

    
        
          Escape From Peconic Bay

        

        
        
          A Helen Dalton and Burke Conner WWII Era Romantic Suspense Novel, Volume 1

        

        
        
          J.A. Wallace

        

        
          Published by J.A. Wallace Publisher, LLC, 2024.

        

    


Book Title Copyright © 2024 by Joann Wallace (J.A. Wallace). All Rights Reserved. 

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without permission in writing from the author. The only exception is by a reviewer, who may quote short excerpts in a review. This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental. 

J.A. Wallace Publisher, LLC 

––––––––

Printed in United States of America

Contact 

JAWallacebook@gmail.com

––––––––

First Printing: 2024



  	
	    
	      Also by J.A. Wallace

	    

      
	    
          
	      A Helen Dalton and Burke Conner WWII Era Romantic Suspense Novel

          
        
          
	          Escape From Peconic Bay

          
        
          
	          The Betrayers

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Kate Cavanaugh Mystery

          
        
          
	          Murder on Caye Isle

          
        
          
	          The Murder of Micco Black

          
        
          
	          Murder on the Blue Swan

          
        
          
	          The Hunt For Sarah

          
        
          
	          The Blood Jewels

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          Kate Cavanaugh Mystery Collection

          
        
      

      
    
    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Also By J.A. Wallace

Dedication

CHAPTER ONE

CHAPTER TWO

CHAPTER THREE

CHAPTER FOUR

CHAPTER FIVE

CHAPTER SIX

CHAPTER SEVEN

CHAPTER EIGHT

CHAPTER NINE

CHAPTER TEN

CHAPTER ELEVEN

CHAPTER TWELVE

CHAPTER THIRTEEN

CHAPTER FOURTEEN

About the Author



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    For girls everywhere and those who love them.
To my editor: S.A. Waterhouse, my heartfelt thank you

      

    

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER ONE 
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Helen examined herself in the mirror. She was pretty enough, she supposed, with her blonde hair and blue eyes, her body fashionably slender. Her father often told her she was lovely, as lovely as your dear mother, he would say. From him, that was a great compliment. But being pretty didn’t matter as much to Helen as it should have, given that prettiness was a prized quality for an upper class New York debutante. What she really longed for was to do something meaningful with her life. 

She sighed as she let the towel drop to the floor and began to powder her body. The only meaningful thing she would likely ever do with her life would be to bear children and, hopefully, be a good mother and wife. It was supposed to be enough. The purpose of her degree from Barnard was to make her more appealing to eligible men of her father’s social class. And, in that, it had succeeded. She’d received three marriage proposals in the last year. She accepted Lawrence Dowd’s proposal because, well, she wasn’t exactly sure why. He worked for her father’s law firm, and her father seemed to like him. He was fun, she had to admit, and he didn’t bore her. 

Even though her degree gained her a highly eligible fiance, it didn’t lessen her restless desire to do something with the knowledge she had gained from her education, something more than preside over dinner parties and bear the requisite four children. Shrugging off these negative thoughts, she walked into her bedroom and slipped into the pretty pink dress her maid, June, had laid out for her. With an air of defiance, she ignored the silk stockings and slipped her bare feet into a pair of white pumps. 

Wearing hosiery in the middle of summer was ridiculous. "Rules, rules, rules," she muttered as she closed the door behind her and ran down the stairs to the kitchen, where Mrs. Burns was busy with the engagement party dinner preparations. 

She was dipping her finger into the creamy butter frosting for the engagement cake when her sister, Frances, rushed into the kitchen. Removing her hat and shaking her dark curly hair, she threw her riding crop down on the nearest chair and said, "Well, today's the day, Helen. You’re good and caught now." 

"I am," Helen said, licking her finger. 

au"Well, if you must be caught, you couldn’t do any better than Larry." 

"Don't let him hear you call him Larry. He hates it." 

Smiling, Frances picked up her hat and crop and said, "I must hurry and change before the guests begin arriving. I just couldn't resist one more ride on Willow before he's sold."

