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  For Ann, who navigated the trade winds of life like a galleon under full sail. She finally became becalmed in the doldrums at the age of ninety-eight—a friend as well as a mother-in-law.








  
  Author's Note


When I published ‘Renegade’ in the summer of 2022, I assumed this pirate story was complete. Kit Beauregard’s story was based loosely on the lives of Mary Read and Ann Bonney. Having been rescued by Henry McKenzie, Jack Morrel and Dandy Pete Davey and making a daring escape from the hangman, they sailed off out of my story, and that, I thought, was that. 
I had not anticipated the feedback I subsequently received about one of the antagonists, Rose Clancy. I left the story with Rose narrowly escaping drowning, having lost a swordfight with the escaping Kit, where she took a tumble into the harbour at Spanish Town; she is dragged to the surface by her dog, Bones. There, I thought, she would be left.
Not so. People liked Rose. This baffled me as she is amoral and lethal to those who cross her. Indeed, a proofreader of this story described her as a homicidal serial killer. But, somehow, something gelled with people who read the book. I get it. I can take a hint. Here, therefore, is Rose’s story. It tells the story of her life before she entered the pages of ‘Renegade’ and the following months as she journeys back to Nassau to resume her place behind the bar at the Green Parrot.
This is her story and that of her dog, Bones and a monkey called Grog.

Mark Ellott, December 2024.
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  Glossary


Sloop: A small, single-masted sailing vessel, typically with a fore-and-aft rig. A sloop usually has a single headsail (jib) and a mainsail. It is known for being fast and manoeuvrable and used in commercial and military applications. 
Cutter: A type of small to medium-sized sailing vessel with one mast and typically rigged with a fore-and-aft sail plan. Unlike a sloop, a cutter has multiple headsails (usually two or more), and the mast is positioned slightly farther aft, which allows it to be faster and more manoeuvrable. Cutters were often used by navies and for coastal patrols.
Snow Rigged: A snow rig refers to a ship with two masts, with the foremast taller than the mainmast. This rig typically includes a square rig on the mainmast and a fore-and-aft rig on the foremast. Snow-rigged ships were often used for merchant shipping and piracy in the 18th and 19th centuries.
Topgallants: The topgallant is a sail set above the main sails on the mainmast or foremast. It's part of a ship's rigging, located above the lower sails and below the royal sails. The topgallant is often used to catch more wind and increase the ship's speed. The term can also refer to the uppermost deck area (the topgallant deck) where these sails are set.
Starboard/Port Beam: Starboard: The right of the ship when facing the bow (front). The opposite of port. Port: The left of the ship when facing the bow. It's the opposite of starboard. Beam: The widest point of a ship. The starboard/port beam indicates the ship's side directly at its widest point, essentially the midpoint between the bow and the stern, as seen from either the starboard or port side.
Longboat: A longboat is a large, sturdy, rowed or sailed boat typically used to transport passengers and cargo between a ship and the shore, primarily when anchored offshore or in shallow waters. It was a versatile vessel, often carried as a secondary boat on larger ships like frigates or merchant vessels. Longboats were typically around 30 to 40 feet long, with rowing positions and sails. They were often used in the 17th and 19th centuries for reconnaissance, rescue missions, or boardings.
Baldrick: A type of belt or sash. A shoulder belt crosses over the chest and is typically used to hold weapons such as a sword or dagger. The baldrick was usually worn diagonally across the body, with the weapon hanging at the wearer’s side. It was a practical and fashionable item that helped pirates and soldiers carry their weapons in an easily accessible way while also adding a distinctive look to their outfits. 
Marlin Spike A pointed tool traditionally used in ropework, particularly in maritime settings, to help separate strands of rope or untangle knots. It is often used for tasks like splicing ropes, opening tight knots, or inserting strands into a rope's core. The spike typically has a long, tapered steel or metal shaft with a rounded handle or base for grip.
Windward: Facing the wind, exposed to the wind.
