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The Spitfire

and the Scoundrel

By Dawne Watling and Melissa Keir

Eighteen-year-old, Andrea “Andy” Lawrence has enjoyed freedom since the death of her mother. Her eyes change color with her moods, especially when her legendary temper sparks. When her father sends her to her aunt and uncle in Richmond to experience big city living, Andrea will need her stubborn determination to navigate backstabbing women and her drunk uncle.

Travis Winfield Scott enjoys his freedom as a rake and scoundrel, charming all the women while investigating which Southern gentlemen are shipping ammunition and stirring up the Native Americans. Settling down is the last thing on his mind until he comes face to face with spirited Andrea Lawrence.

Can Andrea learn to temper her freedom with society’s rules or will she lose the one man who truly understands her heart? Will Travis solve the mystery of who wants to incite the Natives, or will his passion for the spitfire win his heart?

Follow this sweeping love story spanning Virginia to New Mexico after the Civil War as two headstrong personalities clash. 
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LOS ALAMOS-1865

The horse and rider moved as one as they raced to the front of the house. The well-lathered stallion skidded to a stop then the rider slid off his back and raced into the house, up the stairs, and into one of the bedrooms. As the door slammed shut, Mrs. Ferguson let out a sigh and, wiping her hand on her apron, started up the stairs after her, feeling as though she were walking into the eye of a hurricane.

Andrea, or Andy as she was known to everyone, was in a fury.

“I won’t go. He can’t make me go east to stay with Uncle Nathan and Aunt Corrine. Why, I haven’t seen them since Mama died. Why must Father tell me I need to learn how to be a young lady, that I’ve had too much freedom for a girl?”

Her thoughts were in such a state, she never heard the knock at the door before “Fergy” opened it and started in. Andy spun around.

Her dark-red hair coming undone and tumbling in a mass down her back, and those green eyes, now almost black, made her look like one of those wild animals when they get cornered, thought Fergy.

“What do you want?” snapped Andy.

Mrs. Ferguson, who had watched Andy grow from a girl to almost a woman, was now forty-nine, slightly plump, but still agile. Her hair had once been a lustrous black, but now was streaked with a silvery gray that matched her gentle eyes. She was also still capable of dealing with Andy’s quick temper.

“Now, Andy,” scolded Fergy, shaking her finger at her. “Don’t go getting your back up at me! I’ve been through too many of your storms to be bowing to them now.”

Instantly regretting her outburst at this lady who has been like a mother to her, Andrea hugged her and in frustration cried, “Oh, Fergy, why is Papa sending me away like this? To not be able to ride Brava across the Plains or see the sun rise and set over the mountains or visit Joe Running Bear and his tribe for over a year will be the worst... I’ll just die if I can’t ride every day. I know I will.”

Pulling her handkerchief from her pocket, Fergy dried Andy’s eyes.

“Now, honey, your papa isn’t doing anything to you. He’s not trying to be mean. He loves you more than life itself, you know that. Why, he only wants you to be able to travel east and meet decent people, go dancing, and have a fine time being a lady. You know yourself, child, you can ride and shoot as well as any man, but you don’t know too much about being a lady or having fun with people your own age, and look at you...always wearing pants.”

Andy’s anger sparked again. “He doesn’t fool me for a second. He wants me to go east and find a husband and give him grandchildren.”

“And just what is wrong with that?” clucked Fergy. “You are a very beautiful woman who should be thinking of a man and babies instead of traipsing all over on that wild beast. Can’t you try and look at things from your papa’s point of view and do what he asks? He’s not a young man anymore, and you’ve got the rest of your life ahead of you. One year is all he is asking of you, and one year of your life is just a drop in the bucket if it will make him happy.”

Andrea studied herself in the mirror. She was pretty in a way, she supposed, but she didn’t think she was as beautiful as Fergy often said. She had let her mind wander and missed some of Fergy’s gentle lecture.

“What did you just say, Fergy?”

“You know, Andy, you cannot hide your feelings with those changeable eyes of yours. From the time you were old enough to show your temper, we always knew what your mood was.”

“What on earth are you talking about?” Andrea questioned, her interest roused.

Fergy shrugged. “I suppose there’s no harm in letting you in on our little secret now.”

