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Part 1: Washed Ashore
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“Hey! Kid! Are you alive?”
I jerked suddenly to my senses thanks to the sensation of a sharp prodding in my side. I sat upright and glanced confusedly around through bloodshot eyes.
“W-where am I? I asked slowly.
“Where does it look like you are,” a voice answered me, rather sarcastically. “You're on a beach!”
It was true. I was sitting in the sand of a sun-kissed beach. From the state I was in, it seemed as if I had been here for some time. My clothes, battered and torn, were completely soaked by the waves that were rolling consistently onto the shoreline. My arms and legs too were caked with sand. It looked to be about midday, but I had no memory of when I arrived here, or how. Finally, I turned to peer up at the man standing behind me. 
He looked to be in his early 50s, with deeply tanned skin and a long, scraggly black beard. His clothes were worn and threadbare, but clean, and on his head, he wore a felt tricorne hat. I also noticed that he wore a leather belt that held a flintlock pistol. And in his hand was a thick walking stick, that moments earlier had been used to poke me in the ribs.
“Well,” the stranger said. “Are you just going to sit there all day gawking or are you going to get up?”
“Uh... I suppose I'll get up.” I stammered.
I turned over onto my hands and knees and began to rise slowly. I was about to stand up fully when the stranger's face darkened and he grasped me by my arm with a surprisingly firm grip.
“Hey now sonny,” he said slowly. “Just where did you get those marks?”
He was looking at a spot on my back that had become exposed as I turned over. I glanced over my shoulder to see what he was referring to.
“Whoa!! What are those?” I asked, terrified.
From the base of my neck, and running all the way down to my right leg was a series of massive purple welts! Each circular bruise was roughly the size of a dinner plate, with a small white inner area.
“I've seen it before, but not for several decades...” the old man mused.
“Seen what? What are they??”
“Those come from the tentacles of a Kraken. They're the only beasts with suckers large enough to leave welts like that. I've never seen those kinds of marks on the trash that washes up on this beach. Just who are you?”
The salty old man was giving me a peculiar look now as if he felt that he had misjudged me initially.
“My name is Ragnar, but most people call me Ronnie,” I said.
“Well, Ronnie, it's a pleasure to meet you, I think. You can call me Black Bart, or just Bart if you like. You've washed ashore on Pirate's Cove. Do you know where you were before this?”
“I'm afraid not,” I said, apologetically. “All I remember is being aboard a ship. Oh, and this.”
I reached down to my belt and produced an oilskin pouch with several items in it.
“What's that?” Bart asked me.
“I'm not sure, but my memory tells me that it's important,” I replied.
“Well, we can take a look at it later. For now, I'd best get you somewhere dry. I own the tavern in town. I'll take you there and you can get some food and rest.”
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