Leeward: Away from the wind, sheltered from the wind.
Heave To: A manoeuvre used to stop or slow a sailing ship, typically in order to ride out bad weather or to wait for another ship. It involves adjusting the sails and rudder so that the boat's motion is controlled and it remains relatively stationary or drifts very slowly.
Fer-de-lance: The common name for Bothrops asper. It is sometimes called the Terciopelo in Spanish, particularly in Central America. The name ‘Fer-de-Lance’ comes from the French for ‘iron lance’ or ‘spearhead’ due to the snake's sharp, triangular head resembling a spear’s point. It has a venomous bite and aggressive nature.
Gunwales (pronounced “gunnels”): These are the upper edges of the side of a boat or ship, providing structural support and where the deck and sides of the vessel meet. 
Sargasso Sea: This is a part of the North Atlantic Ocean. It is defined by the surrounding ocean currents rather than by  land boundaries. It sits between the Azores, the Bermuda Islands, and the West Indies. The Sargasso Sea is known for its clear blue water, calm conditions, and distinctive brown seaweed known as sargassum, which floats in large mats and gives the sea its name.
League: About 3 miles or 4.8 kilometres
Currency: Doubloon: A gold coin used in Spain and Spanish colonies, first introduced in the 16th century.  It was worth two escudos. Piece of eight (or peso), also known as a Spanish dollar, was a silver coin minted by Spain. It was called “pieces of eight” because it could be cut into eight segments, each called a bit, which could be used as smaller currency units. It was worth eight reales, the smaller silver coins used in Spain and its colonies.
The Spanish Main: The northern coastal region of South America and parts of Central America. It stretches from the Gulf of Mexico to the northern parts of modern-day Colombia and Venezuela, including the Caribbean Sea’s coastlines. Major cities along the Spanish Main included Cartagena, Portobelo and Havana.











  
  Prologue

The Caribbean 1715


Nathanial Fury spat out the salt water and collapsed in the sand. The raging wind still howled, ripping across the angry sea. It tore at his clothes and froze his skin, and the angry sea crashed on the shore, throwing spume-tipped waves high into the air. Pieces of timber from the broken ship lay scattered around him. He turned to look out to sea, but the Salty Fortune was gone. Only broken wreckage remained.
The sky above was a whirling morass of black and purple clouds, intermittently lit up with flashes of lightning that cast an eerie glow on the blackened horizon. His heart raced as he struggled to stand, his limbs heavy with exhaustion. Saltwater burned his eyes, and his lungs ached from the cold, salty air. He coughed and spat out more brine onto the soaking sand. The roar of the waves crashing against the rocks nearly drowned out his ragged breathing.
“Blasted sea! Blasted wind!” He shook his fist, but the elements paid no heed.
He looked around, barely able to make sense of his surroundings. The island was tiny. Its rocky shore beyond the surf was the death knell for the Salty Fortune. Looking further along the shore to where the jagged rocks of a reef stuck up into the sea, he could see what remained of the wrecked hull battered into smithereens by the raging hurricane.
Above the sandy beach, the dense jungle rose like an impenetrable wall—a dark and foreboding place. There was no sign of civilisation or life, just the constant pounding of the storm, the trees straining against the storm, their leaves waving frantically as if in a frenzy.
He staggered up to the tree line, straining against the wind that tried to drive him to the ground and sat for a while. His clothes were sodden from the sea, and he shivered with the chill. Eventually, when the sun rose, he dried out and looked down at his clothes, now stained white with the salt. Time, he decided, to go looking for food and shelter. At first, he walked along the beach in case any of his shipmates had washed ashore, but those he found were dead.
He pulled the bodies from the wreckage that had washed up on the beach. The last time he had seen them alive, they had been fighting valiantly against the storm, but the ocean was an unforgiving mistress. These men had been his comrades in arms, pirates bound together by years of hunting booty, laughter, and the shared struggle of life at sea. Now, they were all gone. He looked up at the sky, now an azure blue pierced by the boiling white orb of the sun and barely a breeze in the air. It was as if the destructive forces of nature had never happened—apart from the wreckage and the bodies lying on the white sands of the beach.
