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About this book




Set against the backdrop of the seas of the Cape of Storms, "Marcus & Alexandra" takes readers on a gripping voyage of mourning, deception, danger and love. 

When the mourning Captain Marcus Robinson steps onto his beloved Lady Amber, loneliness and heartache consume him. He finds himself intrigued by the secretive Alex, an utterly useless new crew member.

Navigating the dangers of the high seas, facing storms and evading notorious pirates, the ‘lad’ becomes a respected, yet weak crewmate.

In a desperate ploy to save herself from heartache and suffering, Alexandra Delgado tricks her way aboard the Lady Amber, under the authority of the handsome and respected Captain Marcus Robinson. Guarding a dark secret and her real identity, she wrestles herself through chores and dangers, more than her wildest dreams.

Secrets are revealed when the captain catches up with them. Will all the horrors Alexandra feared come true? Will Marcus allow himself a second chance at love?
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CHAPTER 1




Marcus


Marcus Robinson stood on the docks. The stormy wind of the fair Cape tucked and pulled on his clothes and collar-kissing hair. 

The sun hung low on the horizon, casting a golden hue over the bustling harbour. Waves lapped against the weathered docks. The Lady Amber stood tall and proud, her sails billowed in the breeze, ready for her next adventure. Sailors hustled about loading the ship with supplies for their journey north.

Marcus stood at the edge of the dock, his shoulders slumped, and his gaze fixed on the distant horizon. Evelyn Somerset’s absence weighed on him. Each breath felt like a struggle against the ache in his chest. He sighed yet another sigh. The loss of his beloved Evelyn still heavy and raw after three months like the day she closed her eyes. He inhaled as deep as his lungs allowed and let it go.

‘Captain, the Lady Amber is ready to sail,’ Closson, his most trusted shipmate, said. The older man’s weathered skin spoke of a lifetime at sea. Marcus felt fortunate to have served alongside him—first during the Napoleonic Wars. Later in the decisive Battle of Blaauwberg, Her Majesty’s Royal Army defeated the Dutch.

‘Thank you, Closson.’ Marcus said. ‘You’re aware of the activity around Madagascar?’

‘Yes, captain. The pirates are fighting hard to keep their power. It would be better to travel further east. Rather than crossing between the continent and the island.’

‘Do we have enough supplies to extend the journey with weeks?’

‘Yes, Captain. Without necessitating a stop until Zanzibar.’ Closson looked up at the sails billowing and then out to sea. ‘The weather is fair, and the season is right.’

The two men joined the crew on deck.

A young deckhand walked across the deck with a rope slung over his shoulders. The boy dumped the rope at the mast with a grunt. The old sailor boxed the boy’s ear and scolded him. Marcus frowned at the contrasting features of the boy to the other sailors.

The sailor wasn’t old or weathered beyond his years. He was youthful but his features were nothing like Marcus had ever seen. Feminine even. He studied the young deckhand. The clothes he wore hung like bags from hooks on a wall. The waistcoat dropped to mid-thigh—most definitely stolen clothes. Black tight curly hair peaked out under the hat, too big for the scrawny deckhand.

He could not stop staring at the new crew member. It made him wonder if Evelyn’s death had altered more of him than he cared to admit.

‘Did Ol’Joe take over recruiting more hands for the Lady Amber?’ Marcus asked. He nodded toward the boy as he wrestled the rope back onto his shoulder.

‘I don’t know where Joe finds these urchins.’ Closson grumbled.

‘I suppose he needs a strong young boy to help out where he’s struggling.’ He took the steer.

‘His eyesight is not as good as it used to be. This one will fall over any moment.’ He chuckled. The young man was without a doubt soft. Under Ol’Joe’s firm hand, he should become an asset for the Lady Amber and her crew. 

Closson was Marcus’ most trusted right-hand man. Ol’Joe sported the position of his wise counsellor. Ol’Joe became part of the Lady Amber when the older, now deceased, Sir Robinson took to the seas. Marcus chose to follow in his father’s sea legs. It felt natural to keep the old man on as part of the crew. With a select few trusted sailors.

Closson’s chuckle drifted behind him where he stepped down the steps to the main deck.

Leaving ports and harbours was the best part of any voyage. The lump in his chest dragged him down with sorrow. He needed every treat that usually lifted his spirits. Add to that the sailor songs in his crew’s ghostly voices, which drifted into the early morning mist, as they worked. Marcus allowed a smile to tug at his lips. It felt good.