Helen watched her leave, thinking how different she and her younger sister were. Frances' life revolved around horses. She was an equestrian show jumping champion, like their father. She had no interest in college. Books bored her. Her dream was to breed champion horses. She would probably marry a horse breeder and end up living in England or some other horse breeding sanctum. There was no doubt that Frances was her father's favorite. They were like two peas in a pod. 

She, on the other hand, was closer to her mother, who shared her love of books and history. Her mother was her greatest champion in her efforts to become published at one of the many newspapers or magazines in New York. She’d recently submitted an article to the Metropolitan magazine, praising Eleanor Roosevelt's recent speech promoting the President's New Deal and the excellent opportunities opening to women in government and business. Even with the crash of 1929 and the economic collapse that followed, which still ravaged much of the country, jobs were beginning to open up for women. She was an avid proponent of the independence of women. She hoped she would not, once again, be rejected with a polite thank you note. No matter, she would keep trying. 

She stepped out onto the back porch and, taking a deep breath, gazed out over the lawn and the rows of flower beds that led to the water and the large white tent, where the hundred invited guests would dine. The tables, covered with light blue tablecloths and set with her mother's fine crystal and china, were adorned with white lilies, floating in crystal bowls. She wondered if her mother knew white lilies were the symbol of purity and fertility. 

She felt a slight chill as the breeze blew in from the bay. She should be happy, or at least happier than she felt. Lawrence was a great catch; even Frances had said so. He was handsome, intelligent, a Harvard educated attorney, and her father liked him. What was wrong with her? Why didn't it feel like enough? Lawrence wanted to make love to her before the wedding. She'd resisted because she thought she should be a virgin on her wedding night. But, did that even make any sense anymore in the modern world? Maybe she was just cold. When he kissed her and touched her, it felt good, but she didn't swoon like her friends did or go on and on passionately about it. 

Her thoughts were interrupted when she felt an arm go around her shoulder. "A penny for your thoughts," her mother said softly. 

"I was thinking how lovely everything looks with the flowers and the beautiful table settings. You did a wonderful job, Mama." 

Her mother gently squeezed her shoulder. "Well, it's not every day one of my daughters becomes engaged." 

By four o'clock, most of the guests had arrived, and couples were dancing to a trio playing Swing jazz music on a small stage by the bay. Waiters strolled among the guests with glasses of champagne. At five o'clock, the guests were seated for an early dinner, and her father gave a toast to her and Lawrence. 

As they were beginning dinner, her brother, Adam, burst into the tent, grabbed a glass of champagne from a passing waiter, and said, "I'm so sorry I'm late for Helen's engagement party, but I had a kidney stone that needed attending to. It couldn't wait, I'm afraid." 

There was loud laughter from some and confused looks from others. "For those of you who don't know, I'm doing my internship at Massachusetts General Hospital. I'm happy to say the patient survived, and I’m here to toast my very lovely sister, Helen, who always looked out for me, was my greatest defender, and kept me out of trouble with mom and dad, which was no easy task." He raised his glass. "You're one hell of a lucky man, Lawrence. I don't need to tell you to take good care of Helen. To the happy couple," he said, taking a sip of champagne. 

After dinner, Lawrence and Helen visited each table for a few minutes to chat with their guests. Mrs. Lund, who was their closest neighbor and whose husband was a mathematician at Princeton University, introduced a short man with wild, white hair and a large, bushy mustache. "May I introduce Dr. Albert Rivken? He works with my husband and is visiting us for a few days. He kindly agreed to escort me as my husband is under the weather with a cold." 

Lawrence extended his hand, saying, "How do you do, sir." 

Helen, who knew about Dr. Rivken, a renowned German mathematician and physicist, sat in the empty chair beside him and said, "Dr. Rivken, I'm so honored to meet you. I’m hearing many disturbing things about Hitler and the new government in Germany." 