With a heavy heart, he dragged the bodies one by one up the beach toward a small clearing near the jungle's edge. With the grim duty of burying his comrades his only concern now, he focused on the task and dug, using a shovel he found amongst the debris.
As he dug, the faces of his crew flashed before him—‘Mad’ Jim Jameson, the quartermaster with the sharp wit and even sharper sword; Morgan Wilde, the navigator whose eyes always seemed to be on the horizon, searching for the next adventure, sextant in one hand and a chart rolled under his shoulder; Balthazar Cain, who had patched up the Salty Fortune more times than Fury cared to count. Too many times, she had suffered from French and Spanish cannon when taking a prize. Each of them had a life, a story, a future that the storm had taken.
When the first grave was ready, Fury lowered Mad Jim’s body into the earth, saying nothing. Words couldn’t capture the sorrow, the anger, the weight of it all. 
One by one, he buried the others. Morgan was next, his body wrapped in the torn sails he had managed to recover from the Salty Fortune. He paused over the grave, recalling the many nights they sat talking of distant lands and dreams of adventure. Then Balthazar, whose rough hands had pretty much rebuilt the very ship that now lay in ruins, was carefully laid to rest beside them.
He stood at the head of the last grave, his hands pressed against the hilt of his blade, his thoughts clouded by grief. The island felt like a place of sorrow. The wind whispered, almost like a voice, but Fury wasn’t inclined to understand it.
When the last grave had been filled, and the final mound of sand smoothed over, he stood still with his back to the ocean. The Salty Fortune was no more. The island was now his only companion and the weight of what had been lost hung heavy around him.
He stood there for a while and muttered a few words he could recall from his distant knowledge of the Bible and did something he had long forgotten to do. He closed his eyes briefly and offered a silent prayer for the man’s soul to a God he wasn’t sure existed. The clearing was now a small cemetery, with its sad little row of rough wooden crosses the only reminder of the loss of the Salty Fortune and those who sailed on her.
He was alone with the sea and the sand. The gentle sigh of the waves, followed by a soft slap, was accompanied by the calls and shrieks from the jungle inland and the seabirds that circled overhead.
Further along the beach, he found what was left of the hull of the Salty Fortune. There was no sign of life. Some kegs of rum had landed on the sand, but whatever else remained in the wreck. He waded out through the surf and clambered aboard. He helped himself to weapons and tools, thinking he would need them. While he was at it, he took what timbers he could carry. He also helped himself to what foodstuffs were aboard. Much of it was now contaminated, but some bits and pieces had survived, so he took them—salt pork, rum, biscuits. Fresh water was an urgent need, and he decided that going inland and looking for a stream would be his first task now that he had buried the dead. When he was carrying out the grim duty, he had been aware of the sound of water coming from the jungle. Now was the time to find it. Listening to the sound, he found a stream and followed it inland, where he discovered a clearing.
Over the following days and weeks, he established a small shelter in a clearing, using a mix of timbers, sailcloth from the ship, and palm leaves. He had a ready supply of water and plenty of fruit, and he fashioned a fishing line and went fishing most days. It was a source of food and passed the time.
“It ain’t no place special,” he said, looking about his hut, “but it will do till I’m found.”
Weeks passed.
Months passed.
One day, while out foraging, he came across a small capuchin monkey. He crouched down and looked at it. The animal was an infant. “Where’s your mother?” Nat asked. He looked about, but there was no sign of the rest of the troop. He picked the animal up and tucked it into his shirt. He spent a while looking for a troop of monkeys, hoping to find the mother, but without success, for when they saw him coming, they scattered, chattering and screeching, vanishing into the canopy.
