
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



[image: image]





  	
	    
	      Also by Hilmarj Torgrim

	    

      
	    
          
	      Pirate Women

          
        
          
	          Anne Bonny: A Life of Defiance

          
        
          
	          Mary Read: Revenge of the Redhead

          
        
          
	          Grace O'Malley - Rise of the Pirate Queen

          
        
          
	          The Life and Legend of Mary Wolverston

          
        
          
	          Flame and Fury: The Saga of Joanna of Flanders

          
        
          
	          Elise Eskilsdotter.: Rogue of the North Sea

          
        
          
	          The Untold Story of The Lioness: Sayyida Al Hurra

          
        
          
	          Charlotte de Berry: The Relentless Tide

          
        
          
	          Jacquotte Delahaye: Caribbean Fury

          
        
          
	          Christina Skytte: The Sea Wolf of the Baltic

          
        
          
	          Ingela Gathenhielm: The Crimson Flag

          
        
          
	          Maria Lindsey: The Relentless Spirit

          
        
          
	          The Short Rope of Mary Critchett

          
        
          
	          Jeanne de Clisson: The Widow's War (Coming Soon)

          
        
          
	          Flora Burn: The Silent Sailor (Coming Soon)

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Viking Sagas

          
        
          
	          Ivar: Legend of the Boneless

          
        
          
	          The Epic of Erik The Red

          
        
          
	          The Legend of Leif Erikson

          
        
          
	          The Fable of Freydis Eiriksdottir

          
        
          
	          The Heavy Brow of Harald Fairhair

          
        
          
	          The Epic of Eirik Bloodaxe

          
        
          
	          The Heavy Hand of Harald Hardrada

          
        
          
	          The Rise of Ragnar Lothbrok

          
        
          
	          The Legend of Lagertha: Wife of Ragnar

          
        
          
	          The Book of Björn Ironside

          
        
          
	          The Secrets of Sigurd Snake-in-the-Eye

          
        
          
	          The Uprising of Ubba the Heathen

          
        
          
	          The Havoc of Halfdan Ragnarsson

          
        
          
	          The Echoes of Egil Skallagrimsson (Coming Soon)

          
        
      

      
    
    



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​MANDOLIN PUBLISHING
Published by the Mandolin Publishing Group

[image: ]




​All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced, scanned, hoarded, whispered about, or otherwise spread around without permission from the author. If you were hoping for a free copy via shady means a la piracy, put down the eye patch and buy an authorized edition like a respectable reader.

​Some names and personalities in this book have been altered, some events compacted, and some words randomly italicized (purely for my dramatic flair). This is a historically inspired fictional account, spun from the perspective of the main character—places, names, and details may have been adjusted for storytelling purposes, or, in some cases, purely to keep the pirates on their toes.

Copyright © Hilmarj Torgrim, 2024



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​Chapter 1:

The Red Sky
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Marie Delahaye leaned against the frame of the cabin door, her fingers resting protectively on her swollen belly. The air smelled of salt and sun-baked wood, and in the distance, a soft golden haze rolled over the horizon as if to mask the world’s brutality in early morning light. The Caribbean was not a place for the faint-hearted. This, Marie knew too well.

She was from a family of farmers and fishermen, but those days were memories now, like faded sunburned parchment. The heat of Santo Domingo’s days and the dust of long marches through sugarcane fields had toughened her, hardened her skin and heart. But now, as she felt the persistent pressure from within, a pang of doubt crossed her mind. She could feel her baby stirring. What kind of life was she bringing it into?

Her husband, Jean, was a sailor by necessity, not by choice. The age of European rivalry had been fierce on the islands, with Spanish, French, Dutch, and English clashing over every inch of land, each one vying for dominance, and it made even the simplest lives harder. Jean had joined the local trading routes under a French merchant’s employ. The money wasn’t good, and it wasn’t safe, but it kept him alive—at least, so far. He’d come home only sporadically, with just enough coin to scrape by, and each time he did, Marie feared it would be the last.

Around them, the world was changing. For the past two decades, empires had played a deadly game across the Caribbean, tearing the islands between themselves like a litter of ravenous wolves. Forts were raised and burned in a span of months, treaties were signed and then laughed off within days. And now there were new dangers on the waters, as desperate men—many of them former soldiers or castaways—took to piracy, attacking anything that floated and carried goods. They called it "la flibuste," the way of the buccaneers. Marie didn’t know what to think of these men; they were spoken of with a strange mixture of fear and reverence among the people. They represented a dark freedom, a freedom her unborn child would know only in passing stories.

With her free hand, Marie absentmindedly rubbed her belly, tracing small circles over the fabric of her dress. She had whispered prayers for strength to every saint she knew. She had prayed for courage for herself and mercy for her child, but a part of her knew the truth: this was a harsh world, and here on the island, they were little more than pawns. She often thought of France, of the cities she would never see, places that her child might only dream of, if it survived. So many mothers on the island had seen their babies born and then buried before their first birthday. The heat and disease alone could kill a child, but now there was hunger too, as wars swallowed up resources faster than they could be shipped in.

