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Let justice be done though the heavens should fall. ~ John Adams


New York, 1778

Chapter One
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The room lay still. A single lamp’s light cast a shadow across the walls while Rupert Arnett sat behind his littered desk and wrote furiously. Deep in thought, he dipped his pen in his inkwell and wrote between the printed lines of the paper. The words disappeared quickly when they dried, as if he hadn’t written anything at all.

The whole of his intent lay with the hidden words, exposed only after heated by a flame of a candle. His life and those associated with him depended upon the secrecy of the invisible words.

“I suppose I should go now.” A feminine voice broke the silence from the bed behind him. She swung her shapely legs to the side of the bed, reached for a night robe at the foot of the mattress and wrapped it around her bare body. “Rupert, you have no more use for me?”

She received no answer. She cleared her voice loudly. Rupert paused, and glanced around. He smiled slightly as if the realization dawned upon him she was still in the room. He watched her step barefoot upon the wooden floor beneath her.

“Ah, sorry, my love. I didn’t want to forget everything you told me.” With the greatest of efforts, he pushed his chair back and rose. “Do you want me to escort you back or is it fine for Nat to do so?”

Ruefully, she smiled at her lover. “Another, you know, might take offense to being treated such.”

“But you know me well, Susanna, and understand the importance of what we do.” He slipped his arm around her and pulled her into an embrace. “You do understand?”

She placed a kiss upon his lips and then answered wryly, “Very well. And with that, I’m going. Oswyn will be home shortly, I am certain. Not that he asks or cares, but I do understand the need to be cautious. We do not want to raise suspicion.”

Rupert’s eyes glanced over her body once more before he released her. “It will do well to meet at week’s end.”

“I may not have any more information for you by then,” she answered.

“There are times when I want only to see you.”

A smile curved to her lips. “We shall see.”

She walked across the room and gathered up her clothing. He said nothing while she dressed. He walked over and helped her tie up the back of her gown. He leaned down and kissed her neck.

She glanced back as she opened the door. “I believe I can make it.”

He nodded. A moment later, he stared at the closed door where Mrs. Suzanne Millbury had just departed. Well over a year ago, the cool, stoic beauty had entered his newspaper office and had intrigued him immediately, knowingly handing over papers to him that brought her family to ruin.

Her family! Vast extremes! Her grandfather, Alexander Clay, had been a hard fast Loyalist, intent upon the destruction of all that stood in his path. Her cousin, Hannah, a lovely unassuming Patriot, had almost single-handedly given the British its greatest defeat so far in the colonies’ fight for independence.

The British had greatly underestimated Hannah Corbett. The Brits had allowed her to walk within their social world and collect information with ease until the end, when she had copied word for word the British military plans for Saratoga under their very noses.

But now she was gone. Her network had been dismantled, leaving only a void to be filled by his network.

The spy ring his childhood friend, Major Benjamin Tallmadge, established where the operatives were known only by numbers and aliases. No one else, except Tallmadge, knew all who was in the network, not even Washington himself.

The circle depended upon this secrecy, for all were embedded within the British occupation with only one thought in mind—freedom. A commitment so deep, that all lay their lives on the line in constant danger for this cause. For now the cause depended upon them and the information they could discover.

Rupert knew his role well, posing as a Loyalist newspaper man. His paper supported the propaganda the British wanted proclaimed across New York City. He gave the British what they wanted. His mercantile store offered a perfect cover to deliver his camouflaged messages to the courier, Giles Cooper...Hannah’s husband.

In truth, Hannah had been a thorn in his side from the moment he met her, but he couldn’t deny her effectiveness. That was until the whole of her network exploded, when the British suspected her activities. In turn, it led to the desperate need for his ring of spies.

Nor could he ignore her intelligence in the way she had brought her grandfather to ruin. Alexander Clay was once one of the most powerful men in New York City, but he was also the man Hannah held responsible for the death of her family in Williamsburg. In the end, her grandfather paid for his deeds; he lost everything and died a horrible death on board the Jersey, the notorious British prison ship.

With her network imploding, Hannah had to disappear. Circumstances dictated she had to stay within British-occupied territory, which worried Rupert to no end, but at the moment she and her secrets were safe. Then, to his dismay, she had married a vital link to the ring—Giles.

Giles, a tavern owner back in Rupert’s hometown of Setauket, ran as an unsuspecting courier for the ring. He made constant trips back and forth to New York on the premise of needing supplies for his tavern and store.

Susanna had been a loose end, left alone in New York. Caught in a marriage of her grandfather’s making, Susanna lived with her elderly husband, Oswyn Millbury, a Loyalist merchant. Her mother and sister, Camilla, had moved to England after Camilla married a British officer.

Rupert’s mind wandered back to the moment Susanna cornered him at a dinner party. Calm and cool, she invited him to walk in the garden with her. Beautiful in the moonlight, her blonde curls were pulled back in such a way that called attention to her large, shimmering blue eyes and creamy smooth complexion.

He couldn’t deny his eyes devoured the sight in front of him. He remembered every detail of her appearance in the pale pink gown cut to set her figure off to perfection. Susanna, though, had not minced words. She told him plainly her conclusion that he held Patriotic views.

“Hannah wouldn’t have given you those papers without a purpose, and confidence in what would be accomplished with them. And you did well, Mr. Arnett.”

