I was not his doll to beckon when he wished to and keep under his dirty thumb. 

I am Cap’n Charlie Red and I will steer my ship where I want to!




~.~

Admiral Vance




 

I dumped out the sand in my black shiny boots on the ground before sliding my feet into them. I buckled up my belt on my waist and adjusted my wavy locks, covering them with my hat. 

There’s no way Charlie can deny me. 

I stepped out of the inn to see one of my crew members pacing up and down outside my door, kicking the stones around angrily. 

“Pete! What are you doing here? Don’t you have better work to do?!” I yelled, stepping out just as the skies broke into dawn. 

“Admiral, someth—” he started to explain before I cut him off abruptly. 

I have better work to do than listen to this here scallywag. 

“Never mind that. I don’t want to hear your excuses. Did you see Charlie? Where is that lassie? We have some business to discuss.” I hooked my thumbs in my belt and looked around for any sign of my woman. 

“She’s not here,” Pete replied, staring straight at me. 

“Well, of course, she’s not here. Can you see her standing here? Go fetch her for me. Tell her the Admiral beckons her with haste!” I ordered, my patience thinning by the second. 

“But, but, but…” he argued, much to my annoyance. 

“I don’t want to hear about your buts, Pete! Do as you are told! That’s an order!” I commanded with authority. 

This landlubber Pete is really soiling my day. 

Pete looked at me with fear in his eyes before running off in the tavern’s direction with haste. While waiting, I headed over to the cliffs and observed the familiar open seas.

Soon, I heard a couple of hurried footsteps behind me. I turned around to see my right-hand man, Freddy, approaching me with Pete tailing behind him. 

“Now why did you bring Freddy? Does he look like Captain Charlie to you? Or better yet, even like a wench or a lassie?” I sighed deeply, pinching the bridge of my nose in frustration. 

I swear I am going to make Pete walk the plank any day now. 

“Admiral! Did you hear about Charlie?” Freddy asked quickly, a worried frown wrinkling his forehead. 

“What about her?” I demanded.

“She and the Old Savvy sailed off last night secretly with no note left behind. Old Garavito by the dock said he heard something about Wenricot,” Freddy explained. 

Oh Charlie, you spineless lassie! 

“And you knew about this?!” I questioned Pete, grabbing him by the collar of his faded shirt. 

The terrified lad just nodded his big head, his eyes close to tears. I would have never taken the likes of him as part of my crew if not for his old man’s debt with me. 

“Then why didn’t you spit it out already instead of rambling like a chicken?!” I slapped the back of his head. 

What a dull-witted lad! 

“So, what should we do, Admiral? Shall I send out our lads to bring her back?” Freddy stood upright, ready for my command. 

“Let her be for now. Fear not, she will get sense knocked into her pretty little head soon enough. Let’s go pay her a visit in Wenricot and seize a portion of her loot as punishment. Get the ship ready, we sail at noon!” I ordered, resting my foot on the giant rock beside me as I looked at the glowing sunrise. 

Well played Charlie. But you will be mine, one way or another. Then you will do only what I say, always and forever.




~.~

Captain Charlie




 

I gently steered the wheel, my eyes dead-set on the sea before me. The vast ocean had disappeared a few miles ago as we approached a cluster of islands, the only thing between us and Renevia. 

“Cap’n! Which channel should we take?!” Jimmy shouted from the top of the starboard with his telescope, pointing at the crossroads before us.  

“We’ll go by Merim but stick to the Mountain of Doom coastline. Remember, always at any cost, avoid Titore! Their army training camp is right by the shore and they will not let us go by that easily, at least not without a fight!” I explained, looking down at my map as my eyebrows scrunched with dread. 

Soon enough, the tall mountains towered above us as we sailed by them. The island that housed the mountains of doom was a place that was famous among fellow pirates.

There have been occurrences when horrifying weather had caused boulders to fall from the mountains, landing on ships and burying both ship and crew at the bottom of Davy Jones’ Locker. 

Shiver me timbers! I hope that doesn’t happen to us! 

Nevertheless, I kept on steering my dear old ship towards Renevia. Soon my eyes fell on the cream-bricked palace in the distance with its flag flying high. 

There you are. Soon you will be mine! 

I steered the Old Savvy gently alongside Renevia, towards the high cliffs and away from the dock. Based on what I’d heard, I should steer clear of the dock until I was sure that I would not be attacked, or at least until I found a way to establish dominance and instill fear in the kingdom. 

As the ship reached the outskirts of the luscious forest shielding the kingdom of Renevia, I ordered for the anchor to be dropped. 

“Westy, keep her hidden from prying eyes as long as you can. Once you get my command, bring her to the dock. But, if you’re spotted, lead her back to the mountains, no matter what!” I advised, placing a spare compass in his hands. 

“What about you and the other lads, Cap’n?” he asked with concern, reminding me much of my father. 

“We’ll find a way back or send you a signal to come to get us,” I reassured him. 

“Aye-aye Cap’n!” Old Westy responded with a little salute before wrapping his hands around the wheel. 

Satisfied, I made my way back to the deck, where a group of my loyal crew was awaiting my command. I took Jimmy, Rudy, Doggett, and Ronny with me since they were experienced and knew how my mind worked like the back of their hands.   

“Prepare the grapple hooks! We climb!” I ordered before looking up at the limestone cliff towering above us. 