More weeks and months went by. Nat and the capuchin spent their days foraging in the jungle for what food they could find. As the animal grew, it would follow him like a dog, sometimes clinging to his shoulder, sometimes running off and reappearing grasping food it had found. Constantly, it would chatter and laugh and mimic his movements. It seemed as if the creature had a constant grin on its face, and nothing would dull his cheerful disposition, which, despite his circumstances, rubbed off on Nathaniel. Each day, they would go down to the shore, and Nat scanned the horizon hoping to see sails, but none came. Just the mocking waves and murmur of the sea.
“I reckon you ought to have a name, little fella,” Nat said one day.
The capuchin chattered and grinned as it did every time Nat spoke. “How about Grog? Reckon that will do ye? Grog, like the drink. That be a companion to me too.”
Grog didn’t complain, so Grog it was.
A year passed, and he was still marooned on the island. Each day, Nat wrote his thoughts in his journal. He had found it when he first checked the remains of the Salty Fortune. Despite some water damage, it survived reasonably well, so he continued to write his thoughts and experiences daily. Someone might find him one day, but if not, should the worst happen, whoever did come would know what happened. He detailed the shipwreck, finding Grog, and his daily existence, Spartan though it was.
The monkey had become a close companion. He had never found the mother, and Grog showed no inclination to return to his kind. One day, Nat and Grog were walking through the jungle when Nat felt a sting in his ankle.
“Damn!”
He sat down and lifted his foot to get a closer look.
“Snakebite. Friggin’ blazes.” As he looked down, a fer-de-lance slithered away in the undergrowth. “Shiver me timbers,” he said as the snake disappeared. “That be bad.” 
He used his knife to cut into the wound and encourage the blood to flow. Making his way back to the shelter, he felt weak. His breathing came faster, and he was sweating profusely despite not feeling hot. His vision started to blur, and he felt disorientated.
Eventually, he found the shelter and crawled inside, where he lay shivering with the monkey sitting beside him, watching, offering the occasional chirrup.
“Sorry, fella, looks like I’m not going to be around anymore. What a stupid way to die, eh? Ain’t no one goin’ to rescue me now. Damn.”
For a while, Grog remained with the body. Occasionally, he touched the body as if to get a response, but Nathaniel remained cold and still. Eventually, he left and went back into the jungle alone. The campfire grew cold, and nature started to take over, covering the small shelter with foliage.
It was almost as if no one had been there.






  
  Chapter 1
Spanish Town, January 1720


Rose felt the cold water of the harbour pulling her down, dragging on her clothes. She felt one of her seaboots come away and drift off as she kicked her feet, trying to push upwards. The pressure on her chest became unbearable as she desperately wanted to breathe but held it in. Drowning was not going to happen, come what may. She opened her mouth and tasted the salty water on her tongue. Bubbles of air escaped her lungs, and the salt water stung her eyes. She forced her mouth shut and shook her head as she thrashed out with her arms and legs, striving to get to the surface above and fresh, clean air. Her clothes, heavy with water, tugged her down despite her struggles. The blood pounded in her head, and she felt faint but dared not let go. Her arms were like lead, but sheer willpower forced them to move, pushing down on the dark waters and up to the light filtering through from above. 
She felt something grab the collar of her coat and drag her upwards.
Eventually, her head broke the surface, coughing and spluttering and gasping in the sweet fresh air. She lifted her head above the surface and kicked out with her feet to stay afloat. She spat out the brine and sucked more air into her lungs before reaching around for the bedraggled dog at her side. She put a hand on his head, rubbing him with delight.
“Bones! You old seadog, you.”
Bones let go and started paddling towards the jetty. Likewise, she followed with a slow crawl. She reached the ladder, where she paused to get her breath back and shake the water from her hair and eyes.
As she trod water, she watched the Spanish corvette Señorita as it left the harbour and made its way out to sea, white sails billowing in the warm Caribbean breeze, taking Kit Beauregard and her crew to safety, having escaped the hangman’s noose. 
