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To those who chose the family built in the storm, not the one inherited through blood.

To Jax, in all his forms—the one who stayed, the one who left, the one who gave everything for a soundless gesture.

And to you, reader, who listens when someone cannot speak.

This book is yours.

May the sea be kind to you... or at least, let you scream.

Hazel E. Vazz
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​1710

Somewhere in the Atlantic...

––––––––
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A fierce battle between a pirate sloop and a naval flagship was taking place. The sound of the cannons, the guns, and clashing swords was defining. By a strike of luck, the pirates dominated the marines and killed them all before they could surrender. The pirates abandoned the ship and stole the flagship. They quickly repaired the ship and were so busy that they didn't notice the stowaway who was hiding below deck. The pirates salvaged everything they could from the sloop, and soon they sailed away. Captain Teach gave the order to prepare the ship for the storm that was brewing in the horizon and went to his cabin. Some hours later, captain Teach was at his cabin, rushing waves hitting the glass panels in his cabin, thunder, breaking the muffled sound of the rain. A crew member breaks into his cabin: 

"Captain! We see land!" The pirate said. Teach opened his eyes wide, a faint smirk on his face. 

"We have found it!" Teach came out of his cabin and looked through the looking glass. "Don't go closer to the island, I don't want to beach the ship!" He orders and the crew follows. 

After some hours weathering the storm, the seas finally calmed. They sailed towards the island, lowered anker and a row boat that was in stow. The vice captain stayed at the ship while Teach and some crew members rowed to the island. They made it to the beach and looked at the forest ahead.  

"Look for water and fruits! Maybe we will find something to hunt too! Teach orders. 

The crew scatter while Teach stared at a piece of wood plank with some weird carvings. He was trying to match the mountains in the island with the carvings. While the crew was hunting for supplies, he spent hours looking for the right position in the carvings.

Some hours later, and having walked down the beach again and again, he finally managed to pair the carvings with the mountains. The pirate beside him, laughed in excitement and ran off to look for the others. Now they know their next heading. When all finally gathered, They walked towards the place where the 'X' on the wooden plank marks. The captain and crew walked through the forest, slashing nature with their swords to make way. Closer to the mountains, they found a stone temple entrance, almost in ruins. 

"Let's go!" Captain Teach orders. Once inside, they noticed that the candles in the place were already lit. "We may be not alone here, eyes wide open and kill anything that moves and aren't us!"

The pirates walked through the narrow passageway that was carved into the stone, a single flame flickered in the tunnel, showing the way further. After a few minutes of walking, the stone passageway came to a halt as the rock walls opened into a large chamber carved entirely from rock. In the center of the chamber was a large stone pedestal, and atop the pedestal, a single artifact, covered in dust, rested. 

"By the lord, we found it!" Teach breathed out. The pirates approached the artifact cautiously, marveling at its intricate design. It was small, the size of Teach's left hand, and crafted. One of the pirates tried to reach the object, activating a trap that killed him instantly, the rest stepped back. Teach's expression changed to anger and concern as he saw his crew member die, killed by a trap. 

"Stay back, lads!" he ordered. "We don't know what other traps are in here. We have to proceed with caution."

The chamber fell silent, save for the faint drip of water echoing through stone. Blackbeard narrowed his eyes at the fallen man, then slowly knelt—keeping his distance—studying how the floor tile had shifted beneath his boot. A whisper of wire glinted near the pedestal.  

"See that?" he murmured, drawing a dagger from his belt and flicking it forward. The blade struck stone—and snapped—a hidden blade shot from the wall, embedding itself in an adjacent pillar with a bone-chilling thud. "Dead man's reach," Teach growled, rising. "One step more... and that'd be me." He turned to his crew, smoke curling from fuses tucked into his beard even now, underground. "No more rushing. We move smart—or we don’t move at all." His gaze drifted to shadows beyond the pedestal... where something else seemed to watch. 