Within minutes, I stood alongside my lads and wound the rope around my hand with the heavy grapple hooks attached to them. With an effortless throw, my hook landed on the peak of the cliff. The four of us climbed up with all our strength until we stood above, looking down at the Old Savvy beneath us. 

I nodded at Old Westy below before trotting into the forest, with my lads trailing behind me. As the trees and foliage of the forest became scarce, we hid behind trees when we could to avoid being spotted. 

Soon, we laid eyes on the town square where the people of Renevia were frolicking about in laughter with carefreeness. 

Not for long, Renevia. Cap’n Charlie Red has arrived. 

An idea popped into my mind, and I signaled for the lads to head back into the deeper end of the forest. As soon as we were hidden away, I huddled them together, my lips curling up in a sinister smile. 

“Mateys, time to incite chaos!”
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Captain Charlie



The fair was in full swing while we huddled in the middle of the forest, discussing our plans. The lads emptied out their pockets on the grass and I inspected their weapons of destruction with scrutiny. 

“Dynamite? Too large. But the smoke bomb? This here might work,” I tossed the smoke bomb up and down in my hand. 

“So, what’s the plan, Cap’n?” Ronny asked, looking towards the town square. 

“Well, you and Doggett move through the forest and towards the dock. Rudy, you walk towards the mountains and come in from there. When you hear screams, head to the square. Use your swords and not the guns. Jimmy and I will sneak into the square and throw in the smoke bomb, scattering them about like ants,” I explained, drawing an invisible map in the grass with a twig. 

“What then, Cap’n? I doubt it will be easy to infiltrate the square. There are too many people about, not to mention the guards around,” Rudy voiced, his forehead squeezed in worry. 

“That’s right. That is why we will walk through the smoke undetected. Once you have a clear view, take someone hostage and keep a good eye on the guards. We’ll parley a deal to plunder in return for the hostages,” I explained in detail. 

The lads looked at each other before breaking out in cynical smiles and nods. I tossed a smoke bomb at Jimmy and held another in my hand. 

“Alright, mateys. It’s go time!” I declared before nodding at each one of them.

Here we go. 


~.~


The five of us split up as discussed and I headed towards the edge of the forest with Jimmy not far behind. I stood behind a tree, waiting for the perfect moment to strike. 

“Cap’n, we’re still too far away. We need to move closer,” Jimmy whispered opposite me, gesturing towards the fair. 

Arrr, he’s right. 

“Aye, let’s head towards the empty booth there and hide. That’s the closest we can get,” I pointed at the empty red and white striped booth in the distance. 

We hurried towards the booth, keeping our bodies hidden and our faces down on the way. I was about to enter the booth just after Jimmy when I felt a tug on my pants from behind, making me jolt in surprise. I turned to face my foe, ready for combat, but all that stood before me, or rather below me, was a small girl looking up at me beamingly. 

“Lady, I like your costume!” she exclaimed before dashing away towards the crowd. 

I watched as the lassie ran up through her mother, making me smile. However, that mischievous child tugged at her mother’s skirt and pointed in my direction, sending me into a panic about being discovered.

Shiver me timbers! I need to move away from here! 

I quickly ran towards a nearby unattended stall and grabbed the first hat I could find to cover my face to blend in with the crowd. I didn’t want to attract unnecessary attention when I had an important task at hand. 

I should have brought along my captain’s hat instead of leaving it behind in my cabin on the ship. 

Without thinking twice, I placed the hat on my head, tucked my fiery hair under it, and sneaked into the booth, joining Jimmy who was crouching behind the counter. 

“Sorry, I got sidetracked,” I apologized, my eyes hooked on the crowd before us. 

Jimmy just looked at me with surprise as he tried his best to stifle a chuckle by covering his mouth with his hand. 

“What is it?!” I demanded. 

“Um, Cap’n, since when did you change your identity? Did you find your coven?” Jimmy said, pointing at my hat. 

I peeled off the hat from my head only to realize that it was a tall and pointy witch hat, the most obvious hat in the whole fair. 

Arrr, Charlie. Out of all the hats, you choose this. 

I glared at Jimmy to silence him before turning my attention back to the fair. We had a clear view of the town square and the only thing missing was the right moment to attack. I clutched the smoke bomb in one hand while my other wrapped around the grip of my sword tightly. The sound of clashing cymbals and folk music filled the air, signaling the moment I had been waiting for. 

“Jimmy, now! Fire!” I commanded with authority. 

Jimmy and I ran towards the town fair and threw the bombs with all our might towards the center of the square before taking cover behind a stall. 

AHHHHHHHH! 

The sounds of innocent screams filled the air as the loyal subjects of Renevia scattered about just as planned. With one arm over my nose and mouth, I ran towards the center of the square in search of my victim. 

Who shall fall into the hands of this pirate today? 

With everyone bumping into each other in blind panic, I found myself being tossed about like a coconut in the ocean. But then, like a light at the end of the tunnel, my eyes met hazel ones for a split second. A feeling of recognition ran through my bones but not for long, especially when the stranger approached me with haste. The fog slowly disappeared and I realized that the stranger was a royal dressed in the finest garbs. 

Shiver me timbers, you won’t catch me, royal!

I quickly picked up my feet and ran to take cover behind a giant rock. I peeked behind the rock to see the arrogant royal and some guards searching about towards the direction of the forest. Breathing a sigh of relief, I turned back to rest against the rock. However, soon I realized that someone was taking cover next to me, coughing violently. 

The only thing was that he wasn’t just anyone. He was another
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