At first, concern surged within him at her accusation, but quickly the situation soon became beneficial to him. Not only did she offer to become an informant, she had...well...it was understandable the two of them would be drawn to each other.

Comfort sought in the midst of the cold reality of the war. If only for a brief escape, he drowned in the scent from her skin, the touch of her soft, warm lips...

He had cautioned Susanna of the danger, but he need not have bothered. She was perfectly aware of the price that would be paid if caught, the price any would pay. New York had changed over the last couple of years under British occupancy.

The war had not gone as planned for the arrogant British. And with that, gone was any leniency toward the Patriots.

No one involved with the network lived with any illusions, none more so than Susanna herself. Seemingly so cold and frigid on the surface, she took her life in her hands by becoming one of his best informants.

He had warned her, though, he could offer her no protection if caught. As her cousin before her, she seemed to give no thought to her own safety, but unlike her cousin there seemed to be no fire to survive. It was as if she were upon a mission of her own.

Besides Tallmadge, only Rupert knew her identity and her purpose. To his spy ring, she was known simply as Agent 355.

Rupert turned again to his desk. He had much to do. Rumors abounded in New York. He had no doubt that General William Howe would soon be replaced, especially after the loss at Saratoga. The talk was that General Henry Clinton would step into the position of Commander-in-Chief of His Majesty’s Army in the colonies.

Then there was the Southern Campaign that had become a subject of contention. The word trickling back in was Washington’s army was having a devil of a time this winter. No, even after such a great victory at Saratoga, the war was far from over...neither was his work.

* * * *
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Despite the war, Rupert would not dispute the fact that he had done well for himself over the last few years. He owned not only the Loyalist, the most highly circulated newspaper in New York, but he operated the Green Lion, a popular coffee house among the British ranks.

The Green Lion was situated on the corner of Broadway and Dyes. The Loyalist was attached to the coffee house and across the street from the mercantile store he held in partnership with James Rivington. He had chosen his editorial office with care: above the coffee house, which gave him a better view of the activity in the street.

Rupert had taken great pride in his organization skills. He liked to be in control...needed the control he welded for his purpose.

He played a dangerous game with the fine line he walked between both worlds, the British and Americans. His close ties to the British allowed him accessibility, but never could he proclaim his true feelings. To the world, he was a Loyalist. If the British got an inkling of what he was doing, it would mean not only his life, but others...the entire network.

He well understood the absolute need for secrecy. It was what bothered him at the moment. He put down his pen, got up and rounded the desk to look out the window.

He watched the bustling street from his office window. All seemed normal, but he was nervous, with good reason. He had rushed to prepare this message. The information that Susanna gave to him was of the utmost importance. Time was of the essence.

The British counterfeiting Continental money had always been a concern. If Susanna’s information held merit, it seemed that the British had gotten their hands on the exact paper the Continental Congress used to print the money.

The money needed to be recalled—immediately—or there would be dire consequences. If the British had their way, the American’s money would become useless. Thus, Congress would be unable to finance the war raging around them.

Rupert prayed he had not called attention to himself. He had added to Giles’ order this morning and left the message in the goods. He hoped Giles didn’t question the extra tea. He hadn’t a choice. Giles wouldn’t make another trip to New York for another two weeks.

If he missed him today, he would have to make other arrangements...which would deviate from the normal routine. Normalcy was vital so not to call attention to themselves.

Looking below, he caught sight of a couple of British officers as they walked down the street. He eyed them carefully. He recognized one immediately.

Devil be all! He’s back! There was no mistaking the officer. Walking with an air of confidence and arrogance, the tall handsome officer could be none other than Major John Andre, an old acquaintance and a shrewd one.

Rupert’s heart raced when he saw Giles cross the street into the mercantile. Major Andre pointed toward an enlisted soldier. The soldier halted. Andre nodded and continued into the Green Lion. Good Lord! Andre was watching Giles!

Calm yourself! Rupert breathed deep. There was no way for Major Andre to even suspect their deception, much less the method they used. It was Giles’ typical behavior to be in New York, to collect inventory for his tavern and general store in Setauket.

The two never met unless Giles came in for refreshment at the Green Lion before he headed back to Setauket, and only then they gave each other a casual greeting. How often had Giles called him paranoid! Rupert ignored the comment. He had no defense for it. He was.

Rupert had reason. His patriotic calling had not emerged in his youth. No, his focus at that time was upon making his fortune. Only with the events over the last few years had he questioned his loyalty to the Crown, beginning with reading Common Sense, as had so many others.

Raised a moderate Quaker, he realized he would never forsake his value on a person’s life. He stayed in the background of the turmoil until the British had occupied his home in Setauket, insulted his father, destroyed his property, and threatened his father and him with prison if he did not swear allegiance to the king. The flames of freedom burned within him upon that knowledge.

From across the street, Rupert watched in alarm as Giles walked toward the coffee house. Rupert shook his head. Major Andre may not suspect their mission, but this was no coincidence. Rupert didn’t believe in them.

He turned abruptly toward his open door. He had to get downstairs. He had no choice but to discover Major Andre’s reason for visiting this afternoon.

Rupert stood at the top of the stairs for only a moment and assessed the situation. Giles talked to another patron. The large robust man would be impossible not to notice.