The pirates nodded in agreement, unnerved and on edge. They watched as Teach moved cautiously toward the pedestal, inspecting the object that had nearly cost their comrade his life. 

"This is no ordinary treasure," Blackbeard murmurs, his fingers ghosting over the surface of the artifact. "And this chamber... This is a test. We need to solve its riddle to claim our prize."

The others glance at each other nervously, their eyes flitting to the shadows beyond the pedestal. Teach's gaze lingered on the shadows, his instinct telling him that something more than just the dead man's reach lay concealed within. He turned back to the rest and raised an eyebrow, 

"Stay sharp, boys. This place is rigged with traps, and we haven't seen all of them yet." He turned his attention back to the relic on the pedestal, scrutinizing each carved detail. "It's an artifact of power, no doubt. But the question is, how do we claim it without getting killed in the process?"

The crew members stood back, watching Blackbeard carefully as he examined the relic. 

"There has to be a clue, something that gives us a hint to unlocking its secrets," one of them said, his voice barely above a whisper.  

"Aye, but where do we even start?" another pirate asked, glancing around nervously as if expecting something to jump out at them. Blackbeard remained focused on the relic, his eyes scanning every inch of it. 

"Patience," he said gruffly. "The solution isn't going to jump out at us. We have to think like the bastards who set up these traps." Teach suddenly straightened up, his eyes gleaming with realization. "Look at these carvings—they match the ones on that plank we found on the beach!" He gestured for the nearest pirate to hand him the wooden artifact. Laying the plank beside the pedestal, he traced his finger along the grooves. "See this symbol here? It's the same as the one on the relic's base. I'll wager me other leg this is a key." He turned the plank sideways, aligning the markings carefully— Click.  

A hidden compartment in the pedestal slid open, revealing an indentation shaped exactly like the relic. 

"Aye, there it is!" Teach chuckled darkly. "Now... who's brave enough to place it?"  

The crew exchanges uneasy glances. Behind them, the shadows shift.

The air grew tense as the members of the crew eyed each other, unease written across their sun-tanned features. No one wanted to be the first to volunteer, the memory of the dead comrade still fresh in their minds. 

"Draw straws," one of them suggested, his eyes darting about the chamber. "That's fair." Blackbeard nodded, 

"Aye, sounds good. Let's settle this quickly before our unwelcome guests make their move."

As the pirates rummaged through their pockets for something to use, a cold, disembodied laughter echoed through the chamber... somewhere.

The crew froze, their eyes wide with trepidation. The laughter echoed again, seemingly coming from all directions at once.

"What the hell was that?" one of the pirates whispered, his voice trembling.  

Blackbeard's hand instinctively found the hilt of his sword, his eyes scanning the shadows for any sign of movement. 

"Steady, men. Keep cool heads. Whatever's laughing is playin' with us."

Teach suddenly grinned, fuses in his beard hissing as he stepped forward. 

"Oh, we’ll play alright." He snatched the relic from its pedestal and slammed it into the hidden compartment—  

The chamber shook. Stone groaned as the entire pedestal sank into the floor, revealing a spiral staircase descending into blackness. From below came the sound of... waves?  

But before anyone could react, the shadows moved—figures peeling away from the walls, their forms half-human, half-mist. One crewman crossed himself; another drew his pistol with shaking hands. Teach bared his teeth, cutlass flashing in the candlelight. 

"Looks like we got ourselves a proper party after all!" The crew roared in approval—just as the first specter lunged.

The fight erupts in chaos—steel clashes against incorporeal claws, pistols bark uselessly as bullets pass through mist. Teach pivots, slicing his cutlass through a wraith’s form—only for it to reform instantly.  

“Blast it, they ain’t bleedin’!” he snarls. Then his eye catches the flicker of the relic in its slot—glowing now, pulsing like a heartbeat.  

“The relic!” he bellows over the din. “It’s bound to them—smash it or we’re dead!”  