“Got to hand it to her; that was a mighty fine getaway there. Ain’t it, Bones?”
Bones trod water silently next to her.
“Oh, well, come on. Time to get out,” she said. Reaching for the dog and grabbing the scruff of his neck, she manhandled him up the steps to the harbourside.
Bones was a large brown dog of indeterminate heritage. One day, he had padded up behind Rose in the streets of Nassau and followed her home. He never left. He had a rugged, almost forgotten look about him. His thick, uneven coat was a mix of faded tawny and dark patches, evidence of his years spent roaming the streets of Nassau. His ears were slightly floppy, and the left had a tip missing from some past misadventure. He had the appearance of a creature who had survived a thousand storms and come out undefeated. His eyes were deep brown and hinted at an intelligence that seemed intuitive, as if he had witnessed the world in all its forms: from the lively brawls of the Green Parrot to the quiet of the docks at night, where he would often be seen happily accepting any titbits or scraps proffered by sailors and pirates alike.
His size was formidable, yet he was a gentle soul. Rose rarely heard him bark, but when he did, it was a deep, rumbling sound that seemed to echo through the Green Parrot as a warning to anyone daring to threaten his chosen keeper. His fierce loyalty to Rose saw him rarely stray far from her side. She felt his constant presence like a silent guardian, especially when the tavern was filled with rowdy sailors or pirates, and things got too heated. He seemed to know when trouble was brewing, stepping between Rose and any potential threat with bared teeth and a low growl, settling any problems before they started.
He was as much a fixture of the Green Parrot as Rose, blending in like the weathered wooden beams and the smell of rum, roast pork and sweat. Despite this, he would, from time to time, go out to the docks for a walk and try his luck with the incoming ships, slinking in and out of the shadows as he went, yet he always found his way back to Green Parrot where he would curl up near the hearth or at the foot of the bar, making his presence known with a deep steady snore.
His presence was a symbol of loyalty and unquestioning devotion in a world full of shifting allegiances, and he held a quiet, unspoken power in the tavern, earning the respect of both the regulars and the occasional stranger who might stumble in from the docks.
Rose turned again to look at the departing ship. Not only did it take away Kit, but her friend, lover and mentor, Dandy Pete Davey, was on board. She wondered if they would ever meet again. She thought back to that first time they met in a tavern in Tortuga—how long ago it seemed now. So much time had passed, and if it weren’t for him, there would be no Green Parrot.
At first, she felt anger that Kit and Jean Lefevre were denying the hangman his dues, but she realised they were unlikely to return soon. The authorities would not take a narrow escape from the hangman lightly, and there would quickly be a flotilla of Navy ships out looking for them. Rose shrugged. Either way, her problem was solved. Kit was out of the picture, and Rose could return to running the Green Parrot without Kit around. Rose had played her part as a witness for the prosecution, but now she had to think about the future. She turned again and watched the corvette sailing away from the port, her sails billowing then the wind. Despite her efforts to see Kit hanged, there was something to be admired about the desperate escape and despite herself, Rose felt a grudging admiration. It was, she admitted, a dramatic exit. She lifted a finger to her hat.
“Here’s to you, Kit Beauregard. Vale. And Pete, ye swab, look after yeself.”
She turned and walked back toward the town, her feet slapping against the muddy cobbles. The dog padded alongside her, his tongue lolling out as the steam rose from his coat in the warm sunshine. Her clothes were wet, clinging to her skin, but they were drying out quickly in the sun, and they started to feel stiff with the salt. She reached down and ran a hand along the dog’s head.
“You and me, Bones. You and me against the world, ain’t it?”
The town was a mess. Usually, there would be a mass of street traders and taverns full of customers drinking and singing. The shops would be doing a brisk trade selling all sorts of wares, from trinkets to ships’ chandlery. Today, however, it was different.
The cannon fire from the Señorita had wreaked damage everywhere. Buildings around the harbour were shattered and riddled with holes from the cannon balls, and the market stalls were overturned, with produce littering the passageways, alleys and roads. Her ears were still ringing from the thunder of the bombardment, and she was sure one of them was still full of water. She shook her head, but it still had a fuzzy ring to it.