Rupert glanced around to where Major Andre had taken a seat with his companion, an officer who was unfamiliar to him. Major Andre’s attention lay upon Giles. Then he glanced upward. A smile emerged as his sight set on him. Rupert returned the smile and made his way down the stairs, while he ignored Giles.

“Major Andre, a pleasant surprise. I hadn’t realized you were back in New York.” Rupert walked up to the table.

“Please, Mr. Arnett, join us. I want to introduce you to Lieutenant Bradford, Harold Bradford. He just arrived from England.”

Rupert sat and gestured for a drink to join his companions. “So, Major, can I be of service to you? News from England to relate?”

“Ever one for a story, are you not, Rupert?” Major Andre leaned back in a relaxed manner and studied Rupert. “No, I have no stories I want written. I came for information.”

“You know me, Major. Always willing to help if you have need of it.”

Major Andre’s face broke into a wide grin. “That I know.” He nodded toward Giles, whose back was turned from them. “I believe you may have an inkling of what holds my interest.”

He maintained his composure. Rupert half turned and glanced over at Giles, who seemed unaware he was being observed. “I suppose, but I’m confused. Is there an issue that I’m not aware of?”

Andre sat back upright and shook his head. “No. I want only to confirm the news I have received.”

Then he went silent. Giles stood and took a coin from his pocket. He tossed it on the table before he headed toward the door. He casually walked by the table and acknowledged Rupert. “Good day, Rupert.”

Rupert nodded and returned the greeting. “And to you, Giles.”

Giles stared at Major Andre, making Rupert nervous. Rupert relaxed only when Giles continued on his way. Rupert turned back to the major. Andre said nothing more until Giles disappeared from view.

“It is he,” Andre said. He took a sip of his cup. “The man that wench married.”

Rupert shrugged. “Yes, I do believe he married the woman you wanted watched. I relayed the information to you at the time, as well as the birth of the child. A boy.”

Looking deadly serious, Andre placed his glass down. “Alive and well, I take it. I was surprised to hear she married, but it matters not. Though, I do hate my plans to go awry. You said you knew this man personally.”

“An acquaintance at best, if I was honest, Major. He was...how should I say this? Not within my circle. His father owned a small farm not far from my home. He came from humble beginnings. Over the last few years, he has done well for himself. Profited, I imagine, from his association with you British. His business seems to have flourished under your occupation.”

“So you are certain he is a Loyalist.”

“You are asking me, Major? Is there a question? For I thought it was common knowledge he stood behind the British.”

“For the most part, it would seem so. You have to understand my caution. I have heard he associates with some of the known Patriot sympathizers.”

“In that I wouldn’t know. With whom does he associate?” Rupert asked as nonchalantly as he could manage.

Andre stared straight at Rupert. “The Becketts.”

A laugh escaped Rupert. “Judge Beckett? If that is what concerns you, you will have to watch all of Oyster Bay. Beckett is harmless. He barks loud and makes his opinion widely known. If you were concerned that Giles Cooper is hiding an allegiance, I believe he would be craftier than that. Why, I have even heard Beckett has entertained your soldiers with his stories! He’s a loud old man who wants attention. He’s friend to everyone in the area.”

“I did not say it concerned me. I wanted only your opinion, which seems to be what the majority hold—that this Beckett is harmless. Except he was arrested last week in New York, loudly espousing his views in the streets.”

“Arrested, you say. That surprises me. I had not heard,” Rupert admitted.

“I wager mostly because he has worn on the nerves of those in charge,” Andre said bluntly, motioning with his hands that it seemed trivial. “My only concern lies with this child. I would hate to have him in a home of questionable loyalties.”

“You have me confused, Major. You indicated it wasn’t a concern when Miss Corbett decided to stay with the Coopers instead of at my home.”

“I suppose at the time I imagined the child would never survive, given all she endured before the birth. Let us say I would be deeply indebted to you if you keep your eyes and ears open.”

“For what reason?”

“Let us just say as a personal favor to me.”

“But of course.”

Rupert breathed easier. Andre only wanted another’s opinion, another’s eyes on the child. If Andre had any real questions about Giles’ loyalty, he would have already acted. Rupert was confident of that fact, but it brought about another worry.

If Andre was watching the child, that meant that in time Durham...General Marcus Durham...could learn of his existence. And if that happened, all hell would break loose.
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Chapter Two


Setauket
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Sounds of the harbor warned of a storm looming on the horizon. It was in the air. A bitter wind blew off the bay, howling unmercifully. Branches of the battered trees banged against the side of the cottage. Hannah Cooper glanced down at her small infant cradled in her arms. Concern for her babe had lifted when she arrived at the cottage before the rain began.

While she comforted her son in the warmth and safety that the cottage offered, her anxiety turned to her husband, Giles. He was due back from his trip to New York. She hoped he wouldn’t be caught out in the storm.

She paused for a moment at the thought...her husband. She had to keep reminding herself she was no longer Hannah Corbett, but Hannah Cooper.

Four months had passed since she gave birth to her...their son, Seth. Five months since Giles convinced her to marry him and start afresh. He promised her the life she had always wanted. He took Seth as his own and gave him his name. He swore to protect them both. She had only to trust him.