A pirate leaps for the pedestal—but the shadows coalesce, blocking the way. Teach’s fuse sparks dangerously close to his beard as he grins. “Fine. Let’s dance proper.”  

He kicks over a brazer—fire erupts across ancient oil stains. The wraiths screech as flames lick their misty forms. The crew surges forward, blades and torches in hand. Behind them, the staircase hums with the sound of... singing?

As the crew fought valiantly to contain the wraiths with fire and steel, Blackbeard kept his eyes on the relic, still pulsing in its hidden compartment. He could feel a strange energy emanating from it—something unnatural. The singing from below grew louder now—haunting, beautiful... dangerous.

"We can't leave that thing active!" he shouted over the chaos. "Smash it!"

But just as one of the pirates raised his sword to strike—the relic shattered on its own.

A pulse of light knocked them all back. The wraiths shrieked—not in pain, but in release—as their forms dissolved into swirling mist that flowed down into the staircase like water.

Silence fell once more... broken only by ragged breaths and crackling flame.

Then a voice—soft as silk—from below:  

"You have awakened me... who dares stand at my gate?"

Teach stood slowly, cutlass ready.

"Name’s Blackbeard," he spat with a grin full of firelight and folly. "And I don’t take kindly to ghostly hospitality."

Blackbeard led the way down the stone steps, each step bringing them deeper into the unknown. The singing grew louder, a haunting melody that seemed to thrum deep within his bones. He gripped his cutlass tightly, a sense of unease stirring in his gut.

As the stairs finally ended, they found themselves in a circular chamber that opened up before them. At its center stood a pool filled with a luminous, silver liquid, and perched on the edge of the pool, was a woman...  

...a woman so ethereal she may as well be a hallucination.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​CHAPTER II

[image: ]


​The Siren's Bargain

The ethereal woman turned her gaze upon them, her eyes like polished opals reflecting the silver glow of the pool. Her skin shimmered with an iridescent sheen, as if woven from moonlight and sea foam, and her hair cascaded in waves of midnight blue, pooling around her like liquid shadow. She wore no garments, yet her form was veiled in a mist that swirled with the faint hum of ancient power. The air in the chamber thickened, carrying the scent of salt and storm-tossed waves, even though they were deep beneath the island's stone heart.

Blackbeard halted at the threshold, his crew fanning out behind him, weapons drawn but hands unsteady. The singing had ceased, replaced by a silence so profound it pressed against their eardrums like the depths of the ocean.

"Who... what are you?" Teach growled, his voice echoing off the cavern walls. His fuses smoldered, casting flickering shadows that danced across the woman's serene face.

She tilted her head, a smile playing on her lips—lips that seemed to whisper secrets even in stillness. 

"I am Calypso," she said, her voice a melody that wove through the air like silk threads, binding the pirates' attention. "Guardian of the Tides, Weaver of Fates. And you, Edward Teach—Blackbeard, scourge of the seas—have shattered the seal that bound me. For that, I owe you a debt... or perhaps a doom." The crew murmured uneasily, exchanging glances. One burly pirate, scarred from a dozen battles, stepped forward boldly. 

"We ain't here for riddles, lass. That relic up there led us to treasure. Where is it? Gold? Jewels? Spill it, or we'll—"

In a blur too swift for mortal eyes, Calypso's hand flicked toward him. A tendril of silver liquid erupted from the pool, coiling around the man's throat like a living noose. He gasped, clawing at it, but it tightened, lifting him off his feet. His face turned purple as the liquid seeped into his skin, veins glowing with an unnatural light.

"Insolence," Calypso purred, her eyes never leaving Teach. "The tides do not suffer fools."

With a casual wave, she released him. The pirate collapsed, coughing up seawater that hadn't been in his lungs moments before. The others backed away, pistols trembling in their grips. 

