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Spirit of the Winds

 

Prologue

 

Boston, 1840

 

 Ian Leighton poured himself a generous amount of Azorean brandy and lifted the glass to his nose before bringing the heady-scented liquor to his lips.  Tonight, the potent brandy that normally tasted sweet left a bitter taste in his mouth as he stared out at Beacon Street from the window of his study.

 The April night was being attacked by the fury of the elements that battered the windowpanes with sheets of rain.  The uncontrolled anger of the storm served only to remind him of the argument he’d broken up only minutes before.

 The weekly card game between his brother William, their best friend Arthur Jameson, Raymond Chandler and himself had been brought to an abrupt halt when Arthur accused William of cheating.  The ridiculous accusation had erupted over the ownership of the Spirit of the Winds, the magnificent clipper ship the partners planned to build together.

 Ian downed the last of the golden liquid, hoping these past few minutes had given William and Arthur enough time to cool down their drink-besotted tempers. Raymond had politely excused himself, not wanting to get involved in their heated dispute.

Ian watched the gentleman’s carriage move slowly over the cobblestoned street.

 Suddenly, the clatter from the sleet was overpowered by the sound of a single gunshot.  Ian’s body tensed as the glass slipped from his fingers.

 His disabled leg hindered his haste in going down the hallway to the library.  He opened the solid oak door and stopped, not believing what he was seeing.  Arthur Jameson lay face down on the carpet, while dark red blood oozed from the gunshot wound in his back.

 Ian limped across the room, unable to kneel next to his fallen comrade without a great deal of difficulty. He stared at his brother and then at the pistol in William’s trembling hand.  Arthur was dead.  Their best friend was dead.

 “My God, William, what have you done?  I purposely left you alone so you could settle your differences.”

 “I didn’t do it, Ian.  I swear! Why would I kill Arthur? He was like a brother to us.  I’m a ship’s captain, not a cold-blooded murderer!”  He used the tips of his fingers to brush at the droplets of sweat on his brow. “We were talking, laughing about our ridiculous argument, when I felt a chill enter the room, and I noticed the billowing curtains.  Then a shot came through the window, and Arthur fell to the floor.  Whoever did the shooting threw the gun into the room.  I picked it up and hurried to the window, but no one was there.”  

 He shook his head, and tears filled his eyes as he pleaded.  “I swear I didn’t kill Arthur.”

 William Leighton was an honorable man, and Ian had never known his brother to lie.  The panicking plea in his brother’s voice further convinced Ian that his older brother was telling the truth.

 “I believe you, but the authorities will not be so easily convinced.”

 “But I’m innocent!” he implored.

 “I know, but Arthur Jameson is not a drunken derelict who roams the wharves, but a well-respected ship’s captain and a very prominent citizen.  Why anyone would want him dead is beyond me.”  Ian drew his eyes away from their fallen friend.  “The best thing for you to do is leave Boston.”

 “Running away would be like admitting I’m guilty,” William argued.

 “It will look that way initially, but it will take time to straighten this out.  I’ll send word to you when it’s safe to return.”

 Ian put a hand to his brother’s shoulder.  “Think about your son and what the scandal will do to Cadell.  No, it’s best you leave.”

 William’s deep sigh echoed throughout the room.  “You’re right.  I mustn’t let this tragedy ruin my son’s life.  Cadell is at sea and is not expected to make port for a few months.  Hopefully, you’ll have proven my innocence by the time he comes home.”

 Ian thought of what the scandal would do to Arthur’s wife, Elizabeth, and their daughter, Katherine.  “I’ll suggest to Elizabeth that the truth be withheld from Katherine.  There’s no sense in ruining the life of an innocent child.”

 They both looked down at their fallen comrade, and Ian felt like a piece of their lives had been taken from them.  “I’ll make sure he has a burial befitting a sea captain,” Ian managed through the sickness that continued to eat away at his insides.

 “And,” William added with strong conviction in his voice, “find out who killed Arthur.  Make sure the bloody bastard pays with his life!”

 “I will,” Ian assured. There wasn’t any time to grieve now, but later…  Right now, he had to think about saving his brother’s life.

 “Pack your duffel, and our driver will take you down to the harbor.  Captain Green is sailing with the morning tide.”

 Before they left the library, both men paused, offering a silent prayer for the soul of Arthur Jameson.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

[image: img1.jpg]

 

Spring, 1849

 

Chapter 1

 

 Katherine Jameson knew she shouldn’t be here.

 The clip-clop of the horse’s hooves against the cobblestones filled her ears as the golden palomino moved cautiously down the deserted streets of Boston. The pungent, salty air announced the closeness of the wharf.

