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			Chapter 1

			Salem, Massachusetts 1692

			Serenity Norcross took one last look around the house that had been her home for the past seventeen years. She could not say she would miss anything about the clapboard abode. Oh, it had been snug and warm, and might have been cozy, had she shared it with someone other than her now deceased husband. Almost fifty years her senior, Ezekiel Norcross had been in poor health almost from the day they wed. Their marriage had produced no children, so Serenity had never known the joy of motherhood. But for the occasional visits of neighbors’ offspring, no childish laughter or excited shouts had relieved the tedium of her day to day existence.

			She hugged herself. That tedious existence was about to end. For the first time since, at the youthful age of fifteen, she had left her family in England and had crossed the ocean to marry Ezekiel, she would be taking charge of her own life. She was going to have an adventure. With winter fast approaching and the hint of snow in the air, she was setting off for the colony of New York, leaving Salem behind, hopefully forever. She would be traveling by horseback in the company of a man she had met but the day before. Well, she had been introduced to him but the previous morning. But from the moment, two months earlier, when she first laid eyes on Sefton Ridgely, she had been drawn to him. And she had been dreaming of him near constantly ever since.

			She had been able to visualize every detail about him from his scuffed, worn boots, to his sturdy, well-formed legs, to his fleece-lined jerkin. His clothing had proclaimed him a seaman, a man of foreign travels shrouded in an aura of mystique. But what had held her spellbound was the intrepid glint in his sky blue eyes. A glint that defied challenge. Ridgely would brook no interference as the citizens of Salem had quickly ascertained when he and his captain, Garrett D’Arcy, intervened to stop the hanging of Serenity’s beloved friend Tempest Winslowe.

			Serenity’s heart still skipped a beat when she recalled how D’Arcy had swept Tempest from the gibbet. And Ridgely, brandishing a pistol in each hand, had kept at bay the crowd that had gathered to view the hanging. He had then cleared a path through the angry town populace, and his captain, with Tempest in his arms, had marched down to the sea and a waiting skiff. Ridgely, leading his seamen in a rear guard action, had guaranteed their safe withdrawal. How brave he had been. Placing himself in harm’s way to save a young girl he had never met.

			Hastening along with the throng to the water’s edge, Serenity had forced her way to the forefront that she might thank her dear friend’s saviors. With Tempest safe in the boat, the crew made ready to shove off and make for their ship lying at anchor in the bay. 

			Ridgely had turned to Serenity and extended his hand. With the hint of a Scottish burr that fell sweetly upon her ear, he had said, “Come wi’ us, Mistress. We have room. Chance not that you will meet the same fate as your young friend.” She had almost reached out to grasp his proffered hand, but a vision of Ezekiel, frail and near to dying, appeared before her. Ezekiel yet needed her – and with that obligation sitting heavy upon her soul, she had declined his offer. 

			She had thought never again to set eyes upon the valiant first mate. But here he was, standing in her doorway, waiting for her to collect her Bible and lock up the house. This last errand completed, they would return to the home of her trusted friends, the Breakwaites, where their horses, packed and saddled, awaited them.

			Long before Ridgely returned to Salem, Serenity learned his name and that of his daring captain from Goodman Breakwaite. A prosperous Salem merchant, Breakwaite had completed his trade with the two seamen the morning of Tempest’s scheduled hanging. He had told D’Arcy and Ridgely about Tempest’s deplorable trial and fallacious conviction for witchcraft. But he maintained he never imagined they would decide to rescue Tempest, though like Serenity, he could not have been more grateful. Serenity garnered what knowledge she could about both men from Goodman Breakwaite, but other than his assurances that they were honest merchants who had dealt fairly with him, he had been unable to impart any additional information about either man. He had, however, shared her admiration for both men.

			Serenity patted the pocket in her skirt to assure herself the letter from Tempest that Ridgely had brought her was still there. The letter that was opening to her a door to a new life. She glanced over at Ridgely. He had exchanged his seaman’s garb for a merchant’s raiment. Wearing a tailored coat of dark brown broadcloth, a striped worsted waistcoat, and tan breeches, and with his wide-brimmed hat grasped loosely in one hand, he leaned against the doorframe, his profile to her. How handsome he looked with the frail winter sunlight glinting off his sandy-brown hair and neatly trimmed beard. She guessed him to be in his late thirties, maybe early forties. Not young, but not old by any means. As if he felt her gaze upon him, he turned, and her breath caught in her throat as she looked up into his incredibly blue eyes. She coughed hoarsely to cover her sudden inhalation and chided herself. She could not continue gulping and gasping each time she looked into his eyes. They had a long journey ahead of them, and she did not want him thinking her the complete dunce. No, that was not at all how she wanted him to view her.

			“Serenity! Serenity!” A childish voice broke the stillness, and Ridgely straightened his stance as a little girl darted past him into the room. Serenity dropped to her knees to gather the child into her arms. Tempest’s five-year-old half-sister, Ruthie, often stopped by for hugs and a piece of taffy candy. The doe-eyed child with her riot of softly-curling brown hair missed her big sister, and Serenity had tried to fill the void in the little girl’s life. Heaven knew Ruthie received few endearments from her flint-hearted mother. 

			Serenity was glad Ruthie had come by. In her excitement, she had completely forgotten Tempest’s siblings. She would miss them, and she knew they would miss her. She must speak to Esther Breakwaite about them. With her own children grown and out of the house, the motherly woman would have plenty of love to share with the three young Winslowe children.

			“Ruthie.” Serenity rose. “Come, I want you to meet Mister Ridgely. He is one of the men who helped rescue your dear sister. He and the captain of his ship carried her away to freedom. Now, he is going to take me to visit Tempest. Is that not exciting? I shall be able to tell Tempest how well you are doing and how much you have grown. Here, now, do make your curtsy, child.”

			Ruthie pulled back and entwined her hands in Serenity’s skirt. “No! You must not go. He is mean and … and evil. He took my Tempee away from me.”

			“Oh, no, Ruthie.” Surprised by the outburst, Serenity again knelt. “Mister Ridgely is a wonderful man. He saved Tempest and took her to a place where she will always be safe.”

			“No! I want Tempee here!” Tears now streaming down Ruthie’s cheeks, she reached up to wrap her arms around Serenity’s neck. “I want you to stay here. Please.”

			“My little dear love.” Serenity feared her heart was going break as she clasped the child to her breast. “I must go. Tempest needs me.” Not only does Tempest need me, but I need to make a fresh start for myself. I need a chance at happiness. “Please stop crying, Ruthie. You will have Goody Breakwaite. You know how much she loves for you to stop by. She gets lonely now all her children are grown. She needs a little girl like you to cheer her up.”