Teach held up a hand, signaling calm. His mind raced—legends of sirens and sea goddesses flickered through his thoughts, tales spun in taverns by drunken sailors. But this was no mere myth; the power humming in the air was real, intoxicating. 

"Easy, lads. She's no ghost like those wraiths above. She's somethin' older... somethin' we can bargain with." He sheathed his cutlass, stepping closer, though every instinct screamed caution. "You know my name. Means you've been watchin'. What do you want from us, Calypso? And what's this debt you speak of?" Her laughter tinkled like breaking waves on crystal shores. 

"Bold, as expected from the man who tamed the Atlantic's fury. The relic you shattered was my prison, forged by jealous gods eons ago to bind me here, away from the world above. In freeing me, you have unleashed the Tides' wrath—or its boon. I offer you a choice: Serve as my harbinger, and I shall grant you dominion over the seas. Storms will part at your command, ships will sink at your whim, and treasures lost to the deep will rise to your grasp. Or refuse... and join the wraiths as eternal guardians of this forsaken isle."

The chamber seemed to hold its breath. Teach's eyes narrowed, weighing her words. Dominion over the seas? It was the dream of every pirate captain—to become a legend not just in tales, but in the very fabric of the ocean. But bargains with otherworldly beings rarely ended well; he knew that from the scars on his soul.

Before he could respond, a shadow detached from the group—a figure none had noticed slipping in amid the chaos. The stowaway from the flagship emerged, hood thrown back to reveal a young woman with fierce green eyes and a mane of auburn hair tangled with salt. She held a pilfered dagger, her stance defiant despite the odds.

"Wait!" she cried, her voice cutting through the tension like a cannon shot. "Don't listen to her, Captain! She's lying—or at least not telling the whole truth. That relic wasn't just a prison; it was a key to something greater. I overheard the naval officers before you slaughtered them—they were hunting it too, for the Crown. It controls not just tides, but fates. Accept her deal, and you'll be her puppet, not a king!" The crew whirled, swords raised. 

"A spy!" one snarled. Teach's gaze locked on her, surprise flickering in his dark eyes. 

"And who might you be, lass? Bold words for a rat hidin' in the bilge."

"Name's Claire Voss," she replied, unflinching. "Daughter of Admiral Voss, the man whose ship you stole. But I'm no loyalist—I stowed away to escape his tyranny, to find my own path. And I've read the old tomes he hoarded. This 'Calypso' is no benevolent guardian; she's a vengeful spirit, cursed for drowning empires in her rage."Calypso's expression darkened, the pool churning violently. 

"Mortals and their scraps of knowledge. You know nothing of my pain, child. The gods imprisoned me for loving too fiercely, for commanding the waves to protect what was mine. Now, free at last, I seek allies—not slaves."

But Claire pressed on, stepping between Teach and the goddess. 

"Prove it. Show us the true treasure—the Heart of the Abyss, hidden deeper still. If it's as powerful as the legends say, let the Captain decide with eyes open."

The air crackled with energy. Calypso rose from the pool's edge, her form growing taller, more imposing, until she towered like a storm cloud. The chamber trembled, stones cracking as water seeped from the walls, flooding the floor ankle-deep. 

"Insolent whelp! You dare command me?"

Teach drew his cutlass again, a wicked grin splitting his bearded face. 

"Hold, goddess! The lass has a point. If this Heart exists, show it. Prove your offer's worth more than a siren's song leadin' us to rocks."

Calypso's eyes blazed, but she composed herself, the waters receding slightly. 

"Very well. But know this: To gaze upon the Heart is to court madness. Follow me deeper, if you dare."

With a gesture, the pool parted like the Red Sea, revealing a submerged tunnel glowing with bioluminescent runes. Teach glanced at Claire, a spark of respect—and suspicion—in his gaze. 

"You just earned yerself a spot in the crew, lass. But if this is a trap..."

"It's not," she whispered, though doubt shadowed her eyes.