Trust him she did. She married him. There would be no looking back. There would be no regrets. She looked to the future and it was with Giles.

Giles, her rescuer, had saved her from the depths of hell. Encompassed within a web of lies and deception, Hannah found herself trapped. She had no one to blame but herself. She had been so determined to find the person responsible for her father’s demise.

She left her home in Williamsburg, and infiltrated her grandfather’s home in New York City with one thought in mind: to find the leak—the spy—within the Patriots, who cost her father his life. Once within the game, she discovered there was no way out...no means of escape until Giles.

For so long, she had spied for the Americans. She found herself caught in the vicious game where lies, betrayal, and deceit became second nature. She was no longer that fiery spirit who without a thought had entered a world of deceit, a world that tried to claim her soul. She had done all for the cause and belief in the freedom of independence. She had done all so her father and William had not died in vain. Never had she known the price she would have to pay.

When she closed her eyes at night, she could only see victims of her treachery and her nightmare...of the time when she had been kidnapped by Joseph Gannon and her grandfather. Their malicious intent had been made clear—for Hannah to die a cruel and torturous death.

But Giles rescued her. He was her savior. He refused to allow her to blame herself and reminded her of all the good she had accomplished. He had saved more than her life: he saved her soul. She clung to him like she never had clung to anyone. She needed him....

The sound of footsteps down the small hall drew Hannah back to the present. A pleasant plump-cheeked woman emerged out of the back of the house, shaking her head in disgust.

She fumed, “I hate that I had to impose upon you. I can’t let the British get the best of us. Those haughty British may have banished me from my own home, but I won’t let them take over everything that is ours. How dare they! First throwing Seliah in that dreadful ship and now this!”

“Calm yourself, Alice,” Hannah interjected. “I promise they will not move me out. They would not dare, not with an infant.”

Alice halted in front of Hannah. Tears welled in the older woman’s eyes. The last few weeks had been hard on her friend when Judge Seliah Beckett, Alice’s husband, had been arrested for surreptitious correspondence with the enemy. Most understood that he was harmless; it was only the man could not control his ranting.

His endless tirades upon the British had led him to be thrown into the dreaded prison ship, Jersey. Over the last couple of weeks, Alice had worked endlessly to gain his release with pleas from Tory relations to bribery with a boatload of food and supplies for the prisoners.

Word had come that his release was imminent, but he would have to leave British-occupied territory. Arrangements had been made for the family to cross over to Connecticut and await his arrival. Alice had already made one trip across the Sound, taking her large brood of children to settle before their father’s arrival.

Alice returned to her home only to discover that the British had taken full control of the manor house and refused her admittance. Alice would have none of that. She feared losing everything they owned to the British scoundrels if she did not stay. That, to Alice, was not acceptable. She steadfastly refused to give up control of the estate. The stubborn woman settled herself into a small cottage on their property.

The cottage itself was quaint, holding only a couple of rooms with an open kitchen area. A small table sat to the left not far from the large fireplace; in the back of the house there was a tiny room that held not much more than a bed. It had been built years before to house the overseer to the Becketts’ land. At the moment, it was the string that the Becketts held to their property.

“I’m afraid that Giles might not agree. He will be angry with me, but I don’t see another option. I do feel so guilty for asking you to do me this favor, but I won’t be gone long. I don’t feel you will be in any danger. They have no quarrel with you. It is Seliah’s foolish temper.” Alice choked back her emotions. “I need to see Seliah...to make sure he is well.”

Alice’s words faded in the small room. Hannah understood the woman’s pain. She understood the devastation of watching your world collapse around you to the point where nothing made sense. It was that basic instinct of survival...that need for the one you love...just to touch him...to talk with him...for him to make the world around you disappear, if only for a moment.

“Everything will be fine. I won’t let them confiscate anything while you are gone if I can help it. As for Giles, he will understand,” Hannah reassured her friend. “I will take the time to enjoy my son and the peace and quiet. The tavern has been busy...and noisy as of late.”

“You’re a good friend. There is much weighing on us...all of us. It is times such as these that we learn what true friends we have. Giles is one of ours. He is a good man. Seliah and I were so happy that he married you.”

Alice sank down on the sofa by the open window. Hannah saw the woman’s shoulders droop. The poor thing was tired.

“I am the lucky one to be welcomed as I have,” Hannah said. She sensed the woman’s warm sympathy for her since the moment they met.

Alice glanced at Hannah uncertainly. The woman had a look that something weighed on her mind. She hesitated before she came to a decision.

“While I was in New York, I visited with Reverend Brown. A good soul. He and Seliah go back a long way. He has worked incessantly to help free Seliah. Reverend Brown said he knew you and spoke fondly of you. He wanted me to give you a message upon learning of your marriage and birth of your son. He said to tell you it is how it should be.”

For a moment, Hannah was at a complete loss for words. The remembrance of Reverend Brown brought back vivid memories. How he pleaded with her to leave Marcus. He told her she had no right to be with him, that she was endangered. She had not listened, and then they had come...

A sudden loud thud echoed throughout the room and disturbed their talk. At first, Hannah thought it was the wind, but it came again, harder...a pounding. Hannah felt her heart in her throat. She held Seth tightly against her and looked around the room for a way to flee. To where, she didn’t know...