"Helen," Lawrence said, gently pulling her from the chair. "I don't think this is the time for such a conversation." 

"Oh, yes, of course. Please forgive me," Helen said, allowing Lawrence to move her along to the next table. 

Later, when Mrs. Lund and Dr. Rivken were leaving, she whispered in Helen's ear, "Things are not good in Germany, especially for the Jews, but for many other people, too. I'm sure everything you've heard is true and even worse than we might imagine. I'm very glad that Albert is here in America." 

She gave Helen a hug, then looked her in the eye and said, her expression serious, "I want to personally congratulate you on your engagement, my dear. Marriage is such a very important step in one's life, maybe the most important. We are choosing our life companion, after all, aren't we?" She turned to Rivken. "Come along, professor; Donald will be waiting for us." 

Helen watched them leave, pondering Mrs. Lund's words, when her mother whisked her away to chat with the Morrisons. It wasn't until almost an hour later that she realized she hadn't seen Lawrence for a while. 

"I think I saw him heading toward the stables," Adam said. 

How odd, what would Lawrence be doing at the stables? He enjoyed riding, but certainly not now and not in his dress clothes, she thought as she walked briskly toward the stables. It was after eight o'clock, and the sun was setting quickly. A soft light glimmered inside the stable office used by their horse trainer, Harry Evans. She peeked into the window as she passed by and saw two people inside, a man and a woman. 

She blinked to be certain what she was seeing was real. When she opened her eyes, they were still there. The woman lay on Harry's desk, her legs wrapped around the man, her silk panties dangling from one foot. The man was bent over her, his pants down around his ankles. She heard the woman say something like, "Oh, Larry, yes." 

She stood frozen in place, unable to register what she was seeing and hearing. Larry? Her brain asked. And then the woman turned her head toward the window and looked into her eyes. It was Frances. Someone screamed. She wasn't certain if it was her. 

The man turned his head and said, "Oh, my God, Helen." She felt herself slide down the side of the building. 

At the sound of the scream, Harry came running from his upstairs apartment over the stables to find Helen crumpled on the ground in front of the office. He reached down, picked her up in his arms and, glancing inside the window, saw Frances and Lawrence frantically scrambling into their clothes. He didn't waste any time but hurriedly carried Helen back to the main house. 

On the way, he met Adam, who was running toward the scream. "They're in the office," Harry said. "No time to explain. Hurry." Adam nodded and ran toward the stable office. 

Mr. Burns, the butler, stood by the open door as Harry rushed up the porch stairs. "Get a doctor," Harry ordered, pushing past the butler into the entryway. 

Helen's mother stood at the bottom of the stairs, staring in horror at the sight of her unconscious daughter. Pulling herself together, she said, "This way," leading Harry up the stairs to Helen's room. 

Mr. Burns knocked sharply before opening the library door. Looking up from his desk, Randall Dalton said, “What's going on, Burns? Sounds like a lot of commotion." 

"It's Miss Helen, sir. There's been some kind of accident. Harry brought her home. She's unconscious. We think the doctor should be called." 

"My God," Randall said, picking up the phone. "I'll get Dr. Briggs. Find out what the hell happened." 

"Yes, sir," Burns said, closing the door and returning to the foyer. He was wondering what his next steps should be when Adam burst in dragging Frances by the arm. 

"Burns, go stop Lawrence before he takes off. He's headed for his car." 

"Yes, sir," Burns said, hurtling out the door and running across the driveway to where the cars were garaged. He reached Lawrence as he was getting into his car. "Mr. Lawrence, sir, you need to come with me." 

"I can't, Burns; I'm late as it is. I must get going." 

Burns placed his ham-sized hand around Lawrence's arm and squeezed. "I'm sorry, sir, but you must come with me. Mr. Dalton wants to see you." Lawrence slumped a bit and allowed Burns to lead him back to the house. 

When they entered the foyer, the door to Randall's library was open, and they could hear Adam shouting. "You have ruined yourself and brought shame on our family. Tell Father what you and that crumb, Dowd, were up to. Go ahead, tell him, or I will." 

