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  The Scarlet Curse




  I sat proud and straight on the shoulder of Captain Toby King as he walked up the wooden gangway to my new home, the Black Arrow.




  The first mate, Jangles, stood at the top of the gangway leaning against the waist high wooden railing of the sleek schooner and glared at me as we walked past him. A bird hater, perhaps? I looked back at him briefly; his glare hadn’t been directed at me, but at the captain’s back. It wasn’t just a look it was a really menacing glare, a look filled with hatred. I felt the small feathers at the nap of my neck stand up and shook myself to get them to settle. He might be trouble for the captain or me. I would have to keep my eye on him.




  Jangles had been the new first mate aboard Captain Randy Black’s ship, the Royal Hound and when the Back Arrow had been captured there was some talk that he would be made captain, but Toby King was given the ship instead.




  The Black Arrow was Captain Toby’s first ship and with me being an experienced sea woman and pirate he would need my help and advice, he just didn’t know it yet.




  The captain and I crossed the wide wooden deck to the stern of the ship. He quivered slightly and his shoulder muscles were tense under my claws, he was nervous. The ship was at anchor at Port Royal in the British Caribbean, the tall main mast with its black and white Jolly Roger snapped in the breeze, and everything looked to be in top shape. As we reached the stern we proceeded through the small wooden door into the captain’s quarters.




  The captain’s quarter was a large room, one wall of small-paned windows in the stern of the ship let in streams of natural light. It had a large built in double-sized queen bed with a lovely, fluffy blue quilt. Against the wall for windows sat a large glossy dark wooden desk and in the center of the room was an old oak dinning table with high backed chairs. A chart table butted up next to the table was covered with at least a dozen charts.




  Cap’n Toby set me on my perch.




  It was in a good spot next to the desk, close enough so that I could see what the captain would be working on.




  He lit the glass lanterns in brackets on the wall and the oil lamp on the table making the room warm and cozy.




  




  I gave the thick wooden perch a test and walked back and forth for a bit and then pecked at the wood. I tasted it with my tongue. It was hard, smooth and the flavor reminded me walnut oil.




  It would do. Then I went over to my water and food bowls, they were both nice and shiny. Clean.




  I like that. I had always been a clean, tidy girl, it was a trait that came with me when I was turned into a parrot.




  “Well, Asia, my girl. What do you think about your new quarters?” asked Cap’n Toby as he pulled off his navy blue dress jacket and hung it off a hook by his bed.




  I admit I enjoyed looking at the way his shirt fit smoothly over his broad shoulders and muscled chest and how his pants hugged his narrow hips. His dark grey eyes flashed in the soft light of the cabin. He glanced at me and there seemed to be humor behind his gaze. His smile made me happy, and warm and safe. Something I haven’t felt in a very long time.




  There was something special about him. I didn’t know him well, but I could sense that he was a kind, fair man, and an honorable one.




  He seemed like the kind of man that I could fall in love with. But while I was in the form of a bird having a life and love as a human was all just a hopeless dream.




  A curse had been placed on me and I had been trying to break it ever since.




  It happened almost one hundred years ago. I was just a simple fun loving girl who had a pirate father, Captain Johnny Blood, and loved the open sea. I had learned about navigation, how to read charts (something I loved to do), rigging a ship, and wielding a cutlass like a pirate would. The same way a girl landlubber would learn to cook, clean, and sew. Then I grew into a teenager and I discovered boys, when I got older, men.




  One day, when the crew and I were on shore, I spied a very handsome man at the Captain’s Parrot, a pub we used to frequent. Well, we had been in port for a while longer than usual and Handsome and I got to know each other very well. Unfortunately I was just having some fun and he took the relationship seriously. Perhaps I did say maybe, or even yes, when he asked if I’d like to spend my life with him. But I was preoccupied at the time, he had just given me a lovely gold bracelet and my mind was focused on the delightful way he was kissing me.
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A woman doomed by a terrbleuurseW love save her?
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