“Don’t fear,” Alice said in a calm manner. She rose and walked toward the door. “It can only be one man.”

In the next instant, a loud, boisterous voice bellowed behind the door. “Alice. It is Caleb!”

Alice gave Hannah a reassuring smile and unbolted the entrance. Before Alice had a chance to open the door, a huge, formidable seafaring gentleman burst into the room. Without question, he had the look of a sea captain. He wore a wool cap that tilted to the left side of his head. A heavy navy waistcoat hung around his broad shoulders. The coat was left unfastened and exposed a loosely tucked white shirt.

Shutting the door quickly to escape the blustery weather, he paused when he noticed Hannah with Seth in her lap. He took off his cap and uncovered his stringy mess of windblown hair. He scratched his bristly beard and bowed his head slightly.

“Captain Caleb Brewster, ma’am.”

“This, Caleb,” Alice gestured toward Hannah, “is Giles’ bride, Hannah. You might have heard he had his cousin’s widow living with him and Martha.”

“I admit I had heard a rumor.” He nodded his head a couple of times as if in approval. “It’s a pleasure to meet you, ma’am. And if I might say, one so lovely. Mighty lucky man! It’s about time Giles settled down, not that I’m asking to, mind ya. It’s not for me, but I can tell we are going to be friends.”

“I am certain we shall,” Hannah said in an effort to recover from her surprise. The man certainly commanded attention, even from young Seth. Her son’s eyes fixated on the animated object, not knowing whether to laugh or cry.

The seafaring captain bent down and extended his index finger to the babe. Seth took the offering and wrapped his tiny fingers firmly around Caleb’s finger. Caleb roared in laughter.

“Good grip! Young, though. I like ’em when they can run around a bit.”

“And tell you how great you are,” Alice finished for him.

“Nothin’ wrong with that,” Caleb said with wry amusement in his eyes. “A seafaring one, I can see for sure. Wait ’til you’re older, my lad. Uncle Caleb will teach you. Teach ya’ how to sail around Devil’s Belt for sure without ’em Brits seeing you. Ya’ can laugh with me as we watch ’em Yellowcoats run. That’s what ’em do when they see me...run!”

Hannah watched in bewilderment as her baby cooed at the captain. He seemed quite fascinated with the man. The captain recovered his finger and straightened himself out to full height.

“Don’t mean to rush, Alice, but there’s a storm brewing. Want to get across before it hits.”

“Caleb, it’s mid-day. Isn’t that dangerous?”

“Figure it’s better to get you out of here before the clouds burst. And it’s coming. Can smell it. But don’t you worry none. Be a cold day in hell before any of ’em Brits lay hold of me!” Caleb glanced over at Hannah. “Excuse my language, ma’am. I suppose you’d figured out I run back and forth across the Sound, but so has the British and they can’t do a damn thing about it.”

“They will not learn about your expeditions from me, Captain Brewster,” Hannah said. “It is our hope you will be able to get across without incident, and the British will not notice Alice’s absence. I serve only to act as a decoy.”

“After the dressing down I gave Major Channing at the manor, I doubt anyone will check on me for a few days.” Alice hesitated. Hannah saw Alice’s doubts emerge about leaving her alone. Alice was silent for a long moment. Then she said, “I don’t...”

“I will be fine. Go. Captain Brewster is right. You want to get across before the storm.”

Hannah watched from the window as the two departed. Captain Brewster had hold of Alice as Alice’s cape blew in the wind. They walked furtively down the path to the beach. She prayed that the captain got them to their destination before the storm broke. Somehow she thought he would.

She continued to stare out the window long after the two had disappeared from view. Something was going on around her. She couldn’t put her finger on it, but there was more here than met the eye. She sighed heavily. She had to get a hold of herself. She had lived too long in a world of deception that she saw it everywhere around her.

* * * *
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Hannah rocked her son in her arms. Thankfully, sleep had finally claimed him. After Captain Brewster and Alice departed, he had become quite fussy. The afternoon had been devoted to the comfort of her young son.

She hadn’t a clue what the cause of his discomfort was. She wished she had her sister-in-law, Martha, here to advise her. For the first time since she agreed to stay in the cottage, she questioned the wisdom of this venture.

Never in her life had she thought herself as a coward, but that was before New York, before she lived under the constant threat of discovery and the fate that would await her if discovered, before she was kidnapped by a madman, before she was ripped apart from the man whom she had loved...but that was another lifetime ago.

The wind howled loudly outside the door as the night crept in with its stealthy cloak of darkness. The storm showed no signs of easing. A torrential rain beat down upon the roof as the wind pounded against the house. Hannah rose and laid her sleeping child down in a makeshift basinet in the small bedroom. She needed to find sleep herself.

She changed into her white nightdress, took the pins from her hair and then brushed it out. She lay down, but couldn’t find sleep.

For some reason, every time she closed her eyes, visions appeared to her. The memories hadn’t resurged in such a long time, but now they came back with a vengeance. She shivered as she remembered the night assailants broke into the house she shared with Marcus and dragged her into a living hell.

In her dream, they all were there: her grandfather, her uncle, Georgie Boy, and Joseph Gannon...laughing, taunting her. She could feel the evil that emanated from them, the cold in the dark, dank warehouse...the burning fire pit. Nor could she forget the feeling of absolute horror when Cora appeared, naked and beaten with Georgie Boy holding the gun to her head.