 A brisk wind captured the hood of her cloak, revealing earthy, reddish-brown hair.  She quickly pulled it up for fear of being recognized. She was ever mindful of her mother’s wrath if she learned of Katherine’s daily visits to the wharf. As a demure belle of society, dignity of behavior must be maintained at all times.

 Katherine obstinately ignored many of the rules prescribed by Boston’s snobbish society and hated attending boring soirees and entertaining foppish, unwanted suitors. Dawn was the only time she could be her own mistress, escaping from the domineering insistence of her mother and Aunt Harriett.

 She pulled back on the reins, urging Star Dancer to stop at the corner of one of the brick warehouses that dominated the waterfront.  The rising sun burned off the morning haze that hung over the harbor.  The sharp screeching of gulls, their downy gray wings spread gracefully in flight, welcomed the new day.  Their carefree, swooping motions epitomized what she longed for—unbound freedom.

 The putrid stench of pine tar and rotting pilings would turn a polite lady’s nose, but the scents made her surrounds more invigorating.  Her pearl-gray eyes scanned the harbor with purposeful intent, inspecting a forest of masts knitted with yards of rigging.

 She’d ridden to Long Wharf every morning for the past two weeks, looking for a special ship that had been launched from East Boston while Katherine had been visiting a cousin in Philadelphia.  She was well aware her mother had conveniently arranged the trip so they couldn’t attend the elaborate festivities attended by many of the citizens of Boston.

 The ship was designed by Donald McKay, the Boston shipwright known for his superb design and workmanship on barques that plied the seas. It was due back any day to pick up its first cargo.

 The spearing shafts of the birthing sun drew her attention to the end of the wharf. Her eyes widened at the imposing gold script on the sharply pointed bow. Spirit of the Winds. It was the most magnificent ship she’d ever seen.

 Unleashed desire urged her to get a closer look, but venturing beyond the protective haven of the buildings could jeopardize her anonymity.  She’d thrown caution to the winds just being here, so she decided to tempt fate.

 Two gentle taps on the horse’s stomach made the steed proceed down the wharf.  It felt like the gulls had invaded her body, and their wings were fluttering madly against the walls of her stomach.

 The large wooden barrels and crates that lined the water’s edge offered some protection, but she boldly guided her horse down the middle of the pathway, not wanting to miss any of the ship’s sublime details.

 The Winds was long and jaunty, her streamlined black hull trimmed with a shiny brass rail that encircled the deck.  The mahogany deckhouses gleamed with eye-piercing brightness.  Webs of rigging blended with her rising masts and spars that slanted against the silver sky.

 The three rakish masts appeared so tall they seemed to off-balance the delicate hull, taking Katherine’s breath away. Her eyes traveled the length of the mainmast, looking for the owner’s flag.  Surprisingly, it was missing.

 Star Dancer shifted her back legs, and Katherine leaned down and gave the horse a calming pat.  “I know you don’t like to stand still.”  Once more, she focused her attention on the Winds, feeling a oneness she normally experienced only with the water.

 “We’re so much alike.  You’re tied to the land, and I’m tied to a life I despise.  Why did my father have to die?  He was a ship’s captain and promised he’d take me to sea. He spoke of a ship that would master the seas and tame the fury of the winds. We’d sail around the world and visit all the places he told me about.  Now it can never be.”

 She moved a little closer to the ship, but her mind wouldn’t settle as she thought of that fateful night nine years ago. Questions she’d asked had gone unanswered. Katherine shivered, not from the crystals of dampness that penetrated her cloak, but from the turbulent thoughts about a time in her childhood she’d never forget.

 Calmness settled around her, and her father’s image reverently filled her mind. “Too much of your blood is flowing through my body to let Mother’s strong will take over my life. She demands I accept a life that offers security and companionship with a man I don’t love.  My dream is to have a ship of my own and sail around the world.  I don’t know how or when, but I will, for my own peace of mind and yours.”

 Time was passing, and she had to return home. A lamplighter was just extinguishing the gaslights when she passed in front of the Custom House.  The clock in its high tower read eight o’clock.  Katherine gasped at the lateness of the hour and quickened Dancer’s pace.  She pulled the hood closer about her face and kept her head low.

 She turned onto Court Street and followed it to Beacon Hill.  The area was dominated by different architectural blends of mansions and picturesque row houses. Their orchid-tinted windows reflected the light of the new day. The well-to-do gentry resided on Beacon Hill, the mainstay of society to which Elizabeth Jameson was a highly respected member.

 The one thing that set her apart was her magnificent home in Cambridge.  Elizabeth needed to be as far away from the harbor as possible.  The reason was known only to her.

