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​Chapter 1:

​At home in Suffolk
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The wind howled over the cliffs of Suffolk, carrying the scent of salt and the distant crash of waves. The great estate of Wolverstone Hall stood on a high bluff overlooking the restless sea, its stones weathered by centuries of wind and storm. The men who had lived within its walls had always been drawn to the sea—perhaps because they were as wild and untamable as the waters that raged below. They were the Wolverstons, an ancient family whose name was as feared on the seas as it was respected on the land.

It was said that the family name came from the wolves that had once roamed the surrounding forests, but those who truly knew them whispered of a different kind of predator. For generations, the Wolverstons had built their fortune not on land, but on the sea, in a business that was both lawful and lawless, depending on who was asked. They were privateers, licensed by the Crown to plunder the ships of Spain, France, and the Netherlands in the name of England. But in times of peace, when royal letters of marque were scarce, they were not above turning to piracy.

Sir Richard Wolverston, the current lord of Wolverstone Hall, embodied the spirit of his ancestors. Tall, broad-shouldered, and with a beard the color of iron, his eyes were said to gleam with the cold light of the North Sea. He was both feared and admired, a man whose loyalty to the Crown was as unshakable as his desire for wealth and power. In court, he was a respected advisor to the nobility; on the seas, he was a ruthless commander of ships that terrorized the waters from the English Channel to the Caribbean.

He had married well. Lady Anne Wolverston, born Anne Drury, came from a powerful and influential family, one that traced its lineage back to the Norman Conquest. She was as shrewd and ambitious as her husband, and together, they forged a partnership that elevated the Wolverstons to new heights of prestige and power. But while Sir Richard roamed the seas, Lady Anne ruled the estate with an iron fist, ensuring that their land-based fortunes were just as secure as those won on the waves.

It was an uneasy peace in England, the year was 1540, and King Henry VIII had recently executed his fifth wife, Catherine Howard, for treason and adultery. The kingdom was restless, with nobles jockeying for power, and the ever-present threat of invasion from Catholic Spain and France hanging over the land. In this world of shifting alliances and constant danger, the Wolverstons thrived.

Yet for all their wealth and influence, there was a shadow that hung over the Wolverston family—a curse, some whispered. For no Wolverston ever truly died in bed, and few reached old age. The sea gave them life, but it also took it. Sir Richard’s father, Sir Edward, had been lost to the waves in the midst of a storm off the coast of Flanders. His grandfather, Sir Robert, had been hanged for piracy by the Spanish after a failed raid on a galleon off the coast of Hispaniola. And his great-grandfather, Sir John, had been killed in a duel with a rival captain over a chest of plundered gold.

These deaths had only cemented the Wolverstons’ reputation as men of the sea, but it also filled the air of Wolverstone Hall with a sense of impending doom, a knowledge that their way of life could not last forever. The sea, so long a source of wealth and power, could just as easily become their undoing.

It was into this world of danger, intrigue, and adventure that Mary Wolverston would be born. But before her birth, the winds of fortune had already begun to shift for the family.



In the years before Mary’s birth, Sir Richard had been engaged in a delicate balancing act, maintaining favor with both the Crown and his less-than-lawful associates in the shadowy world of piracy. His greatest asset was his fleet, a collection of fast, heavily armed ships capable of outrunning and outgunning almost any foe. These ships patrolled the waters around England, always on the lookout for enemy vessels, but just as often pursuing merchant ships laden with treasures from the New World.

Among his closest confidants was Thomas Howard, the Duke of Norfolk and one of the most powerful men in England. Howard, a staunch supporter of Henry VIII, had his own interests in the sea, and he often provided Sir Richard with invaluable information about the movements of Spanish and French ships. In return, Sir Richard shared his wealth, keeping the Duke’s coffers full while lining his own pockets.

But alliances in Tudor England were fragile things, built on shifting sands and subject to the whims of the King. And Henry VIII, unpredictable as ever, had begun to turn his attention inward, focusing on solidifying his power over his own nobility. The tide was turning against men like Sir Richard, men who had long operated in the gray areas of law and order, exploiting the confusion of war to enrich themselves.

Lady Anne, ever perceptive, had sensed the danger first. She had urged her husband to withdraw from the seas, to invest more in land and less in piracy. But Sir Richard, proud and stubborn, refused. The sea was his life, and he could no more turn his back on it than he could renounce his family name.

And so, despite Lady Anne’s warnings, Sir Richard continued to press his luck. He sailed farther and farther from England’s shores, seeking richer prizes and more dangerous ventures. He made enemies of the Spanish and the Dutch, and even some of his own countrymen began to grow wary of his rising power.