“Fergy...” threatened Andrea.

“Oh, all right,” chuckled Fergy. “When you are happy, your eyes are as green as grass, but when you are angry or upset, like now, they turn almost black. Your eyes give you away every time, but don’t let it bother you, as most people wouldn’t even notice such things.”

Andy peered closely at her eyes in the mirror. “I can’t see any change.”

Fergy laughed again. “I wouldn’t expect you to. You just lie down and take a nap before supper, and then you and your papa can sit down and talk this thing through. I’ve got to get back downstairs and get busy or there won’t be any supper, and you know how your papa loves to eat.”

After she left, Andy lay across the bed, pondering what Fergy had said, and soon dozed off. She awoke with a start a short time later, freshened up, and, with one final check in the mirror, she went down to face the lion. Supper was always her favorite time of day because she and her father would discuss the workings of the ranch, her visits with Joe and his tribe, and any problems arising in the territory. Her father had long ago started voicing his thoughts to her and stated he found her to be as intelligent as any man. But, today, all her thoughts were on this stupid trip to Richmond.
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LATER THAT NIGHT, AT dinner

It troubled Andrew that, at eighteen, his daughter still preferred working with her horses and helping with the ranch to pursuing things other girls were interested in. Even the trip to her aunt Corrine’s was against her wishes. She had little opportunity to meet any young men of her station and seemed perfectly happy with things the way they were.

Noticing her agitation and guessing the reason for it, Andy’s father tried to casually broach the subject. “Daughter, you know I’ve made plans for you to go visit your aunt and uncle for a while...”

“Oh, Papa,” burst out Andrea, “I just can’t leave the ranch. I don’t want to have to constantly act like a lady and get all gussied up and go to dances and be a part of Aunt Corey’s boring teas. Sending me there is not going to make me happy. Can’t you see that? Won’t you please reconsider and let me stay here with you?”

Clearing his throat, Andrew Lawrence let his voice take on a gruff tone. “The arrangements have all been made, Andy. I want you to be under a woman’s gentle touch for a while. Lord knows, you’ve been left to your own resources for too long. Even Fergy, try as she might, can’t seem to keep you in this house long enough to teach you feminine things. You’re a young woman who should be thinking of finding a nice young man and starting a family. You can’t spend the rest of your life galloping all over the territory on that horse of yours.”

If Andrew Lawrence would have glanced up at that moment, he would have seen the glint in Andrea’s eyes, but he was uncomfortable about having to order his daughter, whom he loved more than life itself, to leave him, and so he focused his gaze on his plate and continued, “Major Brown’s wife just happens to be going to Richmond to visit her family, and she has graciously consented to accompany you to your aunt and uncle’s. You have always liked her, and I thought it would make your trip much more enjoyable to have another young woman with you. She has made the trip east many times. You will have to pack and be ready to leave on the Friday morning coach.”

“Is she a companion for me or someone to make sure I get to Richmond, Papa?” Unshed tears glistened in Andy’s eyes. She could see it was no use trying to change his mind. Once he decided something, that was it. Wasn’t she the same? Her appetite long gone, she set her napkin down and stood. “Papa, if you do this to me, I don’t think I’ll ever forgive you!” Andy stormed from the room.

Andrew Lawrence had a feeling she meant exactly what she’d said, but he only had her best interests at heart. Once she reached Richmond and got caught up in the life of a young Southern belle, she’d reconsider. At least, he prayed it would be so. No one could argue that she wasn’t his daughter, stubborn and short-tempered like he was, and it was his own fault. He had given her too much freedom for a girl.
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Chapter Two


[image: image]


––––––––
[image: image]


THE DAYS RACED BY AS Andy looked for a way out of her upcoming trip. Every chance she had, she rode Brava, visited the stable, and walked around the courtyard, trying to store mental images of everything for when she was in Richmond. She said goodbye to each ranch hand and spent one entire day with Joe Running Bear and his people. They were like family to her, too, and she was sure they would not be the same when she came back. She went out of her way not to talk to her father or even Fergy any more than she absolutely had to. She was behaving childishly toward them, but she couldn’t help herself.