			Her mouth in a tight, thin line, Ruthie pulled away and stomped her small foot. “But I want you! And I want Tempee!” She turned to Ridgely. “I hate you. You are a bad man. I am going to tell my mother on you.” Before Serenity could stop her, Ruthie, her small fist knotted, ran over and hit Ridgely on the arm.

			“Ruthie!” Serenity knew the feeble blow could not have hurt Ridgely, yet she was shocked. She had never known the child to act in such a violent fashion. Ruthie looked up, rubbed a hand under her nose, then darted out the door, shouting for her mother as she ran.

			“I think perhaps we must now make haste,” Ridgely said. “Wi’ a warrant on my head for my part in freeing Tempest, I believe ‘twould be best, do we leave Salem promptly.” 

			“Oh, yes, indeed, indeed, we must hurry. Oh, how could I have told Ruthie I was leaving? Oh, dear!” She felt so ashamed. So foolish. She and the Breakwaites had taken such care that no one should know of Ridgely’s visit, then she had blabbed it to a child. Now she truly did feel the dunce. And should anything happen to Ridgely, she would never forgive herself, never.

			\ \ \ \

			Esther Breakwaite was pleased she could provide the viands for Serenity’s and Mister Ridgely’s journey. She knew Serenity’s cupboard was bare after she fed the horde of funeral guests who had converged on her house following Ezekiel’s burial. Esther bustled about her kitchen packing the food staples into a large grain sack – sausages, pickled beets and pickled herring, dried apples, cheese, nuts, toasted squash and pumpkin seeds, and a small box of ginger tea. She had sent her serving girl, Mary, into town to the bakery to fetch three loaves of bread. Her own larder low, she had not had the time to do any baking before the couple was to depart. 

			She could not be happier for her dear friend. She would miss Serenity, but the good Lord knew that after seventeen years of marriage to a man old enough to be her grandfather, nay, her great grandfather, the girl deserved a chance at happiness. She surmised by the way Ridgely gazed longingly at Serenity that he was smitten with her. Well, and why not, Serenity was a beauty, with her fair skin, dark hair, and darker eyes. Every bachelor and widower in Salem had been making his way to her door of late, even before poor Ezekiel had been laid in his grave.

			Esther suspected Ridgely had made note of Serenity’s fairness when she flouted the hostile crowd to thank the brave seamen for rescuing her dearest friend from the hanging gibbet. An act Esther would never have expected of Serenity. Such temerity was not Serenity’s norm. 

			As she tied a piece of twine around the grain sack, Esther paused. Was she not mistaken, and she did not believe she was, Serenity was equally charmed by the dashing first mate. Leastwise, if her present actions were any indication – taking off with a near stranger mere days after her husband had gone to his maker. A delicious heat prickled Esther’s skin. How romantic. It reminded her of the way she had felt the first time she laid eyes on her husband. She had known in that instant that Benjamin Breakwaite was the man she would marry.

			From what she had observed, she was not certain Serenity or Ridgely yet recognized that they were equally enamored of one another. She chuckled to herself. By the end of their journey they should have no doubts.

			\ \ \ \

			Grateful to be inside the snug, though dimly lit henhouse, and out of the chill wind, Enid Dunstan patted her stomach. The baby had been very active today – turning somersaults, she thought with a smile. She hoped the child would be a boy. Alfie really wanted a son. A son to work beside him on the farm. A little tingle of excitement tickled the nape of her neck, and she reached up under her thick wheat-colored hair to rub the tetchy spot before she pushed another squawking hen off her nest. Absently scooping up a light brown egg from the nest, she placed it atop the other two eggs in her basket. “You are not giving us much, girls,” she said. With winter upon them, few of the hens were producing. Still, she might have enough eggs to make a custard, did Fern let her. The thought of Fern Dunstan brought a sour taste to her mouth. Well, did all go as planned, within the month, mayhap two, they would be on their way to New York and to their very own property. Then Fern Dunstan would have to empty her own chamber pot, wash her own clothes, and churn her own butter. ‘Twas certain Pell was too miserly to either pay a hireling or buy a slave to help his wife with her chores. 

			As she had every day since they had received the letter from the solicitor in New York, Enid blessed Alfie’s Uncle Clement and prayed to God for his soul. The dear man had left Alfie his farm, a fifty-acre farm, with a house and a barn and tilled fields. No longer would they be dependent for their lodging and sustenance upon Alfie’s older half-brother, Pell. No longer would she have to grovel before Pell’s wife. 

			Enid looked down at her worn dress, one of Fern’s castoffs. It was stretched tight across her belly. But soon she would have new gowns. Alfie wanted her to have a blue gown; to match her sky blue eyes he had said, kissing the tip of her freckled nose. And a matching bonnet to frame her heart-shaped face, he added with a second kiss to her brow. He thought her pretty. He paid no heed to Fern who oft declared her too bony and freckled to ever be considered comely. Pooh on Fern. Enid stuck out her chin. Soon she would have a new home for her new baby. All they needed was for Alfie to get enough money to buy them a horse and supplies for their journey. She frowned. Pell could easily have loaned them enough to accommodate their needs, but no, he refused to help them in anyway. 

			She believed Pell was jealous. Though he had a nice herd of cattle and a large stand of oaks where the hogs grew fat on the acorns, Pell’s farm was but thirty acres. Well, no matter, Alfie would get the money. Every day after he finished his work for Pell, he went into New Haven to pick up any odd jobs he could find. Poor dear, he was so tired. But only yesterday, he had promised her that in little more than a month, he would have the necessary funds, and they could be on their way.

			“Enid! Enid, where are you?” The shrill voice sent chills prickling up Enid’s back. Oh, how she hated that voice.

			“I am coming,” she hollered, and ducking her head, she stepped through the door of the chicken coop back out into the blustery wind that whipped her skirt about her legs and tried to tear her shawl from her shoulders. With her basket of eggs cradled in the crook of her arm, she headed back to the house. Soon, she thought, soon I will never have to hear that voice again. Oh, joyous day.

		


		 

		
			Chapter 2

			The Breakwaites’ orderly barn smelled of hay and oats and dung, but Ridgely was barely aware of his surroundings as he boosted Serenity up onto the pillion positioned behind his saddle. He could scarcely believe this woman he had come so far to find – this woman he had observed but for a brief span of time, but who had captured his heart and captivated his senses – was returning with him to New York.