Shiver me timbers. I can barely hear a thing.
The jetty was a mass of splintered timbers poking up at extreme angles with jagged fractures and splinters, and smoke spiralled into the sky from the ruined buildings. The air was heavy with the smell of burning cordite and seawater. The cacophony of cannon fire had ceased, replaced with the moans of the wounded and the cries of seabirds circling above.
As relative peace descended, the clear-up began, and people started clearing away the rubble and attending to the injured. Others were beginning to lift the dead bodies and pile them into carts. She stopped by Jacob Rowley's inert corpse. She looked down at him, her eyes bereft of emotion. His one eye stared indifferently at the sky as two men turned the body to lift it into their cart.
“Waste of time you turned out to be,” she said. “Pirate hunter indeed. Skewered by your prey.” Bones growled, and she grinned. A part of her admired the audacious escape, and she looked back at the sea as the sails of the ship disappeared over the horizon. She looked down again at Rowley’s body. She gave it a kick for good measure.
“I know, Bones, you never liked him, but he was a means to an end. It turned out he wasn’t so good as he thought at this pirate catching lark, eh?”
One of the two men paused in his task and looked at her, reaching for his hat to push it back from his eyes.
“A friend of yours, love?”
She shook her head. “I knowed him a bit, is all. But you can take him. He ain’t no use to me dead. Weren’t much better alive.”
The men shrugged. One grabbed the corpse under the shoulders while another reached for the ankles. They heaved Rowley unceremoniously into their cart, where he landed on top of the other dead. All that was left was a pool of congealed blood where he had fallen—a testament to failure.
The sun was well up, and Rose felt thirsty. She made her way to a tavern with Bones padding along at her heel. She needed help, and this was where she would find it. She pushed open the door and twitched her nostrils at the overwhelming odour of sweat, rum, tobacco smoke and ale. She looked about, peering into the semi-darkness of the room, lit only by the light from the door and candles suspended from above. Eventually, she saw the man she was looking for. She smiled. The blond-haired man looked up from his tankard and saw her before returning his attention to his drink. She crossed the room, pushing through the throng of bodies, grimacing at their closeness and odour.  Bastian Calabran was sitting in a corner nursing his ale. She stopped by his table and smiled, noting his attempts to ignore her presence.
“Bastian,” she said, sitting opposite him uninvited. She nodded to the barman, who made his way over with a tankard of frothing beer, placing it on the table and accepting the proffered coins.

      ***Bastian met her gaze, peering out from under the brim of his hat, his eyes vague and distant as he appraised the young woman before him. He sighed.
Here we go again.
Rumour had it that her mother had been a slave on one of the plantations in San Domingue, and Rose was the illegitimate result of a liaison between her and one of the overseers. Rose neither confirmed nor denied the rumours, but as he looked at her, her warm, golden-brown skin belied her mixed heritage; likewise, her features carried the delicate balance of African and European ancestry. She had high cheekbones, a well-defined European jawline and a hardness that Calabran suspected came from the unknown father. Her full lips often curved into a smile with even white teeth that could be as charming as disarming. Usually, before thrusting a knife into some poor unfortunate’s ribs, he observed to himself while keeping an outward appearance of mild friendliness. She was, as he had witnessed, a ruthless killer when the need arose.
That smile, I can never resist that smile. It always gets me into trouble, does that smile.
Her hair was a mass of dark curls. Usually, she was careful to keep it under control, but today, it fell in tangled ringlets from under her red bandanna and hat, dripping with salt water. She stared at him from behind piercing amber eyes, while a pool of water gathered at her feet. He knew from bitter experience that those eyes betrayed a sharp wit, keen intelligence, and the ability to twist him to her will. She hadn’t said a word, but he knew she was doing it again. Every time he saw her, he knew there would be trouble, and it was looming large right now. Everything she said or did was carefully considered, having spent her life calculating and observing every interaction weighed up with personal advantage in mind.