The night before she was to leave, Fergy sat down on the edge of Andy’s bed and watched her finish packing. She was determined to speak her mind whether Andrea cared to listen or not.

“I know you are upset, and your temper is about ready to explode, but you must hear me out. You will not leave this ranch without saying a word to your father, do you hear me? You’ll break his heart if you get on that coach with things the way they are. Honey, I have watched you grow up and love you as if you were my very own. I would protect you with my life, if necessary, but, in this matter, I think your father is right. You don’t want to wake up someday and wonder where the years went, like I did, do you? By that time, it will be too late to go back and change things. Look at your Fergy, darlin’! I never had a child of my own, and thanks to your father, I’ve been able to ease that ache with you. If your father hadn’t come along when he did and offered me a job helping your dear mother with this house and you, why I don’t know what would have become of me. Now, as a favor to me, if nothing else, you go to your father, put your arms around him, and tell him you love him even though you don’t like what he’s doing.”

Fergy waited until Andrea climbed into bed then tucked her in as she had done so many times before, kissed her, and turned to leave. “Good night, love, sleep well.”

“Good night, Fergy.” Andrea’s voice cracked. “I love you.” Once Fergy closed the door behind her, Andy rolled over and sobbed into her pillow. Her childhood had come to an end, and she wasn’t sure she was ready for it.

Awake at sunrise, Andy stood at her window to watch the sun move up into the sky and remembered regretfully what day it was. Today, she would be leaving here. Her mind floated back to her conversation with Fergy, and she agreed that she could never leave without saying anything to her father. She thought she understood what it was costing her father to send her away for a whole year. She was all that he had left except for the ranch, and he would probably be lost without her here. Squaring her shoulders, she put a cold cloth to her red, tear-swollen eyes, took a deep breath, and dressed in comfortable traveling clothes for her journey. She couldn’t help wondering what the future held in store for her and had an eerie feeling that things would never be quite the same again.

As she started down the stairs, she heard voices in the dining room and knew Major Brown and his wife, Sara, were already there. Stopping for a moment just outside the doorway, she fixed a smile on her lips and went in. Sara Brown immediately rose and walked over to embrace Andy. With one arm still around her, she ushered her toward the table, chattering.

“I’m so happy that we will be traveling together. The trip gets very tedious with no one to talk to.” Looking at her husband, she laughed. “I didn’t mean you were tedious, Charles. I just meant...”

He gently kissed her on the temple and chuckled. “I know, I know. You women have so many more interesting topics to discuss, like the latest fashions or the newest tidbit of gossip. See, Andrew, what I will be up against until I get these two on that coach?”

“Oh, Charles.” Sara blushed.

Andrea could see that the major was teasing his wife and forced herself to join in the conversation with them. “Why, Major, are you telling us there is something that your military training failed to prepare you for?”

Major Brown lifted his eyes toward the ceiling and groaned.

After an indulgent smile at his daughter, Andrew Lawrence looked to the major and chided, “You can see why an old soldier like me is content to let you escort these two. My hide would feel more pricks on that short excursion than it felt during our entire campaign to Mexico City.”

“Well, ladies, since I am to be at your mercy, shall we get started for Santa Fe?” The major offered his arm to his wife.

“Major, a moment please?” Andy looked at her father and for just a fraction of a second saw great sadness in his eyes. In that small space of time, Andy thought he suddenly looked older, and her heart went out to him.

“Oh, Papa,” she cried and ran into his arms. 

He held her and, for the hundredth time since he made his decision, wondered if he shouldn’t tell her she didn’t have to go. 

Andy released her hold on her father and remarked, “A year won’t be so very long after all, will it? You take good care of Brava for me. And don’t work all the time.”

With that, father and daughter walked outside arm in arm. Andy stopped to hug Fergy. “Take care of him, Fergy,” she whispered. 

All Fergy could do was nod or that dam holding back her tears would surely burst. 

Andy hugged her father once more and softly said, “I love you.” Turning quickly, she climbed into the Browns’ carriage. 