 Once she’d crossed the West Boston Bridge that connected the town of Boston with Cambridge, Katherine breathed easier and followed the Charles River. The countryside was alive with blades of dew-kissed grass.

 Feeling that her anonymity was intact, she whipped off the hood.  Dancer’s front hooves leaped in a carefree stride, making her mane blend with Katherine’s thick locks.  Her eagerness blended with the vitality of the steed, whose power intensified the thrill of the ride.  The brisk air snapped at her cheeks, making them come alive with a healthy glow.

 This was freedom!  She had to ride every day, something she’d done even as a child.  Her father had purchased a brown and white pony for her seventh birthday.  Fritz, their groom and Katherine’s very dear friend, had taught her how to ride and care for Honey.  Her mother had sternly objected to her daughter getting her hands dirty, but her father had felt Katherine should know what it felt like to perform menial tasks, and those included cleaning stables.

 At Westtown, a finishing school for young ladies just outside of Philadelphia, she’d spent many hours mucking out stalls.  She’d had trouble suppressing her thoughts. Whenever she had argued with her instructors, she’d been sent to the stables.  Spending time with the horses had been a lot more enjoyable than learning the tedious art of needlework, which had pricked her patience as well as her fingers.

 Katherine slowed Dancer’s pace.  They were fast approaching the house that took one’s breath away. The brick-surfaced road leading to the main house was lined with thick poplar trees on either side, heralding the beauty of the red-brick edifice like trumpeters announcing the arrival of a dignitary at a ball.

 Slender marble columns on either side of the double-door portico dominated the front of the house.  Deep-balconied windows commanded a splendid view of the lush, green lawns of the vast estate.

 It wasn’t a home.  Katherine saw it for what it was: a status symbol.  Her mother had forged ahead after Katherine’s father’s death to make the Jameson estate a showplace that would outshine the homes on Beacon Hill.

 Not wanting to take the chance she’d be seen crossing the front of the house, she guided the horse to the right. The graceful arched opening of the carriage house and stable offered a pleasing contrast to the stately mansion.

 It was Katherine’s good fortune that both her mother’s and Aunt Harriett’s quarters were in the west wing.  They took breakfast in bed, unable to face the day before eleven.

 Having followed the same routine the past few months, Dancer headed directly for the stables.

 Fritz and his wife, Ingrid, who occupied the quarters above the carriage house, knew about her tongue-wagging behavior, but kept her secrets. They were the only servants permitted to live on the estate.  The serving maids and cleaning women came in daily.

 The older couple were a mainstay in Katherine’s unsettled life.  They were kind and generous with their time whenever she had a problem.  They taught her things that couldn’t be learned in a finishing school, like giving of herself without thinking of personal gain and never looking down on people who weren’t as fortunate as herself. 

 The stables were well in sight, and she smiled in recognition.  Fritz came out of the stable with a pitchfork in hand.

 His strapping German frame that harbored a huge, unselfish heart was covered in a faded, but spotless, blue nankeen shirt and heavy black trousers. His brown boots were clean, but by the end of the day, they’d be coated with wet hay and mud.

 Time and life’s labors had taken their toll on the craggy flesh of his face.  Receding, clipped-short gray hair fringed the curvature of his round head that he always kept covered with a soft, peaked cap.  Bushy white brows accentuated shining blue eyes that could frown at her with disapproval or shine with forgiveness.  A white handlebar mustache tipped the corners of his straight mouth and the sagging flesh of his broad cheekbones.

 A stern facade discouraged others from challenging his brusque stature, but Katherine recognized this trait as a front for his hesitation in expressing his innermost feelings. Only once had she seen him break down the barrier he maintained about his emotions.  It had also taught her a lesson.

 When Moon Dancer, the prize mare he’d raised from birth, died giving life to a foal, he’d cried like a mother for her babe. The mare was having trouble, and Fritz had worked feverishly to help her.  The new little filly had drawn much of her mother’s life-giving strength.

 Fritz had placed Moon Dancer’s head on his lap and given her soothing comfort until she drew her last breath.  Not even the sight of Moon Dancer’s new daughter, who’d wobbled about the hay-strewn stall on unsteady legs, had drawn Katherine’s attention from Fritz’s tear-stained cheeks.

 That had been the first time she’d seen a man cry, and it had made her realize that men were human and were allowed to display their feelings.

 She’d crept into the stall and sat down beside him.  The blue of his eyes had been filled with pain, but he’d let her share in this very special time.  She’d reached for his hand, not saying a word, and offered an understanding smile, while her eyes had reflected his inner torment.