			He first noticed her when she thwarted the crowd gathered to view her friend’s hanging. Despite her distress, her beauty had been apparent at first glance. But ‘twas her courage, her willingness to place her own safety in jeopardy in her defense of Tempest that had most impressed him. He admired her spirit and tenacity, evident in her struggle to free herself from those who would silence her when she loudly proclaimed her friend’s innocence. Her resolute bravado that brought her to the water’s edge to give thanks to those who had rescued Tempest from the hanging and to bid Tempest a farewell earned her his respect.

			Then, while she stood on the shore, the waves lapping at the hem of her skirt, he had looked into the depths of her eyes. As if of its own volition, his hand reached out to her. He had felt a yearning such as he had never before experienced. His pulse had raced, his heart hammered against his chest. For an instant, while their eyes locked, he had seen a similar longing in her dark eyes, he was sure of it. But she lowered her gaze and shook her head. No, her husband needed her. Yet one more attribute to commend her, though her words tore a hole in his gut. When they sailed away, he had not been able to shake the feeling that despite Serenity’s decree, he had made a grave mistake in leaving her behind. Her captivating specter had since haunted him, albeit pleasantly, near every night and oft times in the daylight hours as well.

			Bound in a trance he gazed up into the dark depths of her eyes. He needed all his inner strength to compel himself to withdraw his hands from her firm hips. Finally he managed to turn from her alluring beauty to again thank his genial host and hostess.

			The hefty Benjamin Breakwaite slapped his large hand down on Ridgely’s shoulder. “You take good care of our Goody Norcross.”

			“And do give Tempest our love and best regards,” piped up Esther Breakwaite, her plump, pink-cheeked face wreathed in a smile. 

			“I will write as soon as I reach New York,” Serenity said from her perch on the pillion.

			“God go with you,” Mistress Breakwaite said, clasping Ridgely’s hand in both of hers.

			Ridgely thanked her and swung up onto the saddle. He felt exultant, overcome by his good fortune. He would have Serenity all to himself for the next fortnight, possibly longer. Time he would use to woo her and hopefully win her heart as she had inexplicably won his.

			As Breakwaite tested the bindings on the pack horses, Ridgely’s thoughts strayed back two evenings to his return to Salem. He had bided by the roadside out from town until the evening shadows lengthened. Disguised as a merchant, he doubted any of Salem’s citizens would recognize him, but choosing to take no chances, he had his pistol at the ready. He had hopes he would find Breakwaite, the man he would be trusting with his life, would have completed his business for the day and would be alone in his office.

			The merchant’s property, clapboard home with shingled roof grayed by weathering and neat, well-kept grounds and outbuildings, was as he remembered it from when he conducted the trade of goods from his merchantman, the Wind Rover. He rode around to the side of the house to the office. No other horses were tied to the post outside the door, but that meant little when most people in town traveled on foot. Dismounting, he hitched his saddle horse, Marmalade, and packhorse, Tu’pence, to the iron ring on the post. He gave both horses pats on their necks and promised they would soon be bedded down for the night. On loan to him from Thomas Larkin, a generous friend, they were excellent horses. New York to Salem had taken but seven days.

			Pleased to see a flickering light still shone from the office window, he rapped on the door. “Come in, come in,” boomed the hardy voice Ridgely had no trouble identifying. “No need to stand on ceremony, do you still have business to conduct.”

			Ridgely entered cautiously. His gaze darting around the room, he ascertained Breakwaite was alone. Seated behind an oaken table, the hefty merchant was bent over a large black ledger that looked to be filled with names and numbers. He glanced up at Ridgely’s entrance. He looked confused even after Ridgely removed his hat. Finally he slapped his big hand down on the table with a loud whack and proclaimed, “Gadzooks! But ‘tis Mister Ridgely, is it not?”

			Ridgely nodded, relief flooding him. Breakwaite remembered him and seemed pleased to see him. He grasped the jovial man’s hand. “Indeed. Good evening tae you, Master Breakwaite.”

			Breakwaite pumped his hand. “I scarce recognize you, sir. You look more the merchant than the seaman.” 

			“’Tis as I hoped. I fear I may not be welcome by all in Salem.”

			Breakwaite sucked in his breath then breathed out an, “Ah, yes,” and nodded his head. Narrowing his eyes, he glanced over his shoulder to see if the inner door to his home was closed. Resuming his seat, he extended his hand, palm up, and indicated a chair in front of his table. “Sit, Mister Ridgely, sit. I want to hear what brings you back to Salem, but first I want to extend to you my heart felt thanks for your rescue of Tempest Winslowe. She fares well?”

			Ridgely would have preferred to stand and stretch his legs, however, once he shed his outer coat, the room being made close by a fire in the nearby hearth, he took the proffered seat. Easier to keep their voices low were they but across the table from one another. “Tempest could scarce be better,” he answered. “By the time our voyage ended, she was beloved by the entire crew. At present, she is tae be housekeeper for Captain D’Arcy at his estate on the North River. But am I not mistaken, I see a wedding for those two in the near future.”

			“Do you, indeed? I declare, that is marvelous news. Her dear friend Goody Norcross will be elated. She has worried so about Tempest.”

			Ridgely beamed. ‘Twas good fortune Breakwaite brought the conversation around to Serenity so quickly. “Aye, now that is what brings me tae Salem. I had business in Boston,” he lied. He was not prepared to tell anyone Serenity was the sole reason for his return to Massachusetts. “I have a letter from Tempest for Mistress Norcross. I thought tae deliver it in person. I could then answer questions that might arise concerning Tempest and her well-being.”

			Breakwaite’s eyes widened. “You take quite the risk coming here when you could have sent the letter by post, but I am certain Goody Norcross will be most grateful. That said, we must take every precaution that no one else learns of your visit. A warrant has been issued for yours and Captain D’Arcy’s arrests for your daring feat in extricating Tempest from the gibbet.”

			Ridgely had not been surprised by that piece of news. He had expected no less. Still, his trepidation lessoned considerably when, despite the warrant and possible risk to his own safety, Breakwaite welcomed him into his home. His wife had been as welcoming and discreet. They made none, other than Serenity and the Breakwaite’s trusted servant, Mary, privy to his identity. He could not but feel he would forever be in the Breakwaites’ debt. Without their aid, he would not have Serenity perched behind him on Marmalade’s rump.

			Satisfied with the bindings, Breakwaite handed Ridgely the lead ropes to the two pack horses. Ridgely again thanked him, but he stiffened as the serving girl, Mary, burst into the barn. A plain girl, the pox having marked her, she was panting for breath. 