He watched the waves dance on the water’s surface. A tumult of emotions swirled within him. The call of the sea beckoned him forward. It offered solace and purpose. Yet Evelyn’s laughter lingered in his mind—a bitter sweet echo of all he had lost.

They planned this voyage months ago. Evelyn would have joined him on this voyage. They both loved the sea. The ache in his heart intensified as a daydream resurfaced. As he turned the helm, he imagined her taking the steer under his guidance. Yet here he stood. Alone. With his pain. On the voyage they planned.

A ragged breath vibrated in his chest.

The salty scent of the sea mingled with the sharp tang of cut wood. At the same time, the rhythmic creaking of the ship’s hull echoed in the air. Seagulls circled overhead, their plaintive cries a melancholy backdrop to his thoughts.

Marcus felt his nose burn and his throat close from the tears that threatened to come. But he chose to breathe deep. Yet again.

‘Closson,’ he called over his shoulder, ‘watchmen at the helm. The tide is high but I’m not planning to mistake the rocks hidden under the surface.’

Closson barked at two men, and they made their way to either side. Leaning over the sides they examined the dark waters. He watched them. They guided him with precision left or right. From the load they carried, they all knew full well that it caused the hull to sink low into the waters. The Fair Cape was notorious for its hidden rocks shallow enough to send ships to the bottom of the sea. A place he refused to let the Lady Amber sink to.

They cleared the treacherous harbour without incident.

Marcus passed the helm to his steersman and headed to the back of the ship. The sails billowed under the winds, driving the vessel away from the harbour.

As he surveyed the harbour, memories of Evelyn flooded his mind. A pang of longing gripped his heart.

‘Captain, we’ll have fair winds for this voyage.’ Closson said. ‘The crew is in good spirits.’

‘That’s good news.’ Marcus said. His spirits felt heavy and dark. He motioned Closson to lead the way below deck. ‘I don’t want us in the pirates’ path. We must plot our path with care. And take full advantage of the fair weather. And the good spirits given us.’ He nodded and followed his captain’s silent instruction.

Below the deck, Marcus rolled up the two maps that covered the map he worked on. He slid it into a leather tube.

Closson swivelled the compass and aligned it with the map. Several wooden miniature boats rested on the map.

Marcus’s gaze lingered on the horizon through the porthole. Rumours of pirate activity near Madagascar hung over him, like a shadow. Though he longed for the freedom of the open water, the threat of danger loomed large in his mind. A cloud over the journey ahead.

‘From what I gathered; pirates attacked here.’ He pointed at the miniatures.

‘Those that survived? Or those that was allowed passage?’ Closson asked.

‘I suppose both.’ Marcus said. ‘Let’s take their message as a fair warning, shall we?’

‘Agreed.’

‘Mind you, George H. Owen and his crew spent some time in the colony.’

‘Spending their loot, I should think.’

The men spend their day together, pouring over the map and their route around the pirates.

A bell clanged down the passage from the kitchen.

‘I thought he meant to starve us on this first day at sea.’ Closson said. The foot beats of the crew thundered from above deck into the passage.

‘You and the rest of us.’ Marcus said. ‘Go ahead, I’ll be there shortly.’ Closson nodded but stayed in the same spot. 

He walked over to the liquor cabinet to pour himself a glass. He sipped from the glass. The Lady Amber’s captain’s quarters had fewer luxuries than similar quarters on other ships. Marcus preferred it that way. He liked spending his time on deck with his sailors. The thought of Evelyn joining him on this voyage tempted him to add some niceties. Like a lounger and softer furnishings. He even put up curtains. He snorted to himself.

‘Marcus.’ Closson said.

He turned to face him. ‘I didn’t realise you were still here.’

Closson’s voice softened as he spoke, his concern evident in every word. ‘I’m sorry for your loss, Marcus. Evelyn was a remarkable woman.’

Marcus nodded his throat tight with unspoken sorrow. ‘Thank you, old mate. Indeed, she was.’

His hand scratching behind his ear was the only sign of his discomfort. ‘She kept you on dry land all these years. I looked forward to finally meeting her. ’ Closson attempted to lighten the heavy mood. He snorted again.

‘Nothing will keep me from the sea again.’ Marcus said. He swallowed a big gulp of the amber liquid down. The sting caused his eyes to water a bit. ‘Especially a woman.’

Closson moved toward the door.

‘Let’s eat.’ He followed Closson to the door.

***


Alexandra


Alexandra Delgado, now Alex, weaved through the maze of activity on the bustling docks. An old man hunched over a crate. He sorted through his meagre belongings, a slight tremor in his crooked hands.

