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Chapter 1 

Not for the first time, Bridget snuck out of her father’s estate and towards the shipping port. The sun was starting to set, casting brilliant purples and pinks over the town. Bridget had lived her whole life in that sleepy little town. She knew nothing of any other place. But she wanted to change that because things were growing stale and boring for the young girl. She yearned for adventure and excitement — something she would never find in Rosemack. 

Out of the corner of her eye, she noticed a well-dressed gentleman. He used his cane to itch at the back of his neck before it returned to its proper position as a walking aid. Click. Click. Click. Bridget flinched every time she heard that sound. 

Before she could be spotted by this man, she ducked out of sight. She waited until he had passed her by before poking her head from the alleyway. It appeared he was headed towards her father’s estate. She cursed under her breath, thinking that she would need to race back to her home but thankfully, he veered left instead of right. 

Crisis averted. 

The last thing she wanted to do was stomach yet another awkward encounter with her husband-to-be. Frankly, she did not like the aristocratic banker one bit. And she didn’t trust anyone who still wore a monocle. 

But her father did not care about such things. As the mayor of Rosemack, he wanted his daughter to marry someone of esteem and societal status. Not once did he consider that perhaps her heart already belonged to another. 

Nicholas Byer. 

They had grown up together and over the years, a secret love had bloomed. If her father ever found out... well, there would be hell to pay. 

Still, being with Nicholas was well worth the risk. 

So, with that thought, she finally emerged from the alleyway and continued towards the docks. Buildings became shabbier and the streets narrower as she approached the poorest part of town. Children played with one another, their feet bare and dirty. 

Anyone else of Bridget’s social class would have turned up their noses at the sight of it all but Bridget was well accustomed to visiting Fisherman’s Row. She waved at a few familiar faces and when the sea breeze whipped through, she simply tightened up her shawl. 

Right by the water was where she needed to be. Right by the wharf was a row of houses. At one point, they had been painted with a rainbow of bright colors but the constant abuse of the ocean and its salty air had caused all those colors to fade.

Only the shadow of those colors remained. 

Nicholas resided in a green-tinted home with boarded-up windows. A band of thieves had targeted the area and had left with most of the Byers’ valuable possessions. Bridget had insisted on helping them at the time, but their pride had gotten in the way. To this day, their home still felt like a gutted mackerel. 

She knocked on the door. The wood was peeling away in large, flakey sheets. Bridget feared she would give herself splinters and lo and behold, when the door was pulled back, the wood grazed against her knuckles and drew a drop of blood. 

“Bridget...” Nicholas looked surprised to see her. “What are you doing here?” He noticed her cradling her own hand and he immediately examined it for himself. “You’re hurt.” 

“It is nothing.” 

Nicholas grumbled something underneath his breath that the woman could not quite understand. 

“Pardon?” 

“I said, your husband-to-be will not appreciate you damaging your pretty little hands like this.” 

“Nicholas...” 

He did not say another word as he pulled her towards the fire and guided her into a chair. “I will get a bandage.” 

“Do not bother. Truly, it is nothing.” 

Nicholas gave her a hard look that signified that he would get the bandage anyway. 

Bridget sighed. Ever since her engagement to Byron, their relationship had changed. He was cold and distant — pushing her away, it seemed. 

He returned and sat down in the chair adjacent to hers. Gently, he rested her hand on his lap and began to extract the tiny splinters that had become embedded in her skin. 

Bridget flinched but she did utter a single word in protest. 

“I came here to talk to you,” she said. 

“You should not be here,” he returned. “If someone were to find out —”

“I need you to know that I never agreed to marry that man. My father had it arranged without ever consulting me on the matter.” 

“It does not matter,” said Nicholas, his blue eyes as dark as a stormy sea. “Your father has already made his decision and there is nothing we can do about it, Bridget.” 

She rose to her feet. “So, that’s it? You’re just going to give up?” 

Nicholas raked his fingers through his hair. “No! That isn’t what I said. I want you, Bridget. You know that. And that I would give anything to be able to marry you...” 

“Then marry me!” 

“I can’t,” he said. “The whole town knows of your engagement to Byron...” 

Her eyes became glassy with defeat as she sunk into the nearby chair. “So, is there nothing we can do? Will I be forced to marry that man and live the rest of my life in misery?” 

“Bridget...” He reached for her arm but she jerked it away from my grasp. 

“Do not say my name. I thought that you cared about me — that perhaps you loved me. But I see now how wrong I was to think that.” In the blink of an eye, she was out the door and running down the cobblestone streets with tears in her eyes. It wasn’t fair. Why must she marry a man she did not love? 