No...no...no! Hannah bolted upright.

Her body trembled with fright and she sweat profusely. She calmed herself. It was only a dream. Giles had rescued her. Her assailants were dead. Giles said they all were dead, no longer a threat.

Oh, how she needed Giles! He had been the one to hold her, soothe her, and challenge her to live. He allowed her to cling to him. And when she again fell into a sphere of darkness with the realization she was with child, unmarried, and penniless, he again saved her. He gave to her his name...a name for Seth.

Giles was not a rich man, but well established and respected. He owned a tavern and general store in Setauket. Hannah realized he had Patriot ties, but Giles had not elaborated and Hannah did not ask.

Giles was an honest man. If she needed to know, he would tell her. Although, since Seth’s birth, he had not held to her as he once had...as if he could not bear to touch her.

Hannah rose. She would find no more sleep this night. Guilt gnawed at her conscience. She should never have married him. Giles had married her only out of a sense of duty, feeling he owed her a debt for saving him. No matter he had saved her also.

Giles had made his feelings known quite openly that he felt she was used by those in power. Guilt also riddled his soul. For some reason, he blamed himself for her predicament the night her network faltered. Being a proud man, he took on the responsibility of her welfare.

Though, she wished...she wished he would hold her like he did before Seth was born, talk to her the way he did for hours about his childhood, and would stay in the same room with her when they were alone instead of leaving at the first excuse. She wondered briefly whether he thought he had made a mistake.

She shivered. She was letting her imagination get away from her. No, she should never have come here alone. She looked down at her hands. They trembled uncontrollably. She was cold.

Hannah started up a fire. At least it would take the dampness out of the air. She crawled up into the chair and wrapped a quilt around her. She stared at the sparkling flames, wondering whether Giles had made it back home...wondered whether he had been irritated to have found her gone.

The sound of a steady rhythm of rain beating against the roof soothed her frazzled nerves. After a while, the sounds mixed together in a comforting fashion and Hannah’s anxiousness gradually subsided.

Abruptly, the calm was broken by the door rattling. The handle turned and feet stomped loudly. The door swung open wide. Withstanding the gust of cold wet air sweeping inward, Hannah lost her breath.

Fear swept through her every pore. Seth! Immediately, she leaped out of the chair. Heaven be all! The pistol she had brought lay under the mattress in the other room.

No sooner than her feet touched the wooden floor, a voice called to her. “Hannah!”

With every ounce of courage she had, she turned. Her eyes froze upon the open door. A tall figure walked inside; water rolled off his hat. He took his hat off and closed the door. Relief flooded her as recognition swept through her.

“Giles!” she gasped while her heart fluttered wildly. “What on earth are you doing out in the middle of a storm?”

His hands undid the buttons to his coat, which had done little to protect him from the elements. He was drenched from head to toe.

“I believe it should be me who asks why you are here,” he answered disdainfully. “If you had been where I had left you, I would not have been out in a storm.”

His words cut through her sharper than the brisk wind howling out of the doors on this night. Never had he had raised his voice to her. Though now, his eyes flared at her. She watched him shake water off his soaked body and fling off his coat over the back of the side chair. He sat down without a word. He reached down to his boots and tossed his wet footing against the wall.

“You are angry?” she murmured. She had not moved from the spot. She fought hard to control her body, which suddenly trembled uncontrollably. He didn’t seem to notice. His head lowered while he pulled his shirt out of his pants.

She gripped her hands together, calming herself in an attempt to convince her body that neither she nor Seth was in danger. All was in the past. And Giles was here. Angry or not, she had to admit she was happy to have him within the four walls.

“I am not pleased,” he answered. He glanced up. “I did not need to ride all over the countryside to find you. I haven’t slept in twenty-four hours.”

“I beg your indulgence, Giles. I told Martha clearly not to have you worry. As you can see, we are perfectly safe. I did not expect you to ride out here.”

Giles’ gray eyes lit upon her while he undid his queue. His wet hair hung down in his face. He took his hand and whipped his sleek brown hair back. His loosened shirt showed his broad muscular chest, powerful shoulders, and well-defined forearms.

“I can see well you are trembling, Hannah.” He walked across the room to her side. “What did you plan to do if it wasn’t me? Have you gone mad? Do you realize you are here alone with British sentries surrounding you? Alice should never have asked you to do this.”

“Alice didn’t ask. I offered. It is what you do when you are a friend. She has been one to me. She has to stay here by herself.”

“I’m sure by the time she returns, she will have someone to stay here with her. You should never be here alone. Do you want to be at the mercy of the British? What if—”

Hannah’s eyes widened. “What are you saying? I thought all settled. I am in danger? You never said...”

“Not danger, Hannah,” he informed her sternly. “You know what I’m talking of. You do not need to be underfoot of the British. You realize that...that caution has to be taken. What did Alice tell you?”

“What do you mean, tell me? That her family is across the Sound and she fears they will lose everything if she does not lay claim. Captain Brewster said—”

“Caleb was here? You talked with him?”

Frustration, anger, irritation: Hannah wasn’t certain, but some emotion filled his voice.