			“Oh, Goody Breakwaite, I am that sorry to be so tardy,” Mary said, extending the three loaves of bread. “But as I was hurrying back, I did see Goody Winslowe and Elder Shaftbury speaking to Sheriff Corwin. I stepped near that I might hear what they said for I thought I heard them mention Mister Ridgely. Indeed, they were after telling the sheriff that he was at Goody Norcross’s house. Even now, they may be on their way to her house. The sheriff meant to first enlist two deputies to accompany him.”

			Ridgely felt Serenity slump against his back. “Oh, my, this is all my fault,” she moaned.

			He did not want her blaming herself for an incident that could not now be helped. “Fear not, Mistress Norcross. We have fine horses, and we will have a good head start on them.”

			Breakwaite shook his head. “No, you should not try to outrun them, not with Goody Norcross with you. No, better to go north, then west, taking the side roads, the farm and village lanes. Then circle back to the post road south of Boston, say around Dedham. It will take you a day or two longer, but I doubt they will expect you to travel aught but the post road. Likely, they will waste some time checking outgoing vessels both here and in Boston. You being a seaman, they are apt to think you would have a preference for the sea as opposed to horseback.”

			“They would be right in their thinking,” Ridgely said with a half snort. “Had I not the loan of this fine animal,” he patted Marmalade’s neck, “I doubt I could have made this journey.”

			“You had best be on your way. I will point you in the right direction,” Breakwaite said.

			“Oh, perhaps I should not go with you, Mister Ridgely,” Serenity said. “My presence will slow you down. I could never forgive myself were you to be apprehended.”

			“No!” Ridgely heard his adamant cry echoed by Esther Breakwaite.

			“Serenity.” Esther Breakwaite gripped Serenity’s hands. “You will in no way hinder Mister Ridgely’s escape. You are more apt to be of aid to him as you travel the back roads. Folks will be more trusting of a man traveling with a woman than of a man alone. Why, you can even pose as man and wife – now, raise not those eyebrows in that fashion. I said pose, did I not? And, as ‘twas you did put Mister Ridgely in harm’s way, ‘tis only fitting you should assist in seeing he comes to no harm. Be stalwart, my dear girl. I am certain God will be watching over you.”

			“Indeed, you speak the truth, Esther. I will endeavor to be as brave as our dear Tempest.”

			“I know you will,” the older woman said and released Serenity’s hands. 

			Ridgely wanted to take Esther Breakwaite’s face between his hands and give her a big kiss. He would be eternally grateful to her for convincing Serenity to persist in the journey. However, controlling his impulse, he bid her a heartfelt farewell, and nudged his heels to his horse’s flanks.

			Exiting the stable, he and Serenity ducked their heads, and Ridgely glanced back at his benefactor. Her hand raised in a little wave, she wore a wide grin. He could almost believe she was as eager for Serenity to accompany him to New York as he was.

			\ \ \ \

			Serenity sat stiffly behind Ridgely until they turned onto the road leading to Andover. Only then did she feel she could relax and breathe easy. The biting chill gave her good reason to have her hood pulled low over her face and her hands buried in her muff. She did not think anyone they passed had recognized her. Most souls out on this bone-chilling day were hunkered down against the cold and had given them no more than a cursory glance. One youth had stopped to stare, but Serenity believed he was ogling the horses. Indeed, Ridgely’s two horses were of superior merit, as was the packhorse she had purchased from Goodman Breakwaite.

			The pillion the Breakwaites’ were loaning her was of good quality and was most comfortable. It had a little swing for her feet to rest upon, and the wide seat, which covered a large portion of the horse’s hindquarters, was well-padded. “I am not apt to be needing it any time soon,” Esther assured her. “And do you find you will not be returning to Salem, Benjamin can deduct its cost from the sale of your property.”

			Serenity had directed Goodman Breakwaite to sell her house and property. She wanted to escape Salem and its memories. Before Ridgely’s arrival, she had considered returning to England. But she had had qualms. Her parents were deceased. Her sisters, save one, were living, but except for the youngest, they were married and had families of their own. They would welcome her, but after years apart, she would be a stranger, and could well be naught but a burden.

			She also considered moving to Boston. It offered more diversions. As Ezekiel’s sole heir, she inherited a sizable estate. Besides three warehouses which provided her with a comfortable income, she would have the sale of her property. The house and barn were substantial if not large, and there was land enough to support a cow and a garden, plus the property’s nearness to Salem gave it considerable value. She had believed she could be quite independent. Then Sefton Ridgely arrived with the letter from Tempest, and fate thrust her in a new direction. 

			Sighing, she huddled closer to Ridgely. His broad shoulders helped block the wind. She had not expected travel on the back of a horse to be so smooth despite Ridgely’s assurances that the broad-rump, sorrel-colored mare was noted for her ease of motion and sureness of foot. 

			“She is a Narragansett Pacer,” he told her when she had reached up to rub the horse’s silky nose. “She cost her owner a dear twenty pounds. But Marmalade’s worth it, are you not girl?” The horse had flicked an ear at him, and he had laughed. 

			Oh, how she loved the sound of his deep-throated chuckle.

			“She is tough, tae,” Ridgely continued. “She can travel all day over any kind of road. Even wi’ her carrying both you and me, Tu’pence there,” he nodded to his skewbald hackney, “and your pack horse will have their time keeping apace wi’ her.”

			Serenity had little experience with horses. In England, her family had never journeyed any distance from home. She had traveled by boat from Cambridge to the port at King’s Lynn where she boarded the ship that brought her to Salem. In Salem, as she had done in Cambridge, she walked everywhere, including to services on Sunday – that was until Ezekiel became too feeble to walk the lengthy distance to the meeting house. They then rode in a neighbor’s horse-drawn cart until Ezekiel became completely bedridden. She then resumed walking, often in the company of Tempest or the Breakwaites. ‘Twas fortunate she enjoyed walking. Even on blustery days she liked getting out and stretching her legs. She had to admit, though, she rather liked this riding, especially as she could snuggle up next to Ridgely.

			Lulled by the quiet clopping of the horses’ hooves and Marmalade’s gentle sway, she was surprised when Ridgely pulled the horse up short. The two packhorses took a couple more steps before halting and dropping their heads to nuzzle the dry grass by the roadside. “This looks a likely lane,” Ridgely said. Shifting on his saddle, he drew a compass from his coat pocket. “Heading, due west. And by the looks of the number of those evergreens, we will have some cover tae protect us a bit from this wind. And from suspicious eyes.”