An uneasy wind rustled the mango trees just outside her cabin, snapping Marie out of her thoughts. The skies, still tinged with morning’s colors, began to shift to a peculiar shade of red. It was an unsettling omen in these parts—ciel rouge, tempête au large, they said. A red sky, storm on the way.

As the morning wore on, the island around her began to awaken. There was the crackle of fires being lit, the distant lowing of cattle from the plantation pens, the clipped voices of men shouting orders to laborers as they prepared the day’s work. A gang of cormorants flew over the bay, their shadows casting fleeting scars across the shoreline. The birds wheeled over a ship anchored just outside the shallows. Her husband’s ship. Not for long, she thought bitterly.

She knew he would leave again within days. And if not him, then some other Frenchman would take him into service, like a thread woven into an endless tapestry of shifting alliances and petty rivalries that somehow managed to feel life-and-death. They fought and traded and sailed, each man swept into a struggle much larger than himself. And in these struggles, it was always the people who suffered: laborers in the fields, the women who worried over empty beds at night, and children who never lived to see adulthood.

Her child would be different, Marie promised herself. Her child would grow strong, would survive this world and make something of it. She closed her eyes and whispered the words under her breath, a fragile hope taking form. There was a fierceness stirring inside her, one she hadn’t felt since before her life had become a waiting game for Jean to return. She would not let this child be a victim of these wars, these shifting alliances, and cutthroat economies. Somehow, she would make her child’s life different.

The labor pains came later that night, fierce and relentless. Sweat dripped from her brow, stinging her eyes, but she kept them fixed on the dark ceiling, her mind chasing down every prayer, every curse, everything that could keep her grounded through the agony. The midwife, a quiet and steady woman named Céleste, leaned over her, whispering instructions that seemed distant, almost dreamlike.

“You must breathe, Marie. Take it steady. Your child is almost here.” Her voice was strong, a welcome tether.

The pain came in waves, swelling until she thought she would break. Her grip tightened on the coarse linen sheets beneath her, her knuckles turning white, and she felt the cold grip of fear settle over her heart. Her child was entering a world where cruelty lay thick in the air, as certain as the salt spray off the sea. But she would hold on, would force every ounce of strength she had into bringing this life into the world. If nothing else, she would fight for this one small chance at hope.

The hours dragged. She lost herself in a haze of pain, punctuated by the midwife’s calming words and the dim glow of the oil lamp flickering in the corner. And then, at last, with one final, searing push, she felt relief wash over her.

A newborn’s first cry echoed through the tiny room, fragile and defiant. Céleste held up the child, its face flushed and tiny fists clenched. “It’s a girl,” she whispered, placing the baby gently on Marie’s chest.

Marie gazed down, exhaustion mingling with awe as she looked at the little face before her. Her daughter’s skin was soft and red from the ordeal, and tufts of dark hair clung to her scalp. She traced the child’s cheek with a trembling finger, her heart swelling with a fierceness she hadn’t known was possible. Here, in her arms, was a spark, something fragile but alive and full of potential.

“Jacquotte,” she murmured, her voice hoarse and cracked, but filled with certainty. “My tiny Jacquotte.” The name was bigger than the child, but she knew that wouldn’t last.
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​Chapter 2:

Blood, Salt
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Jacquotte grew up with the smell of the sea woven into her bones, her world bound by the salt-crusted shores of Santo Domingo. She learned early that she was neither one thing nor the other; in the eyes of the settlers, her mother’s French blood gave her some semblance of belonging, while her Haitian roots ran deep in the earth she walked on, connecting her to the island in ways many could never understand. As a young girl, she would sit by the shore, her legs tucked beneath her as she watched the ships come and go, sails billowing like ghostly wings against the horizon. They brought goods from France, Spain, and England, and whispers of another world—a world she was bound to by blood yet separated from by reality.

Her mother, Marie, did her best to keep her daughter close to the traditions of both worlds. She taught Jacquotte French lullabies, songs that lingered in the air with a wistful lilt, their words painted with the scent of lavender fields Marie had never seen but only heard about from her own mother’s stories. Yet, Marie was also proud of the island’s roots and the resilience of the Haitian people. She would tell Jacquotte the tales of their ancestors, warriors and farmers who knew the land as intimately as they knew the sea.

By the time Jacquotte was ten, her skin had turned a warm bronze, her hair glistening dark and wild in the sun. Her laughter echoed through the winding paths between the palms, a blend of two heritages that danced within her spirit. The other children would sometimes stare, some with curiosity, others with mistrust, because to them, Jacquotte was different. She was neither the daughter of a French officer nor of the local laborers. She belonged to both worlds yet somehow didn’t fully belong to either.

“Jacquotte,” her mother would say as she braided her daughter’s hair at night, “you carry both France and Haiti in you. You are like the sea and the land—you are what makes this island, and you must honor both.” Her mother’s words settled in Jacquotte like seeds in fertile soil, and she grew with a fierce pride in her unique heritage. But with that pride came conflict. Her French descent linked her to the colonizers, those who arrived with ambitions of dominance, and that legacy was hard to ignore. The French settlers and officials held the power, the riches, the privilege, and yet her mother had none of that. For Marie, being French had never meant advantage; it had meant survival, clinging to the lowest rungs of French society in the colony, striving only to stay afloat. Jacquotte’s identity felt like a war within her—the blood of those who ruled and the blood of those who suffered.