Adam turned as Burns brought Lawrence into the library. "Sit down, Dowd," he said icily. 

Lawrence glanced at Frances, who was shaking with either fear or anger; he wasn't sure which. You couldn’t always be certain with Frances. When a tear ran down her face, he knew it was fear. He sighed, leaning forward and clasping his hands together. He didn't know how he was going to get out of this mess. Helen was the ultimate prize, the most eligible debutante in New York, and he had caught her. The problem was that it was Frances who made his heart pound and his knees weak. Frances with her demands, her opinions, and her pouting when she didn't get her way. Frances, who was not slender and sleek and polished but curvy and athletic. Frances, who could tell a good joke with the best of them. He turned toward her, and she smiled sadly at him. At that moment, he knew he could never marry Helen. It was Frances he loved, and Frances he wanted to marry. 

"Burns, Adam, please excuse us," Randall Dalton said. 

“Yes, sir,” Burns said, turning to leave, but Adam hesitated. 

"Now, Adam. I want to speak to Frances and Lawrence alone." Reluctantly, Adam followed Burns out. 

Randall turned first to his daughter, who sat with her head lowered. His voice hard, he said, "Look at me, Frances." When she didn't look up, he demanded again, "Look at me." Slowly, she raised her head and looked into the eyes of her beloved father, once warm and caring, now cold as stone. "You have irreparably broken this family with your selfish and base desires." Frances crumpled into the chair and wept under her father's withering gaze.

“Sir,” Lawrence said, reaching out to take Frances’ hand. “Please, it wasn’t Frances. It was me. 

It was all my fault." 

Randall turned his gaze to Lawrence. "You're right about that, Dowd. This entire sordid affair is entirely your fault. And you're the one who is going to fix this mess as much as it can be fixed." Dowd remained silent, not certain exactly what was expected of him. 

Turning again to his daughter, Randall said, "Go upstairs, clean yourself up, and pack a bag." Frances looked at him, fear crossing her face. "You'll be leaving this house tonight." 

"Daddy," she whispered. 

"Do as I say. When you're packed, come back to the library." She hesitated, whimpering. "Now, Frances. Do it now." 

"Sir, please don't do this." 

"You," Randall snarled. "You get out and wait in the foyer until I call you." 

"Sir, please." 

"Get out," Randall ordered, standing and shouting, "Burns!" The door immediately opened. "Get this man out of my library and hold him in the foyer." 

"Yes, sir." 

Frances climbed the stairs slowly. Fighting back tears, she stopped for a moment at the top of the stairs. The door to Helen’s room was open, and she could see her mother standing on one side of the bed, holding Helen’s hand as the doctor examined her. She let out a small cry, quickly covering her mouth with her hand. Adam, who stood at the end of the bed, turned his head. Staring into her eyes, his face expressionless, he walked to the door and silently closed it. 

Shuddering, Frances ran to her room, threw herself on her bed, and wept. Her life was ruined. And Helen, what would become of Helen? Oh, God, she had made a mess of everything. What was the matter with her? But she knew what the matter was, it was Larry. From the moment she first looked into his eyes, she had been enthralled by him. When he smiled at her, her heart skipped a beat, and she felt something deep within herself tremble.

––––––––
[image: ]


IT WAS JULY 4, 1935, and guests were beginning to arrive at the Dalton annual Fourth of July party. The entire Hamptons community could be expected to stop by for a cold beer, now that prohibition was becoming a dim memory, and talk politics with Daddy, who had served as an advisor to Governor, now President Roosevelt. Helen had invited a young attorney, who worked in Daddy’s office, to the party. This was quite unusual for Helen, who focused on her studies and rarely dated. 

“Frances, Frances,” Helen called, waving her arm. “Come here for a moment.” 

Smiling, Frances walked toward her sister, who was standing beside a tall, blonde man who was holding a large glass of beer. “Frances, this is Lawrence Dowd. Lawrence, my sister, Frances.” 