			“I admit a reprieve from this wind will be a blessing,” she said but avoided looking at Ridgely. His nearness had a tendency to addle her wits, and she feared he would have her swooning.

			“Are you terribly chilled, Mistress?” 

			At his question she looked up for she heard the apprehension in his voice. She could read the concern in his eyes, those incredible sky blue eyes that left her breathless. At last she croaked out, “Oh, no, you block the wind off me. No, ‘twas for you and the horses I would seek shelter.”

			He smiled. Oh, heartrending smile, she thought, forcing herself to sit up straight, return his smile, and not melt in a puddle on the road. She had never dreamed any man could have such an effect on her – at least not since she had dreamed the careless fantasies of her girlhood. After she had married Ezekiel, she had eschewed such childish delusions.

			“At any point, do you need tae stop and rest, let me know. I am hoping tae travel until near dark. The farther we get from Salem taeday the better. However, do we come upon an inn or, as is more likely, a promising farmhouse before the dark crowds us, we will seek accommodations for the evening. I could wish for more obliging weather for our journey.” Her gaze followed his to the dark threatening clouds to the northeast. “Does it snow tonight, we want tae be under a roof.”

			“Mister Ridgely,… I mean, Captain Ridgely.” She had learned Ridgely would be taking command of the Wind Rover. Having purchased a Dutch manor on the bank of New York’s North River, Captain D’Arcy was giving up the sea to concentrate on his new home. “When we stop for the night,” Serenity continued, “I think ‘twould be best, did we have our story that we mean to tell in good order. Think you so?” She felt herself blushing. Esther’s advice that they pose as husband and wife seemed rational, yet, the thought of sharing a room with Ridgely sent a heated warmth rushing through her. Even did they remain fully clothed, she could not help but wonder could she control her growing desire for the man. She wanted to feel his arms around her, feel his lips on hers. Did she want more intimacy, she was not certain. She had found no pleasure in the marriage act with Ezekiel. Still, she had heard snippets of conversations that made her think perhaps …

			Ridgely interrupted her thoughts. “Would you not be offended, I think we might be wise tae pose as a married couple. But I do assure you, Mistress Norcross, your modesty will in no way be compromised. Do we share a room, you will have the bed. I will stretch out by the door. ‘Twill be no hardship on me, I promise you.”

			Could be a hardship on me, she thought, but she would worry about sleeping arrangements when they reached their evening abode. They had other matters to settle. “Captain Ridgely, are we to pose as a married couple, I do think you should not be calling me Mistress Norcross.  You should refer to me as your wife. And I should refer to you as my husband.” Heat again scalded her cheeks. She could never have imagined she could be so bold.

			“Aye, and we should call each other by our given names. I think we must choose another surname as well. What do you think of the name, Lachlan? ‘Twas my mother’s surname.”

			“It is a fine name.” Another tidbit of information she had learned about this man she was trusting so implicitly. By the end of their journey, she expected to know much more about him.

			He nodded. “Good, for now, we will be Sefton and Serenity Lachlan. But not Captain Lachlan. We must need drop the captain title until we are safe in New York.” She agreed with him, and he shifted back around in his saddle, clucked to the horse, and they headed down the lane toward their unknown destination.

		


		 

		
			Chapter 3

			Serenity shivered as the wind from the north assaulted her back. Once they turned down the lane heading westward, she was no longer protected from the forceful gusts by Ridgely’s,  no, Sefton’s commanding physique. For the duration of their trip, or at least until they were out of Massachusetts, he was her husband, Sefton Lachlan. ‘Twas but make-believe, but her husband she would consider him and pray she would not have another slip as she had done with Ruthie.

			Soon they would be amongst the trees, and some of the wind’s force would be dissipated. She did not like the looks of the clouds hovering on the horizon. As Sefton had asserted, the clouds could mean snow. Everyone had been expecting snow for near a fortnight, but naught but a light dusting the previous Sunday evening had materialized.

			Were they traveling the post road, they could be in Boston by nightfall and could settle down in a comfortable inn. Instead, due to her injudicious tongue, they were making their way through the countryside not knowing where they might find refuge. She was angry with herself and with Ruthie, though she knew she was being unfair to the child. Ruthie knew her sister had been imprisoned for witchcraft, but she was so young, she could not understood what that meant. And she could not know her mother had been one of Tempest’s accusers. Ruthie had not been allowed to visit Tempest in jail or to attend the trial. Serenity did not think the little girl knew Tempest had been found guilty and sentenced to hang.

			All Ruthie knew was that her beloved sister had gone far away. Serenity had assured her Tempest was safe, but she sensed Ruthie felt deserted. She could but guess at what Ruthie’s mother might have told her. She doubted the child had been told about Tempest’s rescue from the hanging gibbet by this wonderful man and his equally gallant captain. Serenity ran the flat of her hand down Sefton’s back. So light was her caress, she knew he would never feel it through his thick surcoat. He could have no idea how he had invaded her thoughts, becharmed her senses. Whatever would he think of her did he know her amorous musings? 

			Marmalade whinnied, and bobbing her head, jingled her bridle. They had reached the sheltering woods. A smattering of leafless maples, their large trunks providing a buttress against the scolding wind, mingled with the evergreens. Serenity looked up at the hazy, blue-gray sky and sought the sun. ‘Twas not overhead, yet she was hungry. They had breakfasted early. Sefton would stop did she tell him of her hunger, but the farther they traveled from Salem, the safer they would feel. Her hunger pangs would be her punishment for not minding her tongue.

			Once more her thoughts turned to Ruthie. The child, not knowing the harm she would cause, had run to her mother with news of Sefton’s return to Salem. Her mother had run to Elder Shaftbury. Dreadful, spiteful man. Serenity thought of the last time she had seen Shaftbury. Mere days before Ezekiel passed on. A rancid bitterness assaulted her, and she gnashed her teeth as her anger increased. Grudgingly her mind drifted back over the past fortnight.

			She could see Ezekiel, his eyes closed, his breath coming out in wispy puffs as he lay motionless in their bed. She sat beside him, her hand over his. His thin skin dry and brittle to the touch reminded her of aged parchment. She wondered whether he found any comfort in her nearness or were all his thoughts turned inward. He stirred, and she glanced down at him. They both knew he was dying, but she believed him content, nay, eager to meet his maker.