One cold, stormy night in the autumn of 1541, Sir Richard’s luck ran out. His flagship, The Black Wolf, had set sail from the port of Harwich, laden with gold and silver taken from a French merchant vessel. But as they rounded the coast of Cornwall, a storm descended upon them. The seas swelled, and the wind howled like the wolves of legend. The ship was caught in the tempest, tossed about like a toy in a child’s hands.

Sir Richard fought to keep control, but the storm was too powerful. As lightning split the sky and rain lashed the decks, The Black Wolf was driven onto the rocks. The ship broke apart, and Sir Richard was lost to the sea, just as his father had been before him.

Lady Anne received the news days later, her heart hardening with the knowledge that she had been right. Her husband, like so many Wolverstons before him, had been consumed by the sea. But she was not a woman to be broken by grief. With Sir Richard gone, it fell to her to secure the family’s future.

She would see to it that their daughter, the child growing in her womb, would not fall victim to the same fate. This child, Mary Wolverston, would be raised to survive in a world that was as dangerous as it was thrilling. She would be a true Wolverston—cunning, fearless, and destined for the sea.
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​Chapter 2:

​The Lioness of Suffolk
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The birth of Mary Wolverston was marked by an omen. On the night of October 1527, as Lady Anne lay in labor within the stone walls of Wolverstone Hall, a fierce storm raged outside. The windows rattled, and the wind roared through the halls like a pack of wolves. In the nearby village, the superstitious folk whispered of ill fortune, for storms had always been tied to the Wolverstons. Some said it was the sea calling to them, reminding them of their legacy and their curse.

But Lady Anne was not one for superstition. As she screamed through the pain of childbirth, she thought only of the future. She was not bringing a son into the world, and for a moment, she had feared for her lineage. But then the midwife had placed the child in her arms—a girl, strong and healthy, with a full head of dark hair and eyes that blazed like her father's.

"Mary," Lady Anne whispered as she held the newborn to her chest, feeling the child’s warmth seep into her cold skin. "She will be named Mary, after my mother."

The storm raged on outside, but within the stone walls of Wolverstone Hall, a new life had begun—one that would challenge the limits of both tradition and destiny.



Mary grew quickly, and from the beginning, it was clear that she was no ordinary child. She inherited her father’s sharp features and her mother’s quick wit, but there was something else, something that neither parent could claim: a wildness, a fierce independence that no amount of discipline could tame.

Lady Anne, ever practical, saw in her daughter the potential for greatness. If Mary could not be molded into the role of a dutiful noblewoman, she would be trained in the ways of the Wolverston men. She would learn to navigate the dangerous waters of politics, trade, and warfare, just as her father had.

And so, from the time she could walk, Mary was raised not in the quiet confines of an embroidery circle or a lady's chamber, but in the company of men—sailors, merchants, and soldiers who came and went from Wolverstone Hall. She would listen to their tales of battles fought at sea, of treasure won and lost, and of the cruel justice of the pirates who roamed the waters. She was fascinated by the world beyond the cliffs, a world where rules were bent or broken, and where survival meant cunning as much as strength.

It was during these years that Mary’s relationship with her mother evolved into something more complex than love or obedience. Lady Anne was not a woman to coddle her children. She saw in Mary a reflection of her own spirit—the same ambition, the same ruthlessness. But where Lady Anne had learned to play the game within the rigid confines of society, Mary was already showing signs that she would forge her own path, regardless of the rules.

One afternoon, when Mary was barely eight years old, she stood on the cliffs overlooking the sea, watching the sails of a ship on the horizon. Her mother approached, her gown rippling in the wind.

"Do you know what that ship carries?" Lady Anne asked, her voice cutting through the sound of the waves below.

Mary shook her head, her eyes fixed on the distant vessel.

"It’s a merchant ship," her mother continued. "It carries spices, silks, and gold from the East. But it won’t reach its destination. There are men waiting in those waters, men who will take it before it reaches its port."

"Pirates?" Mary asked, her eyes wide.

"Privateers," Lady Anne corrected sharply. "They are men who do the work of the Crown, just as your father did. But it is a dangerous game, Mary. The line between pirate and privateer is thin, and it can be crossed in an instant."

"Will I cross it, Mother?"

Lady Anne smiled, a cold, calculating smile that rarely touched her lips. "You will do what you must to survive. That is what it means to be a Wolverston."



As Mary grew older, her education in the ways of the world continued. She was taught to read and write, to speak in the tongues of traders and diplomats, and to calculate the value of goods from far-off lands. But her true lessons came from the sea.

Lady Anne arranged for her daughter to spend time in the bustling ports along the English coast—Harwich, Ipswich, and Plymouth—where she could see firsthand the ships that brought wealth to England’s shores. She learned the language of sailors, the way they moved and talked, and the intricate dance of negotiation that determined the success of every voyage.