 That was why Katherine loved her golden palomino so much, the daughter of Moon Dancer. She felt a special closeness to the steed who kept alive a very special memory of her childhood.

 If she hadn’t known him so well, she’d feel threatened by his dark frown of disapproval. In the six months since she’d been home from school, this was the first morning he’d been waiting for her, and she wondered why.

 He set the pitchfork against the side of the stable. “Katharina! Your mutter would have that horse sold for glue if she knew you were cavorting in men’s trousers!”

 She leaned into him and placed a loving kiss on his cheek before alighting from the horse.  “Uncle Fritz, no lectures.  I’m much too happy this morning to have it spoiled by your scolding.”  Excitement filled her voice.  “I’ve seen that magnificent clipper at the end of Long Wharf.  Oh, Uncle Fritz, if only my father were alive to see it.”

 “You didn’t have to tell me where you’ve been.  I can smell the sea on your mantle.” Sadness shadowed his eyes when he removed one of his heavy gloves and patted her on the cheek. “At least you shared the love of the sea with your vater.  Ach, the foolishness of the rich,” he mumbled.

 “What do you mean?” Katherine questioned, not comprehending the meaning of his comment.

 He threw up his hands in impatience.  “Nothing you would understand, Liebchen.  I don’t usually reprimand you about your wild escapades, but riding down to the harbor unescorted was pure foolishness.  You could have been accosted by some whoremaster and then ravished by the lowest scums of the earth or sold into white slavery. Please, Liebchen, for me, don’t go down to the harbor.”

 The frankness of his chastisement didn’t shock Katherine. Fritz never shaded the ugly side of life. Katherine hugged him, her arms barely going about his large middle. “I promise.”

 Fritz just shook his head.  “Ach, what’s the sense of saying anything?  You’re going to do what you want.  I’ve never known a fräulein to be so headstrong.”

 Fritz ran a hand over the powerful arch of Dancer’s neck and proud chest.  “You’ve been riding her hard.” He scowled in displeasure. “I’ll walk her down.”

 “Thank you.  Is there a special reason you decided to meet me when I got back from my ride?”

 “Your mutter is up and has been asking for you. You’d better hurry up to the house and see Tante Ingrid.”

 Panic and worry accompanied Katherine’s run toward the house.  What was so important that her mother had changed her strict routine?

 

 

 

Chapter 2

 

Katherine hurried to the servants’ entrance.

The aroma of maple custard filled the kitchen, teasing Katherine’s hunger pangs, but her eyes rested on Tante Ingrid. The cook’s short form carried a well-proportioned frame with a few extra pounds.  Black and white strands of fine hair were braided in a crown atop her head.  A crisply starched white apron covered the front of her unadorned navy gown.

 Despite years of hard toil, she had the softest hands.  Her fingers were short, but could do miraculous things, from massaging a charley horse from the calf of Katherine’s leg or making the rich and flaky dough for her strudel. Her sympathetic smile and mellow tone of her voice had soothed many a childhood fear.

 Without saying a word, she snuck up on Ingrid and hugged her ample frame, kissing her rounded cheek that retained a pink blush, despite her being two score and nine years.  The quick, loving gesture did not sway Ingrid’s attention from Katherine’s masculine attire.

 “Ach du liebe! Witchcraft has turned my Katharina into a street urchin! Your mutter would ship you right back to school if she knew you’d reverted back to your old habits. I burned the trousers I found in your room when you left for school the last time.  Where did you get those?”

 “Oh, Tante, not you, too!  I’ve already heard about my unladylike appearance from Uncle Fritz.  If you must know where my trousers came from, the last time I was in Boston to have a fitting on a new gown, I stopped at the dry goods store and had Mr. Walters add them to my mother’s order.  I told him we hired a boy to help Fritz.”

 Ingrid put her flour-covered hands together and raised them to the ceiling, seeking the attention of the Lord.  “What am I going to do with you?”

 “Nothing, and don’t you dare burn them,” Katherine warned with a twinkle in her eye as she snatched one of the hot waffle cakes Ingrid had just put on a plate to cool.

 A hearty chuckle made the loose flesh under Ingrid’s chin jostle about.  “No, Liebchen, I won’t.  Just make sure you don’t put them in the laundry.  Mrs. Kelly is a fine laundress, but a gossip. There’s been enough tongue-wagging about this family already.”

 Katherine pursed her lips when Ingrid quickly turned away, realizing her slip of the tongue. This was the second time today she felt like she’d missed something.  They were definitely hiding something.  