			The harsh crack of a branch and a startled whinny from her pack horse brought Serenity’s thoughts back to the present. She shifted on her seat. How abruptly her life had changed – as suddenly as the snap of the tree limb. And how different from Ezekiel Norcross was this man who was carrying her away to a new life. Poor Ezekiel. She could not think harshly of him. Indeed, he had been neither a good nor a bad husband – he had been but an old husband.

			Just shy of his eighty-first birthday at the time of his death, he had already been long in the tooth and she but a youthful fifteen-year-old when they wed. For the past seventeen years, she had filled her daylight hours with cleaning his house, cooking his meals, mostly a variety of mushy porridges as he had few remaining teeth, and reading to him from his well-worn Bible. Nightly, she shared his bed and listened to his coughing, wheezing, and snorting until sleep claimed her.

			A man of minimal humor and few words, he had contributed little to ease the tedium of long winter evenings as they sat before a brightly glowing fire, she with knitting or darning upon her lap, he with a heated mug of flip or nog resting upon his knee. The snap or pop of a log in the hearth or Ezekiel’s occasional slurping of his brew that helped ease his body’s aches before he crept into bed were often the only sounds to break the stillness that encircled them.

			Serenity was grateful she had had Tempest and Esther Breakwaite to help relieve her solitude. She was also thankful Goodman Breakwaite had been such a good friend and confidant to her husband. He helped them in more ways than she could count, from finding them a day laborer when Ezekiel’s jobber of forty years passed on, to bringing his boisterous laughter into their home and giving Ezekiel the occasional smile.

			She was most beholden to Breakwaite, though, for acting as her husband’s agent and for keeping the books and collecting the rents for the three warehouses on the wharf. Not having a head for business, she retained Breakwaite’s services after Ezekiel went to his final reward. She had no doubt some would-be suitors were dreaming of assuming control of her properties. How disappointed they would be when they discovered she had left Salem. She knew she was expected to re-marry within the year, especially as she was still within her childbearing years, but she had had no intention of marrying again. Not then. She glanced sideways at Sefton. Now, she was not feeling quite so adamant.

			She had been incensed that some suitors came courting her while Ezekiel was still in his bed. None had been more revolting than Shaftbury. She shut her eyes as the unwanted memories came flooding back. Again she was at her husband’s bedside. A light rap sounded at the door. She stood, fluffed Ezekiel’s pillows, and tucked his arm back under the soft downy quilts before reaching across him to pull the quilts up more snuggly about his throat. Straightening, she placed her hands at the base of her spine and leaned backwards. It felt good to stand and stretch her limbs. Drawing in a deep breath, she headed to the door.

			She was expecting Esther Breakwaite. Esther and Betty Simon came on alternating days, with the exception of the Sabbath, to sit with Ezekiel for a couple of hours that she might tend to her errands or gardening, or simply enjoy a slight reprieve from her protracted vigil. Grateful to the two women, Serenity could not imagine how she would have managed without them.

			She smiled a greeting as she opened the door. Her smile turned to a frown, and she recoiled when she saw the lean, sallow-faced man before her.

			“Good day to you, Goody Norcross. I hope I am not calling at an awkward time.”

			Ready to slam the door in his face, she demanded, “Elder Shaftbury, what do you here!”

			He winced at her sharp tone but recovered and spread his thin lips in what she presumed he must deem a gracious smile. She found him grotesque, and the bile in her stomach rose in a burning wave to her throat. She gagged as a sudden burst of wind smashed into the door. The blast forced her backwards, almost prying the door from her grip, and Shaftbury took a step forward. Whether he had been pushed by the wind, or thought she was opening the door to him, Serenity did not know, but she ducked behind the door and shoved it forward to near closing. 

			She peered out through the narrow gap at him as he sketched a bow. “Dear Goody Norcross, I am here to inquire after Ezekiel. I understand his time with us is growing short, and I thought to bring him words of comfort and reassurance as he prepares to meet our Lord.”

			She blinked her eyes in amazement at his pronouncement. The gall of the man! He, who had been the first to accuse Tempest of witchcraft! Could he truly think she would let him inside her home! “Ezekiel is content. He needs naught from you,” she snapped and moved to shut the door, but Shaftbury stuck his foot in the entry and braced his hand against the door panel.

			The gargoyle-like smile still upon his face, he wheedled, “’Tis a raw wind blowing this first day of December, and I have come a goodly piece to proffer my services. Though you do decline them, would you send me on my way without first extending me the offer of a hot drink and a chance to warm myself by your fire?”

			Serenity snatched in her breath as his audacity assailed her. Could he not know how she reviled him? Anger roiled up inside her giving her a forcefulness she seldom evinced, and despite the chill air that assaulted her through the scant opening, a heated flush spread from her neck to her cheeks. Glancing past him, she saw Esther Breakwaite hurrying down the lane. She raised her chin defiantly and pointed toward her neighbor. “Yonder comes Goody Breakwaite, and I have much to ready up yet, so be gone with you!” She fluttered her hand at him, and when he turned to look over his shoulder, she opened the door enough to jab her shoe heel into his ankle. Yowling, he stumbled backwards, and as he bent to grasp his wounded leg, she shoved the door shut and shot home the bolt.

			She was near certain, having heard a solid thunk when she closed the door, that it had banged into Shaftbury’s head. Pressing her inflamed cheek against the cold rough door panel, she could not believe her own effrontery. She could hear his harsh mutterings mingling with the moans of the wind. She hoped both his head and his ankle would pain him into the evening. For her, his unexpected appearance summoned up painful visions of the past. Tears welled in her eyes. She slumped forward, wrapping her arms around her waist as the recurring pain in her heart besieged her, and she had cried, “Tempest. Oh, my poor dear Tempest. Where are you? Are you safe, are you happy? My dear friend, how I long to hear from you.”

			The raucous cawing of a crow overhead broke through Serenity’s onerous thoughts. She shook her head to shake out the horrid memories. The gnawing pain that had so oft consumed her had been vanquished by Sefton. The dear man had gone out of his way to bring her news that Tempest was safe and well. 

			Tempest’s letter had not been as satisfying as Serenity could have wished. It told of conflicting emotions tearing at Tempest’s soul. Tempest bore a consuming love for the captain who had rescued her and now offered her his hand in marriage. Yet she had a deep fear of the binding vows of matrimony. Serenity understood her young friend’s qualms. Tempest had seen too much of men’s power over women. At a youthful age, Tempest had determined she would never marry, never be subjected to a husband’s tyranny. But she had not counted on falling in love. Mired in her dilemma, she expressed a longing for Serenity’s counsel. Serenity had decided instantly she would go to Tempest. But in her heart she knew she was not making this long journey just to give guidance to her dearest friend. She was hoping to find a new meaning to her own life, a new freedom, and perhaps, at long last, a true love. 