Alexandra scanned the crowd for George H. Owen. Or one of his crew. Her focus rested on the old man again. She approached him, hesitant but desperate.

‘Excuse me, sir,’ She began. She cleared her throat. She lowered her chin to imitate a masculine voice and continued, less confident. ‘I need work. Do you know of any ships hiring?’

The old man looked up. His rheumy eyes widened in surprise. When he focused on her. For a moment, he said nothing. He studied her face with curiosity and suspicion, then nodded to himself. Alexandra held her breath. Her mind raced through her memories. Did the old man frequent the tavern? Did he recognise her?

‘You’re a bit wiry for this sort of work, aren’t you, lad?’ he finally replied, his voice gruff but not unkind. Her relief was immediate.

Alexandra squared her shoulders. Determined to maintain her disguise despite the doubt in the old man’s eyes. ‘I may be wiry, but I’m strong and eager to learn,’ she insisted, her voice steady despite the nervous flutter in her chest.

The old man regarded her for a moment longer, his expression unreadable. Then he nodded toward a nearby ship. She glanced back at the ship and then at the crowds bustling by. ‘There’s a merchant vessel docked over yonder,’ he said, gesturing toward the ship with a gnarled hand. ‘They might require a deckhand, though I can’t promise anything.’ Alexandra let go of the breath she held.

A surge of gratitude washed over her. The knot in her stomach released with the glimmer of hope he offered. With a grateful nod, she hurried after the old man toward the row boat. Her steps quickened with each passing moment.

‘Very well, lad,’ he said, lowering himself down into the row boat tethered to a weathered wooden pole. ‘We’ll see what you’re made of. Loose that.’

‘Alex. My name is Alex.’ She attempted to make small talk while working the rope. The old man grunted.

‘Ol’Joe.’

No formalities. No handshakes or head nodding. A simple passed-by comment. Alexandra wiped her sweaty palm on her breeches. Ol’Joe.

She followed him into the row boat. Her mind raced with anticipation of the safety this employment promised. But most of all, escaping the clutches of her father’s debts.

She might escape the hell her father’s bargain with the pirate promised. If life at sea could delay it just a day, or maybe a week—or even forever. 

Back in the alley, her black locks of hair tumbled into the fire, stinging her nose with the smell of burned hair. The patron’s pilfered clothes hung like bags from her shoulders. At that moment, she hoped for some form of divine outcome. Could this be it?

They reached the creaking ship. Ol’Joe guided their dingy to the side where rope ladders dangled. She held the ladder in her hands but didn’t follow the old sailor. The lantern lights on the docks were mere light balls in the mist. Uncertainty gnawed at her resolve. The memory of her father’s debts and the pirates’ cruel promise spurred her forward. Desperation rested in her heart. She grabbed the ladder and started the wobbly climb.

On deck, sailors hustled and bustled. Supplies organised and stored for the voyage. Amidst the organized chaos, she followed the old man across the deck. He handed orders to a group of sailors as he went. One of the sailors lugged a bucket and scrub brush toward Ol’Joe. Water sloshed out when he dropped it at her feet. Another dragged a net toward the old sailor.

‘Welcome aboard The Lady Amber,’ Ol’Joe proclaimed. He gestured with one weathered hand in a sweeping motion and puffed out his chest with pride. ‘She’s the finest vessel in the colony, and under the command of the finest man you’ll ever meet.’ As he spoke, he inclined his head towards two figures leaning against the rail on the far side of the ship. Their gazes fixed on the vast expanse of ocean stretching before them. The younger, dressed in breeches and a linen shirt fluttered in the breeze. He exuded an air of rugged charm, his hair tousled by the wind.

Her breath caught. An unfamiliar heat crawled up her neck. She noticed the man’s shoulders, and hands.

‘The captain?’

‘Aye. Captain Marcus Robinson,’ Ol’Joe said, his respect for his captain clear as day. ‘And Closson—our captain’s right-hand man.’

Closson, the older man, sported a worn hat and scuffed waistcoat. He emanated an aura of quiet authority despite his casual attire.

Both names sounded familiar. The tavern boasted a steady flow of gossip, fresh and stale, daily. Between the patrons and the ladies, gossip was a popular economy while the liquor flowed. And private business attended to. The thought caused Alexandra to blush.

A huge load dropped onto her shoulders. She grunted and snapped her focus back to Ol’Joe.

‘Ya hungry?’ She nodded. ‘Then ya work.’
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