“Was there harm to do so? He was here to take Alice. He seemed quite taken with Seth.” She raised her eyes and met Giles’. “What is wrong with you? Why are you so angry with me? I don’t understand.”

“I told you, Hannah. You don’t listen,” he answered her tersely. “I have promised to keep you and the small one safe. I can’t do so if you disappear on me. What is so difficult to understand?”

He stood in front of her, so close she had no difficulty discerning every detail of his face. His hand pulled her to him. Her hands found his bare chest through the open shirt. Shivery warmth ran through her, and completely disrupted any composure she had.

“Understand? I understand nothing.” She struggled to contain her own emotions. “You promised to care for me, yet you can’t seem to stay in the same room as I’m in when we are alone. What am I to...?”

Her words went unsaid. His arm slipped behind her waist and clasped her to his chest. He whispered under his breath. “Is that what you think? That I don’t want to be with you? To touch you?”

Hannah’s breath escaped her. He stared at her for a moment of suspended time. She was immediately aware of his desire. Then, slowly, he lowered his mouth to hers. His arm tightened across her back. Her parted lips accepted his. The gentle kiss turned to a heated touch of lips, vividly expressing his desire and hers.

Hannah’s whole being burned with the sudden boldness of his onslaught. Unleashing the restrained power of his body, his anger had become raw hunger. With an urgency that frightened her, she seemed compelled with a desperate desire for his touch.

She could not draw a breath, or form a sane thought as warmth flowed through her veins. Her body responded with the need within her. She clung to him and slipped her arms tightly around his neck.

Giles straightened slightly. For a moment, he hesitated as his gray eyes burned into hers. Her eyes locked to his. Gone was the anger, replaced with questioning eyes. She leaned upward to encourage him to kiss her again.

He no longer fought his man’s desires; he wrapped his arms about her, and molded her to his body. She met his eagerness and unlocked all the denied passion held in limbo over the last months.

Her confidence grew. She unbuttoned his shirt and helped him discard it. Vaguely, Hannah was aware his arms picked her up, carried her into the bedroom and laid her upon the small bed. He paused only long enough to discard his pants and lay down beside her.

His hands reached down to the hem of her nightdress, to dispose of all between him and his needs. He looked at her in a way that caused anticipation of pleasure to tingle through her body.

She met his passion, heard him murmur words, unintelligible words as his lips traveled down the ivory column of her throat. He pressed his lips to the delicate hollow at its base and trailed downward with a burning fire to her full, ripe breasts.

She caught her breath in a ragged sound when his taunting, warm lips drew one pink nipple into his mouth, pleasuring first it and then the other. Pleasure surged like an uncontained wildfire until she abandoned herself in her own desires.

He lowered his hand and spread her thighs to where his fingers stroked her throbbing pulse in the most intimate of touches. At first, it seemed unbearable. Instinctually, her body arched to his to relieve her of this torture. She wanted him and his angry longing.

He moved over her and she urged him to take her, begged him. He mounted her, thrust into her until a boundless end of sensations burst into a wave of ecstasy. It was a merging of bodies as they cleaved together to become truly husband and wife.

She cried out with his total possession of her. She gave to him and was his. Slowly, awareness returned, as she lay in his arms.

For a brief space of time, there was nothing except the two of them, the sound of the rain and an overwhelming sense of contentment.

Hannah woke to the sound of her son. He shifted around and made gurgling noises, working up to a cry. She sat up and turned; she expected to see her husband, but he wasn’t there.

Seth gave her no time to contemplate where her husband had gone. He wailed. She picked up her son and quickly saw to his needs. Suckling her son to her breast, she heard shuffling footsteps in the next room and wondered briefly why Giles was up.

From the slits in the curtains, she saw the storm had subsided, but the sky was still dark. Morning lay a few hours away. Her hands caressed her small son’s head lovingly. She smiled down at the wee one and felt contentment that had long eluded her.

A sudden remembrance welled within her of her home back in Williamsburg. She could see so clearly her father sitting behind his desk in the study. And Mother Agnes, dear Mother Agnes, reprimanding her for missing her music lesson, yet in the next breath fixing her hair so her father couldn’t tell she had been out riding with her bothers. How long ago...an eternity! Her father would approve of Giles. Of that she was certain.

Her father had his doubts about Gabriel...warranted, without question. She ignored her father’s warnings: she wanted only Gabriel, believed she loved him so. What had she known of love!

Only the heartache when Gabriel had betrayed her, tricked her into staying in New York for his own gain, and the pain she suffered when she discovered his betrayal. Giles would never betray her. In that, she had no doubt, especially after this night.

Wide-eyed, Seth cooed up at her as he finished. There would be no lying him back down to sleep. She bundled her babe up in his blanket and walked out to the other room.

Giles quietly stared at a flaming fire, lost in his thoughts. He had found a nightshirt and hung his wet clothes around the room to dry. She could sense a stillness in him. He didn’t move upon their entrance nor did he say a word. He sat still, his face drawn, frowning.

“You couldn’t sleep. You must be exhausted.” She moved Seth to her other arm. Giles gave her no response, but Seth, upon seeing his father, bounced his little body with utterings to gain attention.

Giles turned with a slight smile. He stood and reached for Seth. Hannah watched the two for a moment. Giles hadn’t looked at her. She moved toward him as he sat with Seth.