 “Your mutter wants to see you in the east wing drawing room.  You’d better wash good.  Smelling like a horse will surely get you in trouble.”  Ingrid’s lips grew taut with irritation, while her gray eyes solidified to an icy hardness. “Your mutter is receiving a caller this afternoon.”

 She dismissed the cook’s suggestion to wash away the effects of her morning ride and casually asked, “Who’s her guest?”

 “Raymond Chandler,” she replied with disgust.

 The thought of his obese form took Katherine’s appetite away.  She set the half-eaten waffle cake on the table.  “That’s the third time he’s been here this week.  The sight of him makes my flesh feel like the prickly legs of a hundred spiders are crawling over my body.”

 Katherine had known Raymond Chandler since she was a child, but for some unexplainable reason, she didn’t trust him. There was something frightening about him.  He had a smile that looked right through her, like he harbored private thoughts about her.  Katherine made sure she was never alone with him.

 Ingrid wasn’t one to withhold her thoughts and spoke her mind.  “I don’t believe all this is your mutter’s doing.  Your Tante Harriett has something to do with it.  She’s much too hoity-toity and wouldn’t mind being married to one of the richest men in Boston.”

 Ingrid wiped her flour-covered hands and urged Katherine to sit in a ladder-back chair at the trestle table. “I was sixteen when my parents were indentured to your grandparents.” Tears welled in her eyes.  “As you know, they didn’t survive the voyage, leaving me very much alone.  The idea of coming to a country I knew nothing about was very frightening, especially when I didn’t speak a word of English. I had a piece of paper with your grandparents’ names and address.  They took me in and gave me a home with much kindness.  Your mutter and Tante Harriett were five years younger than me when I came to live with them.”

 Ingrid used the corner of her apron to wipe away her tears, and then a warm smile of remembrance made her eyes sparkle. “Ach, they were the limit.  They used to play tricks on me because I couldn’t tell them apart.  But I soon discovered that Harriett was spiteful and mean.  Your mutter was gentle and kind.  She taught me English and how to read and write.  Elizabeth was also very mischievous.” Ingrid cupped Katherine’s cheek. “You don’t get your wild side from your vater, but from your mutter. There’s so much of her in you.”

 This was the first time Katherine had ever been enlightened about her mother’s growing-up years.  “Tante, I can’t picture my mother getting into mischief, not the prim and proper woman who wouldn’t think of drinking from anything but a china cup.”

 There wasn’t time now to ask questions, but later… “Will you tell me more after I meet with my mother?”

 Ingrid nodded and went back to making her apple strudel.

 Katherine took the servants’ staircase on the other side of the kitchen to the second level and hurried to her room at the end of the east wing. She stripped herself of the white shirt and trousers and used the washbowl in the water closet.  She caught the refreshing scent of gardenia that Tante had added to the water to hide the telltale evidence of Katherine’s escapade.

 For now, the shirt and trousers were safely hidden behind her gowns.  She’d wash them tonight before she went to bed.

 Her skin was warmed by the shafts of sunlight that penetrated the tall French windows draped with imported lace curtains.  The golden rays brought to life the nosegays of lavender violets that veined the brocaded cream wall coverings.

 The simply carved rosewood furniture hinted at elegance. The trinkets her father had brought her from his many voyages adorned her mirrored dressing table. He’d related a story about each one. Her very favorite was a hand-painted fan from the Orient.

 She donned a clean chemise, drawing the laces over her corsage, inviting her breasts to swell above the lace trim.  She detested close-fitting corsets with hard, whalebone stays that cut into her skin.  Her mother would be horrified if she knew Katherine wasn’t wearing the proper undergarments of a lady.

 The floor-length looking glass reflected Katherine’s lissome form that conveyed a natural beauty.  It was in vogue to appear a little souffrante, but she declined daily potions of vinegar and chalk to attain the interesting pallor desired by fanatically fashionable women.  

 It took a little time to plait her hair into a knot behind each ear with a center parting.  Wayward ringlets followed the curvature of her hairline, adding a little softness to the reticent coiffure that was the style of the season.

 Wanting to look proper before meeting her mother, Katherine chose a delicate blue flannel morning gown.  Numerous crinolines filled out the three flounces on a darker-shaded skirt.  It had a pointed waist, and the square décolletage was edged in a silver braid that matched the trim on the tight-fitting sleeves.

 The transformation in her appearance was startling.  The sedate lines of the dress and unflattering coiffure were that of the chaste maiden Elizabeth had come to expect her daughter to be.

 Lifting her skirt slightly, Katherine descended the graceful spiral staircase that led to the spacious entranceway.  A shell-arched transom let in the morning light, as did the diamond-paned windows on either side of the wide doorway.  Dove-gray and white neoclassical paper covered the walls, complementing the carved pilasters and arched portals to the parlor, study and drawing rooms.