The major saluted Andrew and started the horses away from the ranch. They were leaving, and Andrea kept sight of her father until he was just a speck on the horizon.
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SARA BROWN INTUITIVELY knew better than to say anything as she could well remember her first time leaving home. She simply reached over and patted Andrea’s hand. The first time is always the worst, she thought. Hadn’t she cried like a baby herself the day she and Charles were married and then had to leave immediately for his post out in the West? Leaving home and everything familiar was a terrifying experience when you were with someone you loved, let alone by yourself.

The carriage ride took a little over two hours during which time Andy alternated between feeling sadness and mentally scolding herself. As they neared Santa Fe, she attempted to apologize to Sara for being so withdrawn, but Sara just waved it aside with a smile. Feeling a little better, Andy could almost enjoy the scenery and began to chat about trivial things.

Sara commented to Andy that she thought Santa Fe was a pretty little town, even if it wasn’t Richmond. Most buildings were made of adobe with long poles protruding from under the roofs. There were only a few stores, but it always amazed Sara that the town seemed so busy with people moving all about. Andy didn’t know what Richmond was like to compare the two, but she had always loved coming into Santa Fe with her father.

The major pulled the carriage to a halt in front of the express office, deposited the luggage, and took his wife and Andy to the hotel for lunch. By the time they had finished dining, Charles had Andy laughing and thoroughly enjoying herself just as Sara knew he would. It made her feel so proud and full of love for this man of hers that she wanted to shout her love to the world. 

As they left the hotel, Andy hurried back ahead of the Browns and climbed into the coach so they could spend the last few moments alone together saying their goodbyes. Seeing the obvious love and devotion between them made Andy wonder if one day she would know that kind of love. Sara had no more gotten in and sat down when the driver climbed aboard, cracked his whip, and the horses pulled away. Sara and Andy both looked back at Charles and waved until he could no longer be seen.

Adjusting to the swaying and bumpy motion of the coach, they soon settled themselves for the oncoming darkness and dozed off. They would take the Santa Fe Trail all the way to St. Louis. The days seemed to merge together for the two travelers as they jounced over the rutted trail. Andy was amazed at what a good traveler Sara was proving to be. She didn’t seem to be affected by ether the elements around them or the lack of comfort the coach afforded. 

When the sun was at its peak, Andy found herself constantly wiping the droplets of perspiration from her face. It didn’t seem to help that they kept the shades pulled over the windows during the day. The dust and heat still seeped in, threatening to overpower them. When the coach stopped to change horses, the ladies were able to get out, walk around, and even get a bite to eat. The fare offered was plain but filling. These stops became welcome breaks in the monotony of the trip. Andy and Sara were both eagerly looking forward to reaching Fort Leavenworth, where they would spend the night. There, they would take long, leisurely baths, which they both sorely missed, and sleep in a real bed. Heaven itself.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter Four
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AS THE STAGE PULLED into Fort Leavenworth, Travis Winfield Scott also arrived. It had been a long ride from his ranch in Texas, and he felt like he was wearing half of the dirt from the trail. Only sleeping a couple of hours at a time and grabbing a bite while he rode, he had managed to make it there in record time. Now, he was looking forward to a bath, a bed, and a female in that order. Wondering why his uncle, the general, had insisted he meet him in Washington, DC as soon as possible and knowing he’d find out soon enough, Travis shrugged and headed toward the hotel. As he walked past the newly arrived stage, he noticed two ladies starting to alight. In a spur-of-the-moment decision, he offered the first lady his hand, and Sara murmured her thanks. Turning back to help the other female out, he saw her start to pitch forward. 

The heel of Andrea’s shoe had gotten tangled up in her petticoats. She knew she was going to meet the ground headfirst. By reacting fast, and catching her in his arms, Travis saved her from sprawling on the ground 

“Well, well, little one,” he chuckled. “Do you always make a habit of falling into men’s arms?”

For what seemed like only a moment, Andrea’s eyes were locked together with the clearest blue eyes she had ever seen, and she felt as though she was drowning in them. Realizing that she had been holding her breath, she slowly exhaled, and his remark finally penetrated her brain. Her temper flared.

“You pompous ass! First of all, I am not a little one, and secondly, if I had to fall again, I’m sure I’d prefer the ground over you!”

Travis watched, with keen observation, as those green cat’s eyes darkened to almost black and thought it was like watching a storm approaching.