“What is the matter? Is something wrong? Has something happened?” Hannah questioned.

Giles kept his focus on Seth. “We need to get back. It is unfair to Martha and Elijah to leave them by themselves. It is too much work.”

“I’m not going anywhere,” Hannah stated firmly. The whole of his manner irritated her beyond measure.

He turned from the baby so he looked straight at her. “It wasn’t a question.”

“No.” She refused. “I gave my word to Alice. She is fearful the British will try to confiscate all her property if left unattended. I can’t abandon it after I told her I would stay.”

Her eyes fixed on her husband. He rose to his feet with Seth and looked out the window into the darkness. For a long moment, there was no movement, no sound in the room, only the shadows flickering in the firelight.

“Are you angry with me, Giles?” she said in a low tone. “I had thought after—”

“It was my weakness, Hannah. I’m sorry,” he cut her short and moved farther away from her.

“What? Are you talking about...” She paused. He turned his back to her.

Hannah covered her mouth with her hand. Oh, Good Lord, he regrets marrying me. She asked him coldly, “Are you sorry for making love to me?”

Her anger rose. She walked determinedly in front of him. “Tell me, Giles, do you regret marrying me?”

He gave her no answer to her question. Instead, he said dryly, “Pack. I’m not saying it again. We leave with the sun.”

She froze in her spot. His words triggered her ire. Uncontrollably, she exploded, “So you do regret marrying me!”

In a single motion, Hannah whisked her child from his arms. She stood before him, trying to contain her rage. Her eyes seethed. “I will pack but it won’t be for Setauket. I’m going home. Back to Virginia!”

She bounded down the hall and took refuge in the only other room. She slammed the door. She tried to place Seth down on the bed, but the baby would have none of it: he clung tightly to her, bawled loudly. She ignored his cries and propped him up on the pillow.

Slowly, the door opened. Hannah flung the closest object she could grab, a book sitting on the side table. Giles ducked. Seth wailed louder. Hannah joined him in the next breath, sitting woefully down upon the bed.

Giles tentatively moved into the room. He knelt down and took her hands away from her tear-stained face. “Calm yourself, Hannah. I said I was sorry. I won’t touch you again.”

She jerked her hands away and pushed him back. “How dare you!” she cried. “How can you say such to me? Why did you marry me if you are so ashamed of me? You feel some misplaced guilt about me. So you sacrifice yourself for my son so he won’t know what his mother was!”

Seth screamed. Hannah picked him up and hugged him close to her. She clutched her son tightly as she choked back tears.

When she calmed, Giles sat down beside her. “Hannah,” he said in a soft manner.

Hannah attempted to rise, but he placed his hand gently on her shoulder. Seth’s wails turned to sniffling cries. His hand went to her face and brought it up to meet his eyes. “What are you rambling about? I don’t think of you in that manner and never would. My God, woman! I thought you well understood how much I love you.”

“Love me?” She echoed his words. The room quieted. She wiped her reddened eyes. “You have never said so. I thought...”

His hand cupped her face so she could look into his eyes. “I love you, Hannah. I have from the first moment we met. Take care of Seth. Then we’ll talk.”

Hannah finally soothed Seth back to sleep. She pulled the blanket up around him and quietly left the room. As best she could, she tried to make herself presentable. She pulled back her hair into a semblance of a braid. She hadn’t the patience to fight with her stubborn tresses that kept escaping. Her eyes had dried, but she was well aware of their puffiness.

Giles stared out the window. He wheeled toward her when she entered. She made no movement when he walked to her. Her head lowered. He took her by her shoulders.

“Look at me, Hannah,” he commanded. Slowly, she lifted her head. “I am not ashamed of you and never have been. I’m no fool, though. I know what you have been through. Yes, I wanted to give Seth a name. In part, I did feel I owed you. Not pity, never pity. I saw within you the same spirit I have. I made you a promise and I kept it.” He paused for a moment. “But Hannah, I was there with you and know well the feelings you had for this colonel. You called for him over and over in your sleep. I’m sorry but it’s in the back of my mind.

“I let you hold to me because I cared. I will take care of you always, but I didn’t want to rush you into something you weren’t ready for because you felt obligated. I don’t want to be an obligation, Hannah. I had hopes one day...one day you might feel for me what I feel for you. I said I was sorry this morning not because I didn’t want you, but because I thought I had botched the whole of it.”

Hannah wiped the tears that once more escaped her eyes. “Giles, Marcus has been in my past the moment I agreed to be your wife. In honesty, the night you asked me to marry you, I had contemplated going back to him. I would have found a way, but something held me back.

“Sometimes I get this feeling in me. It was as you told me once. You can’t question if it feels right. I never had it with Marcus. That was what Reverend Brown tried to tell me. But I found it with you. We have a bond, you and I. Moreover, I cling to you, Giles. I have never clung to anyone in my life.”

His arms pulled her into an embrace as hers rounded his neck. “When I was a child, I dreamed of having my own family. It is what I dream of now with you. I didn’t marry you only to have a father for Seth, but for our children. Giles,” she whispered. “I don’t want or need anyone but you.”

His mouth found hers. The kiss deepened to where she gasped when his lips broke from hers.

“I love you, Hannah.”

“Then
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