 The smell of beeswax swept Katherine’s nostrils as her slippered feet sped across the marble floor.  She hesitated before the highly polished door of the drawing room and smoothed the front of her dress, trying to ignore the tightness in her stomach.  She sensed her best performance would be required. Her mother never got up this early, for anyone.  Katherine took a deep breath, stiffened her back and opened the door to enter the room that was filled with the brilliant light of day.

 A profusion of wealth was marked by the clamshell-arched china cabinets on either side of the hearth with blue patterned tiles. Cornices above each of the three recessed windows enhanced blue and gold damask hangings, complementing the soft lustrous blue of the woodwork.  Like all the other rooms in the house, the opulent drawing room was in vogue.

 “Good morning, Mother, Aunt Harriett,” she greeted in a demure manner, placing a chaste kiss on their rouged cheeks.

 “Good morning, dear,” Elizabeth returned as Katherine sat in one of the Queen Anne chairs that matched the yellow crewel covering of the rich damask Chippendale settee.

 No sooner had she gotten settled than the door opened, and Ingrid entered, supporting a silver tray with tea and waffle cakes.  She set the tray on the Queen Anne table in front of Elizabeth and served the specially blended tea Elizabeth had had imported from the Orient.

 Katherine took advantage of the momentary interruption to assess the differences between her mother and aunt.

 Discipline of value and lifestyle enabled Elizabeth Jameson to convey her slight stature with a regal posture.  Graceful movements dismissed all inferior feelings attributed to her small frame. Expressive brown eyes added vibrancy to her Dresden features.

 Looped braids of auburn hair encircled the sides of her head.  Her coiffure was identical to Katherine’s, but her mother’s was free of carefree ringlets about her sculptured cheekbones and delicate brows.  Very few wrinkles marred her flesh for a woman who was two score and four years.

 A crimson velvet robe with matching silk ribbons about her neck and waist portrayed a handsome woman. Elizabeth Jameson represented the pinnacle of society. Her presence was sought after by the elite gentry of Boston.

 Only a select few were aware of her strong, unbending will that could cut one down with a few pointed words.  It was a closely guarded secret that Elizabeth oversaw the running of Jameson Imports, whose warehouses occupied a good portion of the Boston docks. She had wealth, power and position, but Katherine had determined her mother was a bitter woman.  She hoped someday her mother would let down the barrier she kept about herself and permit her only child to become a part of her life.

 Katherine remembered to raise her pinkie when she lifted the delicate china teacup and took a few sips of tepid tea.

 The years hadn’t been kind to Aunt Harriett.  Although she and Elizabeth were twins, the differences in their frames and appearances were quite startling.  Harriett had none of the doll-like qualities of her sister.  Her complexion was sallow, drawing attention to her hollow cheekbones. Mousy brown hair was severely drawn to the back of her head and twisted in a chignon. The unflattering coiffure emphasized her very pale brows and the spider-web lines at the corners of her deep-set brown eyes that Katherine knew were sharp and inquiring.  Very little got past Harriett.  She was shrewd and a lot smarter than she appeared.

 Spinsterhood had endowed her with a sullen personality.  Her clothes were of the latest fashion, but she chose dark, gloomy colors that drew sympathy from those who enjoyed more fulfilling lives.  Even now in the privacy of their home, she’d chosen to wear a deep-purple dressing gown of silk brocade that did nothing to liven up her appearance.

 The one thing the sisters did have in common was a strong, domineering will.  Like Katherine’s overbearing mother, Harriett never missed an opportunity to find fault with Katherine’s behavior.  Of late, it was becoming harder and harder to refrain from offering a sharp rebuttal to her aunt’s chastisements.

 With the discretion that was expected of her, Ingrid left the room.  Katherine could no longer contain her curiosity and spoke up.  “Mother, Tante Ingrid said you had something very important to speak to me about.”

 “Why do you call that servant ‘aunt’?” Harriett questioned in annoyance.  “I’m your only aunt, and I refuse to be put on the same level as the cook!”

 Before Katherine could rise to Ingrid’s defense, Elizabeth said,  “Now, Harriett, Ingrid has been with this family much too long to be considered just a servant.  I’ve something very important to say and will not stand for your pettiness.”

 Elizabeth set her cup on the silver tray in front of her and looked at Katherine.  “Tomorrow afternoon, you’ll be receiving a very special suitor.”

 From the lilt in her voice, it was apparent her mother was exceptionally happy about this new caller. To Katherine, it only meant having to withstand another bore and braced herself for a dull afternoon.