Her voice was soft but confident when she spoke, with a seductive undertone that matched her calm composure. Regardless of the situation, she appeared steady and in control, yet underneath, there was always an edge, and Bastian recognised that edge when he saw it, and he saw it at that moment in the tavern.
She wanted something. She was only ever friendly to him when it was to her benefit. The wide, toothy grin did nothing to alleviate his sense of unease.
“What do you want?” he said.
“Well, that’s a fine way to address a friend.”
Calabran took a deep gulp at his ale and slammed the tankard down on the table, lifting a hand to draw the barkeep’s attention, who nodded, poured and gestured to the serving girl who collected it and made her way over to Calabran’s table.
“You want something, girl. You always do.”
She winked at him and smiled. “You are so cynical, Bastian. Whatever happened to your trusting nature?”
He arched an eyebrow. “You did. I know you of old, Rose. So, what is it you want from me?”
“A passage back to Nassau.”
“Blistering barnacles, Rose. Have you seen the Raven’s Wing? She is done for. There ain’t no way I be repairin’ her anytime soon. I will have to sign up with another captain to get another ship. You are on your own, sweetheart.”
Calabran looked at her. Why, he wondered, do I ever get involved? She was, he had long concluded, nothing but trouble. She was dressed in a loose shirt tied at the neck and tucked into pirate trousers, over which she wore a long, dark coat that splayed out as she walked. She often went barefoot, only wearing sea boots when on a ship. Today, those boots were in the harbour, kicked off as she had struggled for life. The timber floor around where she sat was now pooling with water, yet she seemed not to notice.
A leather baldric slung over one shoulder held two holsters with pistols, a cutlass and a long knife tucked in her wide belt. Calabran was aware that she had other knives secreted about her person, and in her purse, she kept a vial of poison. Death on two legs, he thought.
Anyone taken in by that beguiling smile was in for a nasty surprise. Probably, he thought, a lethal one.
She grinned at him, exposing white teeth contrasting with her dusky skin as she rested her chin in one hand; her eyes flashed with barely concealed amusement.
Blistering barnacles, here we go…
“We could take one,” she said, breaking his reverie. He realised he hadn’t been listening and shook himself back into the moment.
“I’m sorry, what? Seriously, Rose, what?”
“We could take one. We could take a ship. There be one out in the harbour now. Charlie Vast’s sloop, be ideal.”

      ***She looked up at the girl who came over and filled Calabran’s tankard from a jug. They watched in silence as she walked away to deal with other customers. Rose took a long draught of her ale, washing away the salty taste of the sea. She was aware of Bones’ head resting on her lap. She reached a hand down to fondle his ear, and the dog thumped his tail on the floor. She put the tankard on the table and sat back, watching him. Despite the oppressive crowd in the room, she felt they were the only two there playing their little game.
He be miles away she had been thinking. She clenched her jaw.
“Be you listenin’ to me, Bastian?”
Calabran looked at her through bloodshot eyes as she reached down to her belt, pulled out a dagger, and ran a finger along the blade, looking at it as if it was the only thing in the world. Bones lifted his upper lip, displaying his yellow teeth.
“You are a piece of work, gal.”
She smiled. “I ain’t objecting. Now, be you in or be you out?”
Calabran took another gulp and put down his tankard. “Tell you what, let me sleep off this hangover, and we will do some scouting tomorrow. I need to round up my crew.”
“I Told ye, the Black Widow be better than your old tub anyway. Too good for the likes of Charlie Vast. He be past it these days.”
“Mebbe, Rose. Let me think on it.”
“You thinks too much, Bastian. And not enough doin’, that’s your problem.”
Calabran flapped a hand in dismissal. “Come see me tomorrow, Rose. Today, I be getting drunk.”
Rose sheathed her knife and stood. “I knew I could count on you, Bastian. I’ll be back in the morning.” She stood and reached a finger to the corner of her hat. “See you then.”