As the group descended into the tunnel, the waters closing behind them like a tomb, the island above stirred. Unbeknownst to them, the vice captain on the flagship spotted sails on the horizon—naval reinforcements, drawn by the storm's unnatural fury. Cannon fire echoed faintly through the stone, a harbinger of the epic clash to come.

Deeper they went, the pressure building, the air growing thick with magic. Whispers from the walls spoke of lost civilizations, drowned kings, and powers that could reshape the world. But as Calypso led them to a vast underwater cavern, where a colossal crystal heart pulsed with the rhythm of the ocean, Teach felt the weight of destiny—and betrayal—pressing down.

For in the Heart's glow, visions assaulted them: Empires crumbling under tidal waves, ships vanishing into whirlpools, and Blackbeard himself, crowned in coral, ruling a drowned world... or chained eternally to Calypso's will.

The goddess turned, her smile triumphant. 

"Choose now, pirate king. Glory... or oblivion?"

But before Teach could answer, Claire's dagger flashed—aimed not at Calypso, but at the Heart itself. The chamber exploded in light and fury, the true battle for the seas igniting in an epic maelstrom of water, steel, and divine wrath.
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​Shattered Heart and Broken Bonds

The dagger sliced through the air, aimed true at the pulsating crystal. But before it could strike, Calypso's form blurred into a vortex of mist and fury, intercepting the blow. The Heart of the Abyss quivered, a crack spiderwebbing across its surface, but it held. Claire stumbled back, her eyes wide with defiance as the goddess's wrath boiled the waters around them.

"You dare defy the tides?" Calypso roared, her voice a thunderclap that shook the cavern. The crystal's glow intensified, flooding the chamber with blinding light. Teach's crew shielded their eyes, but Blackbeard lunged forward, grabbing Claire by the arm.

"Lass, what madness is this?" he snarled, his grip like iron. "You'd doom us all?" Claire wrenched free, her breath ragged. 

"It's the only way! That thing will enslave you—enslave everything! Father... I'm your daughter. Donnie Teach. My mother was the tavern girl in Bristol you left behind. She told me stories about you before she died." 

Teach's face twisted in shock, then hardened into a mask of rage. Before she could protest, his cutlass flashed. The blade bit deep into her throat, blood spraying across the glowing Heart. Donnie gasped, clutching the wound, her eyes pleading as she collapsed into the churning waters. Teach turned away, his expression cold as the abyss. 

The cavern's depths pulsed with an unnatural rhythm, the cracked Heart of the Abyss casting erratic shadows across the submerged walls. Water dripped from stalactites overhead, each drop echoing like a distant drumbeat in the oppressive silence. The air was thick with the scent of brine and ancient stone, mingled with the metallic tang of blood—Donnie's blood, spilling from the gash in her throat as she had collapsed into the luminous pool. Her vision blurred, the ethereal glow of the crystal refracting through the silver liquid, turning the world into a kaleidoscope of pain and betrayal.

Teach—Blackbeard—had stood over her, his cutlass dripping crimson onto the slick rock floor. His face, framed by the smoldering fuses woven into his wild beard, twisted in a grimace that could have been regret or merely disgust. The crew, a ragtag assembly of scarred men from every corner of the Atlantic, shifted uneasily behind him. Their eyes darted between their captain and the dying girl, the weight of what had just transpired hanging heavy in the humid air. The chamber, carved by eons of tidal erosion into the island's volcanic heart, seemed to close in around them, the walls etched with forgotten runes that now pulsed faintly in response to the Heart's fracture.

"Father..." Donnie had gasped, her voice a ragged whisper through the bubbling wound. Blood frothed at her lips, staining her auburn hair that floated like seaweed in the pool. She had revealed her true name—Donnie Teach—clinging to a desperate hope that blood ties might stay his hand. But Edward Teach, the infamous Blackbeard, had built his legend on ruthlessness, not sentiment. 

"I father no daughters," he
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