One hot, cloudless day, she stood by the port watching the bustling activity, fascinated by the diversity of languages and faces. Men from all over the Caribbean worked the docks, unloading crates of sugar, coffee, and tobacco, while the local women sold fruits and fish, their voices weaving together in a melody of Creole and French. Jacquotte listened to them, absorbing every word, every gesture. She would catch glimpses of wealthy French families, their fine clothes dusted with the island heat, and wondered if they ever noticed the lives around them. These people were part of the island as much as the palms and mangroves, yet the French and Spanish treated them as shadows, passing ghosts in a land they were too blinded by riches to understand.

On those days, she would think of her father, the ghostly figure whose presence haunted her mother’s memory. Her mother rarely spoke of him, yet his absence seemed to linger in every corner of their small cabin. He was a man tied to his own struggles, a Frenchman serving on one ship or another, working for men who cared only for their coin, their cargo, and their loyalty to a crown that never saw the suffering it caused. Jacquotte understood enough to know that her father’s loyalty was born out of necessity, not choice. But as she watched the ships unfurl their sails and drift out to sea, she felt an unfamiliar ache—a longing to carve out her own loyalty, a loyalty that wasn’t tied to any crown or coin.

That longing grew stronger as she grew older. When she was twelve, she slipped down to the docks, mingling with the crewmen and listening to their tales. They spoke of a life not bound by the chains of servitude, a life where men took what they could hold, where loyalty was chosen, not demanded. “La flibuste,” they called it—a kind of freedom, a life on the open sea where one’s identity was one’s own, unbound by colonial shackles. The older men spoke of the buccaneers who hunted the Spanish galleons, preying on the empire that held Santo Domingo in its grasp. Jacquotte would stand at the edges of these groups, her face alight with curiosity, feeling her heart pulse with a dangerous thrill. These were the stories she could see herself in, tales of the outcasts who refused to bow to empires.

One afternoon, Jacquotte sat alone on the rocks overlooking the sea, her bare feet kicking over the edge. The waves lapped against the shore with a steady rhythm, and the sun beat down on her as she looked out at the endless expanse of water. She closed her eyes, letting the sound of the ocean fill her, imagining herself on one of those ships. She pictured herself with her own crew, a life free of the divide she felt daily—the divide between her mother’s French ancestry and the Haitian soil that called to her blood.

From that day, Jacquotte’s heart began to turn toward the sea. She would slip away from her mother’s watchful eye, down to the docks to listen to the sailors and buccaneers, soaking up every story, every lesson, and each time she returned, her spirit was a little less tethered to the world she’d known.

Her mother noticed the change and grew anxious. “You’re not like them, Jacquotte. You carry our blood, but you’re also a child of the island. You don’t have to follow in the footsteps of these men.” But Jacquotte was stubborn. She felt the stir of something in her veins, something that neither France nor Haiti alone could answer. It was the call of the open sea, the freedom to be more than a product of her lineage, the chance to forge her own path. She didn’t yet understand it fully, but she felt it all the same—a restlessness that refused to be tamed, like the tides that never ceased their push and pull.

In time, the other children in the village started calling her “la petite rebelle”—the little rebel—because of her headstrong ways. She would race barefoot through the fields, scale the trees to gather coconuts, and stand on the rocks as though she was the master of the world. They could see it, even then: she was a force that wouldn’t easily be bound. Her heritage might have been split, but her spirit was fierce and whole, a relentless tide with no loyalty but to itself.

Each day, Jacquotte felt the draw of the sea more keenly. The world was made of boundaries and lines, empires carving up pieces of land as if they owned the earth itself. She saw the harshness of it, the injustice that made men ruthless and forced women into submission. And as she grew, she knew she would not be content with the life her mother had, forever on the fringes of society, French but not respected, Haitian but unclaimed. Jacquotte wanted something else, something beyond the reach of crowns and empires.

As the sun dipped below the horizon, she would stand by the shore, her young face turned to the sea, and she would whisper promises to herself. The island had taught her resilience, had made her strong and rooted. But the sea called to her with a different kind of power, a power that spoke of freedom and rebellion. In those quiet, dusky moments, Jacquotte vowed that her life would be her own. She would belong to no nation, no man, no empire.

Someday, she would set sail and become a force of her own—one that could no more be controlled than the tides that surged against the shores of her home.
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​Chapter 3:

Tides of Blood
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Jacquotte was twelve, and her feet knew the paths to the sea by heart. Every morning, she’d slip from her bed at dawn, tiptoeing past her mother’s sleeping form, and race through the dusty lanes to the shore. She’d sit on the rocks as the sun rose, her eyes fixed on the ships bobbing in the harbor, wondering where they’d come from and where they would go. But today was different. Today, her mother had followed her.

“Jacquotte!” Marie’s voice cut through the morning air, firm yet weary.
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