He watched her walk across the bar and through the door to the sunshine outside, with Bones loping along behind her.
“Blistering barnacles,” he said as she walked away from the table. “More bloody trouble.”
She paused briefly to look over her shoulder. “I heard that.”
He grinned and lifted his tankard. “You were meant to.”

      ***Rose always thought Bastian Calabran looked like a modern Viking with his long blond hair falling about his shoulders from under his tricorn hat, the tips bleached white by the sun, and his fair skin showed lines now from the same exposure to the elements. Again, that thought crossed her mind as she walked along the harbourside the following morning. He did cut a fine figure, she thought.
He stood, looking across at the wreckage of the Raven’s Wing, another casualty of the Señorita’s bombardment the previous day. His tattered leather coat fell to the top of his equally worn seaboots, and he was smoking a pipe that he held delicately with his fine-boned hands that were partially covered with fingerless gloves. He puffed lightly on the pipe as he contemplated the wreck of his ship. He turned sharply as she approached noiselessly and stood next to him.
“Blistering barnacles, Rose. Must you creep up on a fellow? My heart is likely to give out.”
“Better that than a knife through it, Bastian.”
He frowned. “Knowing you, that wouldn’t surprise me.”
She raised an eyebrow and gave him that smile.
“Humph!”
He held out the clay pipe to her as she looked out into the harbour. The birds wheeled overhead, calling and diving down for scraps thrown from the ships. She took the proffered pipe with a nod, sucking on it and breathing in the sweet-tasting tobacco, blowing it out into a plume of smoke that hung in the still, warm air.
She liked Bastian. However, it also occurred to her that he failed to live up to the image. She thought him shallow and venal. He was weak, and she could manipulate him, which was good enough for her purposes. Had he ever stood up to her, she might have admired him. This contrast between her outward admiration and her inner thoughts created a sense of intrigue in those who knew her.
Weak as the piss they calls ale hereabouts. Blows with the trade winds, like a flimsy sail, but I has a need for him.
He was intelligent and practical but unimaginative. He needed her guidance, she felt, if he was ever to achieve anything useful, such as get himself another ship. For the moment, he was useful to her, and while he was useful, she would make the most of their acquaintanceship. When he was no longer useful, she would part company, and if he were fortunate, he would still have his life. If he crossed her, then a knife in the ribs and a trip to the bottom of the harbour would be a fitting fate, she mused. She smiled at the thought but put it from her mind. She needed a ship, and Calabran was the way she was going to get one.
“Well,” she said. “Have you given thought to getting another ship?”
“You think I’m a fool, Rosie girl. But I know you and I ain’t under no illusions, neither. I’m not the weak fellow you think I am.”
She raised her eyebrows and handed the pipe back, watching him as he sucked on it, a slight smile playing on her lips. Maybe she had misjudged him. 
“So, you gonna prove it, Bastian, or do I have to do everything round here?” She nodded across the water to where a two-masted, snow-rigged, eighteen-gun Sloop lay at anchor on the far side of the harbour. The Black Widow. She was a small but deadly ship, ideal for the use to which she was being put—raiding merchant shipping in the Caribbean Sea. “She will do, I reckon.”
Calabran followed her gaze. “Vast’s ship,” he said. “He’s a mean blighter, though. Loyal crew, too.”
“Mean folks still die, like the rest. An’ loyalty lasts as long as the next lot of booty in my experience.”
“Mebbe, Rose, mebbe. But they outnumber us.”
“We have surprise on our side.”

      ***He shrugged. It cost him nothing to concede the point for the moment. It might cost it later, though, he thought. Life around Rose was always eventful, and for many, it was brutally short. But when she smiled at him, flashing those wide teeth in a broad mouth and what looked like genuine warmth in her amber eyes, he melted, even if the warmth was illusory and he knew it.
Maybe, he thought, I like living on the edge, I can’t think of any other explanation.
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