 “May I inquire his name?” Katherine prodded, forcing herself to show some interest.

 The smile Elizabeth could no longer contain burst forth.  “Raymond Chandler.”

 “Chandler!” Katherine replied in disbelief.  Somehow, she managed to hold on to her cup. “He’s old enough to be my father!” 

 It was obvious Katherine’s outburst infuriated her mother. Elizabeth’s refined features resembled those of an enraged feline about to attack her prey with flared claws.

 “I’ll not have any of your protests!  He asked to call on you, and I’ve given my consent.”

 “He’s rich and one of the leading gentries of Boston.  You couldn’t ask for a finer suitor.” Harriett smirked.

 “There’s something else you should know,” her mother added.  “We’ll be going into business together.  With our combined companies, we’ll have the largest import-and-export firm in all of Boston.”

 Katherine shook her head in confusion as well as disbelief.  “Are we in dire straits that you must turn to him for financial help?  You’re practically giving him a free hand in the business Father worked so hard to build.  If I marry that swine, he’ll eventually run everything!  And what about your promise to let me choose my own husband?  I’ve still got seven months to make up my mind!”

 Her mother shoved up from the settee, and her voice shook slightly when she declared, “How dare you question my decision?  Your father didn’t leave us destitute, but I took that money and turned it into a fortune.  I’m the one who pays for your gowns, enabled you to go to a prestigious finishing school and made sure you’ve never had to do a day’s work, not your precious father!”

 The room was maddeningly silent as Elizabeth went to one of the windows that overlooked the boxwood garden.  “Katherine Amanda, your assumption that Raymond Chandler will try to take over the business is quite astute.  I’m also not stupid. Mr. Chandler will only have full control of the business at the time of my death, and I plan to live for a long time.”

 Composed, she walked back to the settee, sat down and drank some of her tea. “I did give you a year to select your own husband, but with my approval.  Your suitors are aware you come from a wealthy situation, but I control the funds. If you go against my wishes, you won’t get a dime!”

 The sharpness in her mother’s voice was poignant and was soon followed by her aunt’s scratchy voice.

 “You’re an ungrateful chit and should be honored that Raymond Chandler has asked to pay court.  You’re nineteen years old, well past the marrying age.  His wealth will keep you comfortable for the rest of your life!”

 Money and riches, Katherine fumed, wishing she’d been born a pauper.  Then she wouldn’t have to worry about dowries and money-hungry suitors. She didn’t need or want guidance in choosing a fit mate.  If Raymond Chandler was the type they thought best for her, she’d rather live the life of a lonely spinster.

 She squeezed her clasped hands tightly and spoke her mind.  “Mother, since I’ve been home from school, you’ve pushed me to meet suitors who are totally unacceptable.  I feel like you’re trying to offer me up to the highest bidder.  How could a woman permit a man she doesn’t love to put his hands on her body?”  

 Katherine hadn’t meant for things to get so out of hand, but it was too late now to take back what she’d said.  The shocked looks that passed between her mother and aunt said they’d never have spoken to their parents with such disrespect.

 “How dare you speak to me that way?  You’ll do as you’re told!  You must marry a man who is capable of managing your affairs. Besides, what do you know about love?”

 The regal luster to her mother’s features was overshadowed by the disenchantment that love really existed.  Katherine’s eyes were drawn to the gold locket pressed against her mother’s heart that had become lost in a firm grip.  She’d never seen her mother without the locket and had always assumed it contained a lock of her father’s hair, but now she wasn’t so sure.

 She couldn’t hold it in and boldly asked, “Did you love my father?”

 Harriett gasped and tossed out,  “You insolent chit!”

 The apparent challenge in Harriett’s voice shook her mother out of her melancholy state and incited her ire to surge again.  The icy frost that filled Elizabeth’s voice would chill the dewdrops on the leaves in midsummer.

 “Love has nothing to do with my marriage, which is not under discussion!  I’d like to know where you’re getting these notions of disrespect.  Thinking you’re capable of running your own life is utterly preposterous!”

 Harriett added her own debasement to the discussion at hand.  “I’ll tell you where she’s getting all these wild notions in her head. Godey’s Lady’s Book!”

 “I will admit it’s a compendium of protocol and advice and a platform for worthy causes,” Elizabeth said. “I consult it myself for the latest in fashion and literary value.”

 “Katherine isn’t reading the articles on painting, music and poetry. Their editrix, Josepha Hale, is much too outspoken. Her column on this thing called women’s liberation is scandalous.  She actually states that women should come out from behind their shield of obedience and speak their minds.  It’s just scandalous!

