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15 January 1765 – Isla Zafiro, the great crescent harbour  

The sun rose red as fresh blood over the volcano.

Seven ships lay at anchor, black hulls gleaming, guns run out in salute. The beach was a sea of faces: sailors, ex-slaves, whores turned bosuns, deserters turned councillors, children born free and already learning the Articles by heart. Drums rolled from the cliff-top fort; conch horns sounded from the outriggers in the shallows.

At the centre of the black-sand amphitheatre stood a single throne carved from volcanic stone and inlaid with mother-of-pearl and gold taken from a dozen king’s ransoms.

Gabriel Hawke refused to sit on it.

He stood beside it instead, coat unbuttoned to the warm wind, shirt open to the waist, the old burn scars across his ribs silver in the sunrise. Ten years of salt and sun had only made him more dangerous: broader, harder, eyes the colour of winter seas.

Seraphina stood at his right hand, barefoot on the hot sand, dressed in a coat of midnight-blue velvet lined with cloth-of-silver, the sapphire pendant blazing at her throat. Their children flanked them: Rafe, ten years old and already a captain’s rank on his sleeve; Lys, three, clutching her mother’s coat-tails; the youngest, two-year-old Corwin, asleep on Mercy’s hip.

The elected Speaker—an ex-slave from Barbados named Solomon Grace—raised his arms.

“By the Articles signed in our blood,” he thundered, “this nation has no king. Yet every nation needs a sword-arm and a heart. We offer the crown of the Sapphire to Gabriel Hawke, Protector by acclamation!”

A roar went up that rattled the palms.

Gabriel lifted one hand for silence.

“I will not wear a crown,” he said, voice carrying to the back of the crowd and the ships beyond. “Crowns are for men who need reminding they are better than others. I already know what I am.”

Laughter rippled through the crowd, warm and wicked.

Solomon turned to Seraphina.

“Then we offer it to the Admiral of the Sapphire, the Viuda Negra, the woman who took Cartagena with a smile and a cutlass—”

Seraphina stepped forward, placed her hand on the throne, and smiled the smile that had once made admirals piss themselves.

“I will take the title,” she said clearly, “on one condition.”

She drew her cutlass and laid it across the throne like a bar of black lightning.

“That every man, woman, and child here may challenge me for it at any time, by steel or by vote. This nation will never bow—not to me, not to him, not to any flag but the one we choose.”

The roar that followed shook the volcano itself.

Rafe and Lys ran forward together and hauled on the halyard. The new banner rose: black field, blazing sapphire, and beneath it in silver the single word  LIBERTAS  .

Gabriel pulled Seraphina against him and kissed her in front of ten thousand people—no gentle salute, but the kind that promised bed and battle in the same breath. When they broke apart the crowd was screaming itself hoarse.

Solomon raised a conch shell filled with rum and gunpowder.

“To the Admiral of the Sapphire!”

Ten thousand voices answered.

“To the Admiral!”

The guns of the fleet thundered in salute—two hundred and eighty cannon speaking as one, the sound rolling across the water like the voice of God.

Seraphina turned in Gabriel’s arms, eyes bright with triumph and something darker.

“Look,” she whispered.

Out beyond the reef, sails were rising on the horizon: twenty-eight topsails in perfect line, British, French, and Spanish colours mingled beneath a single crimson command pennant.

The Tripartite Alliance had come to kill a nation on the day it was born.

Gabriel’s grin was pure sin.

“Perfect timing,” he said, and kissed her again, hard and filthy. “Shall we give them a coronation to remember, Admiral?”

Seraphina drew her cutlass, kissed the blade, and pointed it toward the approaching fleet.

“Run out the guns,” she said, voice ringing clear across the harbour. “Today we teach the world what happens when it tries to crown a widow.”

The sapphire flag snapped in the hot wind.

The volcano rumbled in answer.

And on the first day of the Sapphire Nation, the war began.
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16–20 January 1765 – Isla Zafiro, the Admiral’s House  

They took the hostage on the second day of the siege.

A Spanish frigate tried to sneak through the northern passage at dawn and ran straight onto the chain-boom the Sapphire fleet had stretched overnight. By the time the smoke cleared, the frigate was a prize and her passengers were rowing ashore under guard.

Among them: Doña Isabella de Alarcón y Mendoza, nineteen, raven-haired, skin like fresh cream, and the only daughter of the Captain-General of Havana.

She stepped onto the black-sand jetty in a gown of crimson silk now torn and salt-stained, chin high, eyes promising ruin to any man foolish enough to look too long.

Gabriel looked too long.

Seraphina noticed.

That night, in the half-built Admiral’s House atop the cliff (stone floors still warm from the day’s sun, windows open to the trade wind and the distant thunder of cannon), Isabella was brought to the great chamber under guard.

She curtsied with theatrical grace.

“Admiral Hawke,” she said in Castilian Spanish smooth as melted chocolate, “and the famous Viuda Negra. Havana weeps for my capture. My father will pay any ransom you name.”

Seraphina leaned back in a carved volcanic-wood chair, coat unbuttoned, shirt unlaced just enough to remind everyone who owned the room.

“We don’t want gold,” she said in the same language. “We want the plans to the new fortifications at Morro Castle. Deliver them, and you sail home untouched.”

Isabella’s smile was slow poison.

“I might be persuaded,” she murmured, eyes sliding to Gabriel where he stood by the open window, shirt open to the waist, moonlight silver on the scars Vere had left him. “By the right man.”

The temperature in the room dropped ten degrees.

Gabriel felt the shift and turned, one brow raised.

Seraphina rose, crossed the floor with the lazy grace of a panther, and stopped a hand’s breadth from the Spanish girl.

“You mistake me for someone who shares,” she said softly.

Then she kissed Isabella.

Not gentle. Not polite. A claiming, devastating kiss that left the younger woman gasping, lips swollen, eyes wide with shock and something hotter.

When Seraphina stepped back, Isabella’s knees buckled.

Gabriel’s low laugh rumbled across the room.

Seraphina crooked a finger.

“Guards. Take Doña Isabella to my cabin aboard the flagship. Chain her to the foot of the bed. Naked.”

Isabella’s breath hitched.

Seraphina leaned in until their lips almost touched again.

“Tomorrow,” she whispered, “you will learn exactly what persuasion feels like when the Viuda Negra wants answers.”

Later, in the great bed that overlooked the burning Spanish squadron, Gabriel pinned Seraphina to the mattress with his weight and his mouth.

“Jealous, Admiral?” he growled against her throat.

She arched beneath him, nails raking down his back hard enough to draw blood.

“Territorial,” she corrected, voice ragged. “You are mine, Gabriel Hawke. Every inch. Every breath. And I protect what is mine.”

He took her hard and fast against the open window, the trade wind cooling sweat-slick skin, the distant flash of cannon lighting them like living sculpture. She came with his name torn from her throat, legs locked around his hips, claiming him as fiercely as any flag.

After, lying tangled and sated, she traced the fresh scratches she had left on his shoulders.

“Tomorrow,” she murmured, “I will have the plans. And Isabella will never look at another man without remembering who truly owns the Caribbean.”

Gabriel kissed the sapphire at her throat.

“And if she still tries?”

Seraphina smiled against his mouth, slow and lethal.

“Then I will invite you to watch.”

Outside, the siege guns thundered on.

Inside, the Admiral of the Sapphire reminded the world—and one very foolish Spanish girl—that some women do not share their devils.

They prefer to burn the world down first.

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
i ) o

oy

X .

SERAPHINA SINCLAIR





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