Frances extended her hand and felt his hand wrap around hers like a caress. She gazed up into a pair of sky blue eyes that assessed her from head to foot in one smooth gaze. If Frances had been the type to swoon, she would have swooned. Instead, she smiled and said, “How do you do, Mr. Dowd.” 

He held her hand a moment longer and said, “Please call me Lawrence. I hope I can call you Frances.” 

“Of course, Lawrence,” she replied, slowly extricating her hand from his. 

It wasn’t until much later in the evening that she saw Lawrence again. She was in the barn, visiting Willow, her father’s new thoroughbred. He was a beauty, and Daddy was letting her train him for the National Horse Show next year. She was rubbing Willow’s nose when she heard a noise by the door. Turning, she said, “Who’s there?” 

“It’s me, Lawrence. I think I’m lost. I made a wrong turn somewhere on my way back to the house.” 

She laughed. “Come meet Willow, my new love.” 

He walked up behind her and said, “He’s quite a handsome fellow.” 

“Yes,” she said, turning toward him. “Handsome and strong. I’m training him, and, together, we’re going to win next year’s Nationals.” 

She looked up and felt herself falling into his eyes. For a long moment, they didn’t move, then he reached out and touched her dark curls, running his finger across her cheek and over her lips. She sucked in her breath, her eyes never leaving his. He lowered his head and brought his lips to hers. Her head began to spin, and her heart pounded. Something deep within her was unleashed, and she pressed herself against him. He deepened his kiss, his tongue exploring her mouth. She kissed him back as he caressed her breast, moaning as he ran his hand over her hip and across her buttocks, pulling her even closer against him. 

“No,” she said. “Stop, please stop. We can’t do this.” She pulled away from him, straightened her clothing and said, “Please, you must go, please.” 

He stepped back reluctantly, his eyes probing hers. “Frances, there’s something between us. You can feel it. I know you can.” 

Unsettled, she shook her head. “No, go. You must go now and never say anything about this, ever.” 

He hesitated, began to say something, then turned abruptly and left her standing next to the stallion, shaking and confused.

Frances was able to push thoughts of Lawrence to the back of her mind and successfully avoid him for the remainder of the summer. When he did come to the farm to visit, she would find an excuse to busy herself with the horses. He didn't try to seek her out, which both relieved and disappointed her. 

In the fall, when the family returned to their Manhattan townhouse, Frances remained at Peconic Bay assisting Harry with training the horses stabled at the farm. In early December, her father asked her to help him at his law office. They were short-staffed, and he needed assistance with the preparation of hundreds of Christmas holiday cards the firm mailed each year. She could find no good reason to decline. 

Her father set her up, with the assistance of two office clerks, in a small office near the coat room. They had only a few days to prepare the cards for mailing. The two clerks, each armed with a list, typed the envelopes, while Frances stamped the law firm's name inside the card, inserted the card, and sealed the envelope. She was both bored to the gills and nervous that she would bump into Lawrence. Her father's law firm was on two floors. Most of the attorney’s offices were on the second floor so, hopefully she could get through this without running into him. But it was not to be. The next morning as she was stuffing envelopes, a shadow crossed her desk. 

She looked up into the blue eyes that haunted her dreams. "Hello, Frances. Your father mentioned you were here. How have you been?" 

She stared at him. Her heart pounded, and that strange feeling deep inside began swirling around, like ocean waves pounding the sand. "Hello, Lawrence," she said, feeling herself once again falling into those eyes. 

"It's almost lunch time. Let me take you to lunch. There's a nice little restaurant around the corner." 

"I don't know, Lawrence. We really have a lot of Christmas cards to prepare." 

"I told your father I was taking you to lunch. He's fine with it. Come on. Get your coat. You need to eat." 

Damn, she wanted to go. Of course she wanted to go. He was the most exciting thing that had ever happened to her. But she couldn't. He was Helen's boyfriend, and Helen was hinting they were about to become engaged. 