			Knowing nothing of her reasons, Sefton, without the slightest hesitation, had agreed to escort her to New York. So here she was, on her way to a new world, a new life. She could not envision the future, but she had hopes she might settle near her beloved friend. Their bond was strong. Stronger than her bond to her own sisters. For over ten years, she and Tempest had given each other the love and support that would otherwise have been absent from their lives.

			Her stomach again rumbled as Sefton brought the horses to a halt. He shifted about on his saddle to look at her. “There is a clearing over by that downed tree. I am feeling a tad hungry. What say you we stop here tae eat? Appears tae be a bit of winter grass for the horses to munch on as well.”

			“I am hungry. And that does look to be the perfect spot, Sefton.” She smiled, savoring his name on her tongue.

			His eyes crinkling at the corners, he returned her smile. Her heart did its customary flip. What an effect this man had on her. What he would think, could he read her thoughts. She prayed she would be able to control her actions better than she was controlling her thoughts. 

			\ \ \ \

			Bethia Halstead stuffed her favorite green serge waistcoat into the second of her already brimming portmanteaus that rested on her bed. She did not know whom she was most angry with, her father, her aunt, or her younger brother, Lathrop. A niggling in her conscience suggested she might not be fair in casting blame upon Lathrop, but she ignored it. She slammed the lid to the portmanteau shut and struggled to get the leather straps to meet and buckle. 

			“Oh, horrid case,” she snapped and slapped the lid with her open palm. “Ow!” she cried as the whack brought a sharp stinging pain to her fingertips. Her lose of temper had accomplished nothing. Even angrier, she paced back and forth beside her bed.

			Why must Aunt Cleva have written to her father? And how could her father treat her in such a manner? She was, after all, seventeen and perfectly capable of deciding whom she wished to marry. Besides, it was not like they planned to marry before Hammy reached his majority. And so what if he had no settlement to bring to a marriage contract. Once he completed his apprenticeship, he would be fully capable of providing them with a comfortable living, especially with her bride’s portion, which they could use to set up their housekeeping. 

			A rat-a-tat sounded at the door. Before Bethia could answer it, the door flung open and her brother bounded into the room. “Now you have done it,” he proclaimed, taking up a seat on the foot of her bed.

			“What have I done?” Bethia demanded, giving him a shove to the shoulder. “And what do you mean by barging into my room without my permission!”

			Lathrop ignored her bullying and glared up at her. “’Tis your fault we are being sent to Cousin Elfrida’s.”

			“My fault! My fault!” Bethia narrowed her eyes and returned his glare. “Why, were you not perpetually in some kind of trouble, Uncle Manfred would never leave his law practice long enough to take us all the way to New Haven.”

			“Well, he would not be needing to take us to New Haven had you not become smitten with Abraham Napier.”

			Bethia placed her hands on her hips and bent toward her brother. “Little you know of such things. ‘Twas fate that Hammy and I should meet and fall in love. True love cannot be denied, ‘tis destiny.”

			“Pshaw!” Lathrop spat out. “While we were still living in Newport, ‘twas John Darnell was your true love.”

			Heat scalded Bethia’s face. Her brother’s words stung, and she gave him another shove to the shoulder. “You know not what you speak of. You are a foolish little ten-year-old oaf.”

			“I am no oaf. And I am not foolish. I remember well how you cried and carried on, swearing you would never be happy again in your life were you parted from your true love.”

			“Twaddle!” Bethia declared, tilting her chin up. “I ne’er claimed John Darnell was my true love. In fact, I doubt I ever even said I loved him. I admit I was taken with him, but I was yet a child and easily confused.”

			“That was only last year, Bethia.”

			“I am aware of that, Lathrop.” She mimicked his derisive tone. “But indeed, I was as much in despair over having to leave our home and all my friends as I was about leaving John. I dare say, had Father not forced us to move here to Providence to live with Aunt Cleva and Uncle Manfred while he is in New York, and had I never met Hammy, I could have led a happy enough existence with John. But now that I have met Hammy, I know I could never love anyone else, and I can never be happy if I cannot marry him.”

			She turned from her brother with his skeptical look back to her packing problem. “As long as you are here, you might as well help me. Hop on top of the portmanteau and squash it shut that I may buckle the straps.”

			Lathrop obliged despite his ill humor. “Egads, Bethia,” he said as he balanced atop the leather case. “I doubt I weigh enough. Whatever do you have in here, anyway?”

			“Nothing near enough to be at all suitably dressed do our trunks not arrive at Cousin Elfrida’s in a timely fashion,” she lamented, placing her hands on her cheeks and shaking her head from side to side. There was not a single item she could possibly leave behind. They had to get the portmanteau closed. She prided herself on always presenting a fashionable appearance. Most of her outer garments were in shades of blues and greens. Those hues best set off her blue-gray eyes which everyone said were her best feature. Not that their color was outstanding, but they were so very large and wide-set and were framed in thick, sooty-black lashes.

			She thought her nose rather nondescript, but she decried the freckles splattered across it and considered her aunt’s refusal to let her wear powder most unfair. “Do you but wear a mask when you go riding as you properly should, you would not have those freckles,” Aunt Cleva proclaimed. “Besides, your complexion is far too fresh and lovely for you to be needing any paint. I cannot help but think that too much application of these face washes or powders seems to have a deleterious effect upon the skin. I speak to you of Mistress Crowell. She dare not even laugh for fear she will crease her face paint. No, Bethia, you may not powder your face.”

			Bethia had finally stopped wheedling when Aunt Cleva promised to take her shopping for some new ribbons for her hair. She had no complaints about her thick acorn-brown hair which tumbled about her shoulders in a mass of curls that defied containment under her white linen cap; especially as Hammy was often wont to find his fingers hopelessly entangled in the tendrils. Hammy also found her smile enchanting. And well he should. She had certainly spent hours enough before her looking glass perfecting the play of her dimples about the corners of her mouth.

			Lathrop brought her focus back to him when he twisted around on the portmanteau and said, “Here, now, I will put a bit more pressure on the middle and . . .” He centered both knees on the case and pushed down.

			“Oh! That is it, Lathrop!” Bethia jabbed her elbow on one corner and with the other hand, tugged at the strap. She managed to get one side buckled and switched to the other corner. “Push, Lathrop, push,” she commanded, struggling with the other strap and buckle. “Got it!” 