By the time Mary reached her teenage years, she was already a skilled navigator of both land and sea. She had learned to ride horses as fast as the wind, to wield a blade with precision, and to command the respect of men who thought little of taking orders from a woman. She was no shrinking violet, but rather a fierce and determined young woman with a mind as sharp as her father’s sword.

It was during one of these trips to Harwich that Mary’s fate took another turn.

She had been sent to oversee a shipment of goods from her family’s estate—wool, grain, and salted fish—destined for the markets of the Low Countries. As she stood on the docks, watching the sailors load the cargo onto the waiting ships, a man approached her. He was tall and lean, with the dark, weathered skin of someone who had spent most of his life at sea.

"You’re the Wolverston girl, aren’t you?" he asked, his voice low and rough like the creaking of a ship’s hull.

Mary didn’t flinch. "And who are you to ask?"

The man smiled, his teeth flashing white against his tanned face. "Captain Henry Strangways. I’ve sailed with your father before. He was a good man. A fierce man."

Mary studied him for a moment, noting the worn leather of his boots, the salt-stiffened coat he wore, and the way his hand rested casually on the hilt of the sword at his side. "My father is dead."

"Aye, and a damn shame it was," Strangways said. "But his blood runs in you, girl. I can see it. You’ve got the look of a Wolverston—hungry for the sea."

"I’ve been raised on the sea," Mary replied coolly. "It’s in my blood."

Strangways nodded, his smile fading. "Then you know what it takes to survive out there. Your father did what was necessary. So did I. And if you’re smart, you’ll do the same."

"And what exactly are you offering, Captain Strangways?"

The captain’s eyes gleamed. "Opportunity, Mary Wolverston. The world is changing, and there’s fortune to be made on the seas. But it won’t come to you if you stay safe here in Suffolk. You’ve got to take it, just like your father did."

Mary looked out at the ships in the harbor, the sails billowing in the wind, and felt the pull of the sea deep in her bones. She had always known that her destiny lay beyond the shores of England, but now, standing on the edge of adulthood, she realized that the time to act was drawing near.

She turned back to Strangways, her decision made.

"Tell me more," she said, her voice steady. "Tell me what it takes to become a wolf of the sea."
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​Chapter 3:

​The Call of the Sea
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The fire in the hearth of Wolverstone Hall crackled as the autumn wind outside whipped against the stone walls. Mary sat across from her mother, the flickering light casting shadows on their faces. Lady Anne, always composed and calculating, was silent as she observed her daughter, who was now sixteen, with the sharp eyes of a strategist. Mary had just returned from the port of Harwich after her fateful meeting with Captain Strangways, and her mind had been buzzing ever since.

Lady Anne finally broke the silence. "You’ve been restless since you returned."

Mary didn’t look up from the fire. She had spent her childhood beneath the weight of her mother’s gaze, always aware that she was being molded for something greater. Now, that future felt close, within her grasp, and it terrified and thrilled her in equal measure.

"Strangways spoke of opportunities," Mary said, her voice low but steady. "He knew Father. Sailed with him."

Lady Anne raised an eyebrow. "Henry Strangways is a dangerous man. An outlaw. A pirate, though he calls himself a privateer. And yet, you’re intrigued."

"I want to know the truth," Mary continued. "The real story about Father. Not the tales told at court or the whispers in the village. What kind of man was he?"

Lady Anne leaned back in her chair, her eyes narrowing. She hadn’t spoken of Sir Richard in years, not since his ship had been lost to the sea. The pain had long since hardened into something more distant, but the memories still lingered.

"Your father was many things," she said slowly, choosing her words with care. "A nobleman, a warrior, and yes, a pirate. He knew the world we lived in, and he did what he must to thrive in it. He had the favor of the Crown, but he also knew when to break the law to protect his family and fortune. That’s why he was both respected and feared."

"And you didn’t stop him?" Mary asked, her eyes flashing with a challenge.

Lady Anne’s expression didn’t change. "No. I encouraged him, in fact. The sea is a cruel mistress, but it offers rewards to those who are bold enough to take them. Your father was bold, and so am I. So are you."

The fire popped in the hearth, and Mary felt the heat on her face. Her heart raced as her mother’s words sank in. The Wolverston blood ran thick with ambition, and now she was beginning to understand the depth of her legacy.

"Do you think I could live that life?" Mary asked after a moment, her voice quieter now, more introspective.

"You’ve been trained for it, whether you realize it or not," Lady Anne replied. "But if you choose this path, know that it is not a game. Your father died for it. Men like Strangways live with a sword at their throat every day. The life of a privateer—or a pirate—is as treacherous as the sea itself."
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