"Thanks, Lawrence, but I don't think so. I really need to keep at these cards." 

"I'm not taking no for an answer. What would your father think? Come on. Let's get you out of this tomb for a while. It's cold, but the sun is shining. Come on," he said, reaching out and taking her hand. 

He took her to a small Italian restaurant two blocks from the law firm. The waiter led them to a booth at the back of the restaurant as if he sensed they were lovers. Lawrence helped her out of her coat, leaning his head close to hers. Her heart pounded, and she shivered slightly as he slid into the seat beside her, their knees touching. The waiter brought a decanter of the House wine and Lawrence poured her a glass. 

He touched her glass with his and said, "You look even more beautiful than the last time I saw you." 

She stared at him, unable to respond. He reached out his hand and covered hers. "Frances, I've missed you. There's something between us and, clearly, it isn't going away." 

She didn't remove her hand, even though she knew she should have. This was madness. This man was going to marry her sister. She looked into his eyes and said, "We shouldn't do this, Lawrence. It isn't right. You know it isn't right." 

His thumb ran across her hand, and she felt herself tremble. "I know, Frances. We are in a mess, but I can't stop thinking about you, and when I'm near you, I can't help myself." 

He lifted her hand and, turning it over, kissed her palm. Her eyes closed, and she swayed slightly, thinking she might faint. He continued to hold her hand as they stared into each other's eyes and sipped the wine. They never did order lunch. When the check came, he helped her into her coat, kissing her neck. She leaned against him for a moment and sighed. 

When he dropped her back at the office, he said, "I'll be waiting outside at five o'clock. Tell your father you're having dinner with friends." 

"I don't know, Lawrence. We shouldn't do this." 

He pulled her to him, kissing her, and said, "I know we shouldn't do this. But we must. Don't you see? We have no choice. Our bodies are straining for each other. Please, we must. I'll be here at five o'clock waiting for you." He kissed her again, reached out, and opened the door. 

At five o'clock, she stood at the curb, waiting for him. When he drove up, she slid into the car, and he immediately pulled her to him, kissing her. She rested her head on his shoulder as he pulled the car back into traffic. He lived in an apartment on the second floor of a townhouse, not far from her father’s law firm. She was a bit surprised to find it was not a typical messy bachelor apartment but tastefully decorated in the currently fashionable art deco style. 

He hung her coat in the entry closet and led her into the living room. “I’m having whiskey and soda. Would you care for a glass of wine?” 

“I’ll have a whiskey, too, please,” she said, turning to look out the window, overlooking the tree lined street below. 

“Here you go,” he said, coming up behind her. They clinked glasses, and he said, “To the many complexities of life.” 

She frowned. “That’s not amusing, Lawrence.” Putting down her drink, she started toward the door and said, “I can’t do this.” 

He pulled her back to him and kissed her. She sighed into his kiss, moaning when he caressed her mouth with his tongue. Lifting her in his arms, he carried her into the bedroom. Whatever Frances had imagined lovemaking entailed in her innocent mind, she could never have imagined the ecstasy of her experience with Lawrence. 

Later, he cradled her in his arms, her leg thrown over him. She never wanted to leave him, but this could not happen again. It shouldn’t have happened at all, but she wasn’t sorry. She would never be sorry. 

“Larry,” she said, lifting herself up on her elbow. “We can’t do this again.” 

“How can we not do this again? I want to do it again right now,” he said, kissing her. 

“No,” she said, sitting up. “What about Helen? You’re going to marry Helen?” 

“How can I do that now? It’s you I want.” 

“No, no. You must marry Helen. We can never tell anyone this has happened. Never.” 

“But, Frances, this has happened. We can’t undo it.” 

“I know,” she said, a tear running down her cheek. “I know. But we must never do it again or discuss it with anyone. It must be our secret. Don’t you see? We can’t hurt Helen or my parents. What would they think? No
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