The heel of her shoe became caught in a wedge. Her ankle twisted unnaturally and down she fell, a pained scream escaping her throat. 

Chapter 2 

Nicholas could not let her leave on such terms so he ran after her. After all, Bridget was the only woman with a claim to his heart. Everything about her made it quicken from the loveliness of her face to the sound of her laughter. He would be a damned fool if he allowed her to slip away thinking that he did not care for her. But did she not realize the impossibility of their situation. What did she expect him to do that would not jeopardize both their lives? 

A scream broke him away from his thoughts. He raced forward and found her sprawled in a circle of skirts. “Bridget!” 

She tried to push him away but he held her by the shoulders until she was forced to look him in the eye. 

“Are you hurt?” He asked. 

“My ankle,” she said. “I think I have twisted it.” 

“May I?” 

She nodded and held her breath as he lifted the hem of her dress to reveal her ankles. Just that simple gesture was enough to get her cheeks red hot. Should anyone see them, they might assume the worst. 

But Nicholas did not care about such things for he was much more concerned with her well-being. Cautious of her potential injury, he took her foot into his hand. “Does this bother you?” 

“No.” 

“And this...” His hand traveled to her ankle and squeezed it slightly. 

She drew in a breath through her gritted teeth. “Yes!” 

“Be strong for me for a moment,” he whispered. He allowed her a moment to compose himself before he attempted to rotate her foot. He did not manage very much before she was crying out. 

“Please... stop...” she gasped. 

Nicholas scooped her up off the ground and held her against his chest. The muscles of his arms bulged underneath his tan-colored skin. 

Bridget felt as if her whole face was aflame. She dared to look up and was struck by the handsomeness of the fisherman’s features. It was like she was seeing him for the very first time. Her heart grew heavy with longing. Oh, how she wanted this man but as always, he was just beyond her grasp. It was like life itself had a personal vendetta against them and their relationship. 

“What are you doing?” Bridget asked when she noticed that they were headed towards her father’s estate. 

“I am bringing you home.” 

“You can’t!” She exclaimed. “You know how my father hates you so. If he sees you carrying me with a twisted ankle, he will only think the worst. And you know it is impossible to reason with that man.” 

“Your well-being comes first. I know your father will get you the best doctor to treat that ankle of yours —” 

“I don’t care about my ankle!” 

“Bridget. Please.” He stopped and looked down at her lovely face. He desperately wanted to kiss her but to do so would bring repercussions that he wasn’t sure he wanted to face. “Byron is the better option. He will give you the life that I could never afford —”

“Do you think I care about that? I would rather be poor and live by your side —”

“I am not going to argue this with you, Bridget.” 

She was about to say something but they had reached the estate. Immediately, her heart turned to ice. She could not believe that this was happening — that Nicholas would throw away everything just to ensure that she received proper treatment for her ankle. “Pleased...” she begged of him but he was already knocking on the front door. 

The butler answered within a matter of minutes. He raised an eyebrow in question. 

“She had injured her ankle,” Nicholas announced. “I carried her here.” 

“What have you done to my daughter?” Came a deep, grizzled voice. A second later, thundering footsteps could be heard marching towards them. Mayor Jeremiah snatched up his daughter and tossed a deadly glare at the young man that stood at his doorstep. “I have told you time and time again to stay away from my daughter. This time, you are going to pay for it.” 

“Papa, no!” 

“Quiet, young lady! I will not hear a word from you.” His voice was so resolute that Bridget clammed up. 

“Get off my property.” 

“Her ankle is badly twisted. You should call a doctor —”

“Do you not think I know what is best for my own daughter?” He bellowed. “Of course I will call a doctor, you twit.” 

“Papa, there is no need for insults.” 

“Bridget.” 

She looked over at Nicholas in hopes that he might save her but there was really nothing for the young man to do. He was between a rock and a hard place. “I’m sorry,” was all that he said before he turned to walk away. 

Silence settled in the wake of the slamming door. 

“He will pay for this.” 

“He did nothing wrong, Papa.” 

“And you?” He deposited his daughter on a chaise lounge and paced the room. “How could you sneak out of the house to be with that man when you are engaged to another? Do you want the entire town to think that my daughter is a tart?” 

“That’s all you’ve ever cared about, isn’t it? You damned reputation —”

“Mind the way you speak to me, girl.” 

“Why should I when you’ve never minded anything I’ve said. I’ve expressed time and time again that I have no interest in marrying Byron and yet you force this upon me.” 

“He is a more suitable match than that vagrant of a man —”

“He is not a vagrant!” She shouted. “His name is Nicholas Byers and I love him!” 

A dark expression rolled across the mayor’s face. He only had one choice in the matter and that was to get rid of the threat before it became any more of a problem
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