			For a moment she felt jubilant. Then her shoulders drooped. “Oh, Lathrop, however will we manage at Cousin Elfrida’s? I doubt we will ever get to go anywhere but to church on the Sabbath. I shall die of boredom,” she moaned and flung herself down on the chair before the small table that held her writing desk which had been a gift from her father on her last birthday. She had prized the intricately carved box which contained everything she needed for letter writing from wax and sand, to paper, quill pens, and ink. How grand her father had seemed then, and how villainous he now seemed, sending her away from her beloved Hammy.

			Lathrop hopped off the portmanteau and came over to her. “Mayhap we will not have to stay with Cousin Elfrida for long. Father said he would start looking for a house for us in New York. He may have found one already.” His voice lilted upward in a hopeful manner, and Bethia turned to look at him, a little masculine image of herself. They both resembled their father. Nothing of their mother was in their features. Bethia could hardly remember what her mother looked like. She had died two days after Lathrop was born. Lathrop had never even known his mother. She reached her arms around her brother and pulled him against her in a tight hug.

			“Yes, Lathrop, let us pray Father finds us a house soon, very soon.” 

		


		 

		
			Chapter 4

			Ridgely looked up at the darkening sky. Snow flakes were starting to fall, and the sun was a hazy ball balancing on the distant tree tops. He began to worry about finding shelter for the night. After their luncheon respite, they passed three farms, but he thought it too early to stop. The township road they were traveling meandered in and out of the woods and bent around fields and pastures. And, as the farmers more often than not enclosed their property with stone fences, at least half a dozen times he had been forced to dismount to open then close gates.

			When he had set out for Salem with the hopes of convincing Serenity to return with him to New York, he had never dreamed he would be placing her in such a precarious situation. He had presumed they would be traveling the post road. He had had every expectation they would be spending their nights in, if not clean, at least dry, inns or ordinaries. Still, he applauded himself for having the forethought to pack adequate camping necessities. He had meant to press himself on his way to Salem, and indeed had twice found himself a goodly distance from any habitable abode. His camping gear had stood him in good stead.

			He reviewed those provisions – tinder box with flint and steel for starting a fire, small hatchet, canvas tenting, warm woolen blankets for himself and both horses. He knew Serenity had stowed several quilts and blankets amongst her personal trappings. And bless Esther Breakwaite for providing them with enough cold fare to sustain them for several meals. As insisted upon by Thomas Larkin, he had oats and molasses for Marmalade, but Tu’pence and Serenity’s pack horse would have to survive on their foraging capabilities.

			Ridgely was glad he had taken other precautions as well. Though he knew overland travel in the colonies to be far safer than in England where robberies were a common fear, he was not traveling unarmed. Besides his dagger, he had two pistols, one upon his person, the other tucked safely away on Tu’pence along with his extra shot and powder and a fowling piece. He had not thought to have any need of his weapons along the road, but he had not known what he might encounter when he reached Salem. Fortunately, his weaponry had not been needed.

			Immersed in his reverie, he was taken by surprise when Marmalade shook her head and pranced a bit. The other two horses snorted and bobbed their heads up and down, pulling at their lead ropes. He drew up sharp on the reins and peered into the woods. Gnarled trees with outstretched arms stared back at him.

			“Did you hear something?” Serenity’s voice was little more than a whisper.

			“No, but something spooked the horses. They are getting tired and hungry, I am thinking. Were it not for this snowfall, I would stop and give them a rest, but I believe ‘tis best we press on afore the darkness overtakes us.”

			Before she could answer him, he heard a low moan. “What was that?” Serenity said, her voice a breathy rasp.

			“Most likely ‘tis naught but an owl. It draws near tae the night bird’s feeding time.” He shook the bridle, but as he touched his heels to Marmalade’s flanks the moan sounded again.

			“Wait.” Serenity’s hand was on his shoulder. “It sounds like someone in pain.”

			He had no wish to further delay their progress, but when he shifted on his saddle to look at Serenity, he could tell her concern would gnaw at her did he not investigate. Especially as another moan louder than the previous ones broke the stillness that had fallen over the woods. He dismounted, tied the horses’ bridles to a tree branch, and lifted Serenity from the pillion.

			“Wait here,” he said, and she gave him a nod of acquiescence. Taking his pistol from his pocket, he edged his way deeper into the woods. A groan drew him to a large tree with low hanging branches. Pistol raised, he peered around the tree. He could not believe the deplorable state of the being scrunched up next to the tree. Pocketing his pistol, he called to Serenity.

			“Mistress Norcross, come quickly.”

			At the sound of his voice, startled, fearful eyes sought his face. He stepped closer and knelt beside the huddled figure. “You need have no fear. We will help you.”

			“What? What have you found?” In an instant, Serenity was at his side. “Oh, my, wherever did she come from?”

			“By the looks of her clothing,” he said, noting the girl’s torn and patched woolen skirt and tattered shawl over a grimy shift and dingy bodice, “and her features,” dark eyes, full lips, and dark curly hair, “I would hazard, though she is fair of skin, she is a runaway slave.” Rising, he turned to Serenity. Her eyes were as big around as the cowering young woman’s.

			“But she is having a baby,” Serenity said.

			“She is indeed, and am I not mistaken, her time is near tae hand.” As if to prove he was not mistaken, the young woman grabbed her rounded belly and emitted a low, guttural moan.

			Serenity was immediately on her knees. She pulled the poor wretch into her arms, and cradling her head against her chest, she looked up at Ridgely. “We must help her.” 

			“We will. First I intend tae get each of you a blanket. Then I must find us a better campsite. This is tae exposed, and there is no fodder for the horses.” 

			He left Serenity chafing their foundling’s hands while he returned to the horses to retrieve two blankets. They were going to have to camp out in the woods. This was not how he had envisioned courting Serenity his first night alone with her. He had thought they would be dining in an estimable inn somewhere in Boston

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
		

OEBPS/font/MinionPro-Bold.otf


OEBPS/font/AlexBrush-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/font/MinionPro-Regular.otf




OEBPS/image/3.png
KITSAP
PUBLISHING






OEBPS/font/TimesNewRomanPS-ItalicMT.ttf



OEBPS/image/2.png
KITSAP
PUBLISHING





OEBPS/font/AGaramondPro-Semibold.otf


OEBPS/font/TimesNewRomanPSMT.ttf


OEBPS/font/AGaramondPro-Italic.otf




OEBPS/image/1.png





