
Bride of the Drowning Moon Prologue

The Sea Remembers The sea holds many secrets,

Secrets woven into its tides and concealed beneath layers of salt.


And occasionally—when the moon shines brightly and the night weeps with enough fervor


—

It reveals them once more. This is the tale of one such secret:

A girl born under a crimson moon.

A love destined to be fleeting.

A freedom purchased with water and blood.
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The Tale of Nalani

She emerged from the depths of the sea, where coral melodies intertwined with the leaps of silver dolphins, dancing through the surf like sacred prayers. Her name was Nalani, meaning "heaven" in her mother's people's tongue, a name carried by the waves and echoed by the songs of whales.

Her skin glimmered a rich umber beneath the ocean's light, while her eyes reflected both stormy depths and gentle softness. And her voice, oh, what a voice, it could awaken slumbering sea creatures and stir the souls of sailors.

Nalani was a Black mermaid, a descendant of Yemaya herself, and every scale of her tail sparkled with the strength of her ancestors. For years, she had watched as ships invaded her waters, cutting through the sea like knives and taking away people in chains.

She could feel their anguished cries in the currents and taste their sorrow in the frothy waves.
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She knew the surface was a cruel place. And yet, on the night she first rose from the water, drawn by a storm of screams and songs, she couldn’t turn away.

She saw them—humans, shackled and broken, singing to stay alive as they were forced into the belly of a ship.

The rhythm in their sorrow matched the lullabies of her kin.

They were her people, too.

She had to help.

That night, she broke the first law of her kind: she shifted her tail into legs and walked among men.


ACT Two:

The Chapel of Ashes from Bride of the Drowning

Moon

A mermaid’s vow, broken by chains, reborn in fire.
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It was during one of her secret midnight raids. when she would use her voice to lull the slavers to sleep and sink the slave ships beneath moonlight, that she was caught.

He was the son of a slave owner.

Silas Beaumont.

He saw her not as a savior, but a siren.

Not as a woman, but a weapon. When she collapsed in the surf, bleeding and half-human, he chained her in silver and brought her to the shore plantation like a prize.

Locked away in an old chapel on the land, surrounded by holy books and greed.


He sought to break her.

To analyze her.

To claim her as his own.

Yet, Nalani had never belonged to anyone, not the ocean, not the sky, and certainly not to him.

And yet…

Silas struggled to comprehend the turmoil within himself. His mother, a Black woman, had been taken, cherished, and then cast aside. Though his skin mirrored his father's pale hue, blood remains steadfast to its true roots.

Even in her anger, Nalani recognized the shame reflected in his eyes.

Gradually, the narrative began to change.
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The room smelled like God had left it a long time ago.

Nalani’s body ached.

Every breath was dry coral, every blink a furnace. The world was wrong here, too still, too dry, too loud in its silence.

She was no longer in the sea.

Instead, she lay on rough wooden floorboards inside a broken chapel.

The moonlight came through shattered stained glass, painting broken saints across her skin.

Dust floated like lost souls in the air. The only sound was the slow drip of seawater off her body… and the rattle of chains.
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Silver cuffs bound her wrists. A collar wrapped her throat, iron-laced and tight enough to hum with pain when she moved.

Her tail was gone, replaced by legs she hadn’t chosen to wear. Dry. Weak.

Human.

They caged me in a god’s house, she thought bitterly. Fools.

Then, footsteps.

Slow. Hesitant. Not cruel.

She turned her head and saw him again.

The boy who’d said, “I see you.”

Now standing like he didn’t know what he’d caught.


“Are you…” he began, voice low, almost reverent. “Are you real?” Nalani didn’t answer.

He stepped closer, barefoot, cautious. The silver chain at her neck glinted, and something in his face shifted.

He looked away.

“My name is Silas,” he said. “I— I didn’t mean for them to hurt you.” Still she said nothing.

He stared at her, eyes wide with wonder and fear. “You were in the water. Singing. You... stopped the others. You made them sleep.”
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Finally, she spoke. Voice cracked like thunder over dry leaves.

“I made them forget.”

His breath caught. “And now?” he asked.

Nalani sat up slowly, every movement dragging chains like old grief.

“Now I remember.” She met his gaze full-on.

“I remember the ships. The screams. The children thrown overboard. I remember the blood that dyed the sea red for a century.

Your people made that memory.”


He flinched.

“I’m not like them,” he whispered.

She leaned forward, fire lighting behind her dark eyes.

“Then unchain me.”

But he didn’t.

Instead, Silas stood there in his shame and silence. He turned and left, closing the chapel door behind him with a final click.

Nalani lay back down, chains whispering lullabies in the dark.

Outside, the wind howled.

Inside, a goddess began to remember her rage.


ACT Three: Salt in the Blood

from Bride of the Drowning Moon


The days passed like ghosts.

Nalani could feel the ocean calling her through the floorboards, faint and flickering, like the heartbeat of a dying star.

The chains numbed her. The iron poisoned her breath. Her voice, once able to shake ships and lull beasts, was reduced to whispers in the chapel shadows.
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Mama Sela stayed composed, as tranquil as ever.
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These shells sang softly when wet.





		

Her words struck true.
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It shook him.





		

He dropped one into the tide.
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