“Well,” he drawled, “if you are sure that you’d prefer the ground...” He promptly let go of her, and down she went.

Andrea was so startled by his actions, she could only gape at him. Finally, realizing where she was, she got up and furiously dusted herself off. Of all the nerve. As she turned to follow Sara into the hotel with as much dignity as she could muster, she failed to see the amused glint in those blue eyes, and the bold perusal she was being given.

Travis laughed aloud as he headed for the saloon to wash down some of the dust he swallowed before going to check into his room.

The night spent at Fort Leavenworth restored all of their spirits. Sara and Andy went downstairs for breakfast where the aroma of food cooking made them positively ravenous. Bacon and eggs and pancakes with syrup were devoured until they both thought they would burst. Sitting over a second cup of coffee, they broke into a fit of giggles over the amount of food they had both managed to put away in such a short time. Since they already had their things packed and with them, they proceeded to the stage office. The driver brought the coach around just as they got to the front door.

“You ladies might as well get in,” called the driver as he jumped down. Helping the ladies in, he took to putting their luggage on top and then made his check of the wheels, axles, and the horses’ harnesses as he always did before starting out.

The women had been sitting patiently for what seemed like an awfully long time and were beginning to wonder at the delay. Sara leaned out the window. “Why are we not moving out, sir?”

“Sorry for the delay, ma’am. We’re going to be taking on another passenger, and he had to get his horse and gear,” the older driver explained.

Andrea watched the activity on the street as they settled back to wait when her attention was suddenly caught by one of the most beautiful horses she had ever set eyes on. She stuck her head as far out of the window as she could to get a better view. His coat was a rich sable color with a jet-black mane and tail. He was amazing...at least fifteen hands high, and Andrea was sure from her knowledge of horses that he was part Arabian. Her first thought was how she would love to match Brava up against this beauty in a race. What a pair they would make!

“Andrea, what has caught your attention?” questioned Sara.

“Oh, Sara, it is the most beautiful horse I have ever seen,” replied Andrea. “Besides Brava, of course.”

“Of course,” laughed Sara.

So intent on admiring the horse, Andy didn’t notice the man who was leading it toward the coach. As they both drew nearer, she glanced at him. How tall he is. The stage door opened and, removing his hat, he climbed in. Once more, she gazed into clear-blue eyes.

“Ladies.” He smiled, revealing even white teeth. “Seems we meet again.”

Lowering her eyes to stare at her hands, Andy couldn’t help thinking that smile made his face look so much younger and less harsh. Even Sara seemed to be at a momentary loss for words. He tipped his hat. “Travis Scott at your service.”

Sara, seeming unaware of the current flowing between Andy and this man, returned his smile. “Sara Brown, sir.” Then she turned toward her friend. “And this is Andrea Lawrence.”

Andy looked up at Travis again, and instantly a blush crept up her face. Why am I acting this way? He really will think I’m a child. She ventured a smile of sorts and looked back down at her clasped hands. Starting to get very angry at herself for being so foolish, she redirected her gaze out the window.

Travis noticed her eyes darken again and wisely settled back as if to doze off. So, her eyes do reflect her moods. Give her a couple of years. She’ll learn not to mirror her emotions. Emotions can either be a woman’s weapon or downfall. Hadn’t he learned the hard way that all females were scheming, conniving creatures?

As his eyes drifted closed, Andy couldn’t help peeping out from under her eyelashes to study him. A man of about twenty-six. His body exuded a tightly leashed strength and power. It felt almost like being in a cage with a wild animal. Worn but well-cared-for boots, long legs encased in pants like a second skin, the broadest chest and shoulders she had ever seen, and arms thickly muscled from what must have been years of strenuous work. His chin was firm and smooth, giving his mouth a sensual quality. The long straight nose led to those clear-blue eyes. All of which was set off by thick, crisp black hair that begged to be touched. He was the most handsome man she had ever laid eyes on—like that Greek god she had studied...what was his name again? Adonis, that was it, the perfect man. Suddenly she realized with the start that he had been awake all that time watching her. She quickly dropped her gaze to the floor, but not before seeing the glittering of amusement in his eyes. She just knew her face was beet red and could feel the tears springing up in the corners of her eyes. Andrea, don’t
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