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    To all our many devoted and loyal fans: 


We write and publish these stories only for you.


(Be sure to get your bonuses at the end of the story...)


- - - -


From the editor: This book is part of a continuing series, and has subtle references to earlier material. "Book Universes Notes" have been included in the back just to help you with  a character list, referenced books, and point out some easter eggs...

      

    


The ship was storm-tossed, no one at the helm, its sails tattered and ragged. 

Unless the couple got to the ship's wheel, soon they and the ship would be destroyed.

It seemed to take years as the couple struggled against the rocking waves and gusting wind to reach the quarterdeck and grab the ship's wheel.

The two of them together were able to finally wrestle the ship's rudder to start pointing the ship's travel with the waves instead of being rolled by them.

Side by side, the the storm was driving them to an unknown future. On a storm-driven ship that could do nothing but run before that tremendous gale.

The storm-drenched wide-shouldered man looked down at his partner, her own bodice full and straining against the tightness of the drenched fabric. The silk was hardly a match for the salt water spray which forced the fabric to disclose every detail as it clung...

Then a loud "Ding!"sounded above the storm, followed by a ratcheting noise as a typewriter carriage returned for a new line.

The storm's fury was suddenly gone. The wind died, the deck leveled. Like a movie sound stage after the director called “Cut!”

A small boy stopped tapping away at his clattering typewriter atop a folding table on the main deck - and looked up from his work.

The pair at the ship's wheel stood with open mouths at the sight of the boy's face.

It was their own twelve-year old son who sat there, writing them into his story...
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THE SHIP WAS TOSSED like an empty cask on the turbulent seas, sales furled against the extreme wind. No one at the helm, the deck tilted and rocked as the ship was driven broadside over the stormy sea and its steep-pitched waves.

It seemed years before the couple could struggle against the rocking waves and wind to reach the quarterdeck and at last get control over that ship's wheel.

The two of them were able to finally wrest the ship's rudder to start pointing with the waves instead of being rolled by them.

Side by side, they were being driven to an unknown future. On a storm-driven ship that could do nothing but run before that tremendous gale force.

As Captain Miguel St. Raoul de Lobo studied the rigging and timbers above them, looking for torn sails and shorn lines, his Lady Marion peered through the rain that was now coming at their back, looking for any immediate danger ahead. She also kept and eye on the compass in the pinnacle which spun crazily so she could get some idea of their bearings.

Side by side, their breathing slowed from ragged, tortured breaths to mere heavy breathing. The forced calm on their faces showed they'd worked in worse climates than this – together.

Miguel completed his survey, finding that the ship had suffered no serious damage above decks. They would still need to rig pumps to lighten their load, which storm water and rain had added to. The heavier ballast helped them move more stably, but the sloshing bilge water made any steering other than directly the same direction as the storm. While lightening the ship would make it more maneuverable,  nothing could be done for the moment with no crew aboard.

Marion saw only clear ocean in front of them. They'd be able to follow this storm until it finally blew out. Unless an island or reef still lay ahead of them below the horizon.

The ship's wheel no longer took two people to hold the ship on course, and yet the couple stood together, side by side.

Miguel had discarded his heavy captain's jacket during the struggle toward the quarterdeck – and now wore only his soaked wide-sleeved shirt, parted at the front to reveal his chiseled chest and abs, both criss-crossed by scars from many rapier and cutlass fights.

He looked down at Marion, her own bodice full, straining against the tightness of the drenched fabric. Its silk was hardly a match for the salt water spray which forced the fabric to disclose every detail as it clung...

“Cut. CUT. CUT!” The woman shouted over wind and water. 

Clear as a bell. A loud bell. Very loud.

At the woman's command, the ship's motion stilled and leveled itself as if on gimbals. Water and wind quit their motion and calmed. Just like they were shooting a film scene, with the background being only digital special effects.

A small boy named Marcus stopped tapping away at his clattering keyboard  and looked up from his typewriter. He sat in a director's chair at a folding table, his hands poised above an old black typewriter. There was no paper in that machine, while the carriage roller had a white cushion over it. No ribbon existed.

His set-up was on the main deck, where he could write the scene much like a director on a TV movie. His view took in the entire deck as he faced up at the quarterdeck, the couple in his sight. 

His mother had let go of the ship's wheel and had placed her balled fists on each side of her waist. Her outfit and hair still dripping wet, her face was stern and had become the worst storm anywhere nearby.

Marcus' father was now relaxed, not even breathing heavy. He reached over to  gently try to move a strand of wet hair out of her face. 

She shrugged him off, still glaring at her child, who sat mid-deck, his now-stilled fingers poised over his mechanical keyboard.

“Marcus, where did you get this nonsense about some salacious, bodice-ripping romance showing up in your action sequences?” She gestured with a straight arm out to her left and a large white fluffy towel arrived in her grasp.  Mopping her face, that towel quickly covered her front and she held it there. “Have you been sneaking peeks at that disgusting Horace Hackett's 'Blood and Lust' again?”

While Marcus' father softly moved an arm around his wife's waist in an attempt to comfort her, the boy's own face became down cast, the impish look in his eyes faded as he now faced reality. 

Busted.

“Mom...” he started.

“No – You – Don't. Look, just because you can write us into your stories as models doesn't mean we also don't have a say in what happens.” She reached into a side pocket of her long skirt to pull out a smartphone, and glanced at it. It, too dripped from the storm's effects.

“Oh, great – very tricky. You've gotten us so wet and drenched that our phones don't work, either! You think you are so smart, young man. And since when do you get away with dressing your mother – your own mother – in a costume that reveals...” She looked down into the towel across her front, then quickly back to glare at her son. “...just about everything!?!” 

Clutching the towel back to her front, her eyes shifted that glare from her son into her husband's attempt to keep a straight face. “And what do YOU find so amusing, Micah?”

He tried hugging her, but found she was as hard and cold as a ship's main mast. “Julie, dear...” But her glare was one he recognized. “Well, it does remind me of other times....”

Julie stamped her foot on the quarterdeck planks in frustration, narrowly missing the toe of her husband's boot. Something he quickly remedied to by shifting it slightly farther away.

The silence was deafening, as Marcus sat absolutely still. He was considering his choice of words in response. Carefully considering. 

The resultant pause, adding to the rest of the now-quiet sound stage, became an answer all on it's own.

“OK, Mister. I warned you and we've gone over this. You can't put us as characters in your stories and not allow us editorial control.”

Marcus frowned. There was nothing he could say in defense that couldn't be used against him. So he waited for the boom to lower.

- - - - 
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MARCUS' ROOM WAS DECORATED with vintage movie posters of the 1930's and 40's,  He was laying on top of a neatly-made bed with an unwrinkled patchwork quilt, his arms bringing his hands across his middle, his fingers tented as the boy stared at the ceiling. 

When his dad entered his room, Marcus didn't change position.

Sitting on the edge of the bed, Micah waited for his son to give him an opening. Otherwise, the thoughts Marcus was rolling through were keeping him more than busy, far beyond the regular world around him.
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