 “Katherine is much too headstrong,” Harriett continued.  “There’s no telling what kind of trouble she could get into.  Think of the scandal she’d bring upon the Jameson name.  There’s been enough of that already!”

 Her mother’s icy stare was now on her sister, so much so that Harriett refrained from uttering another sound.

 This was the third time Katherine had heard mention of a scandal attached to the Jameson name, but she refrained from delving further.  She’d displayed too much rebellion to ask more questions.

 Elizabeth tossed her chin and firmly stated, “As far as I’m concerned, Katherine Amanda, you will accept Raymond Chandler as a prospective husband.  I’ll not hear another word of protest or disrespect.”

 The abrupt halt to her mother’s voice said the audience was over.  Katherine bit her tongue and forced a polite curtsy before leaving the room.  If it were up to her, she’d saddle Dancer and go for a very much-needed ride to expel the hostility she was stifling, but she settled for seeking out Ingrid’s soothing hand.

 The moment Katherine stepped into the kitchen, her dear friend recognized Katherine’s troubled state and sent Gerta, her kitchen helper, to the root cellar to get onions and potatoes.

 “Sit down at the table, Liebchen.”  Ingrid set a cup of tea in front of Katherine. “Tell me what happened.”

 “Oh, Tante, my mother has given that lecher permission to call upon me.  He only wants the Jameson money, like all the other foppish fools who’ve called upon me.  I want real love. The man I spend my life with will be of my own choosing and when I’m good and ready.  There are too many things I want to do with my life.”

 “Ach,” Ingrid said with a chuckle.  “I’ve never heard of such talk from a young girl in all my born days.  What is it you call it? Befreiung?”

 Katherine frowned, and then Ingrid laughed.  “Liberation.  Ach, such foolishness.  It hasn’t been easy for your mutter to raise you alone. As the wife of a sea captain, she had years of loneliness and self-pity, especially when her husband declared the sea was his first love.”  Ingrid’s features softened with a tender smile. “Be patient with your mutter. She just wants to make sure you have a good, solid marriage with someone who will love you.”

 Love. The word was something very special to her, although she’d never experienced it.  No one knew about the risqué novels her friends at school had secretly brought into their rooms.  She’d never forget the first time she’d read Wadsworth’s poem about a man and woman making love.  She’d wept at its exquisite beauty.

 “Tante, I’ve tried to understand my mother’s reasons for wanting me to marry a man of means, but presenting Raymond Chandler as a suitor is unacceptable.  She’s never talked about her own marriage.  When I saw my mother and father together, they acted like polite strangers. Didn’t they love each other?”

 Ingrid reached for Katherine’s hand.  “Maybe if you know the truth, it will help you to understand your mutter.  Promise me you’ll never let on that you know.”

 “You have my solemn word,” she assured.

 Ingrid started off with a warm smile.  “Elizabeth was a happy, spirited girl so much in love, it was a wonder she was able to keep it a secret.”

 “Then she really loved my father!” Katherine interjected with hopefulness in her voice.

 Sadness filled Ingrid’s face, and she shook her head.  “When she was seventeen, she fell in love, but I’m sorry, it wasn’t with your vater. The boy loved her very much in return.  One night when she returned from her nightly assignation, she admitted to me that they were lovers.”

 “My mother?”

 Ingrid nodded.  “This went on for a number of months.  Then she became very despondent, and I knew it had something to do with her love.  She couldn’t talk to your grandparents or your sister, so she talked with me. He’d sent her a note saying he loved her very much, but had to go away for a while.  A few months later, she got word that he was killed when the ship he was on went down in a storm. She was filled with heart-breaking grief.”

 “That is so sad.  Did my grandparents ever find out?”

 “They never knew the full story, but quietly arranged for your mutter to marry Arthur Jameson.  She complacently agreed to the arrangement, thinking she was marrying a rich merchant who would spend his life onshore in a countinghouse.”

 Katherine could already see where this sad story was going, but continued to listen.

 “A few weeks after the wedding, Arthur announced he would be returning to the sea.  Elizabeth was devastated and asked me to come and live with her.  He returned to visit once or twice a year but it wasn’t enough for Elizabeth. Before you make any hasty judgments against your vater, hear me out.  He was a good man, but his life was the sea.  He offered to take your mutter with him, but she wanted nothing to do with the sea, ever.  They were married three years before you were born.  From the moment of your birth, Elizabeth became a changed woman.  There was a purpose to her life—you.”

 Tears welled in Katherine’s eyes, and Ingrid used her apron to wipe away the ones that ran down Katherine’s cheeks, just as she’d done when Katherine was a child.

 “As for your vater, no child was loved more.  To him, you were the brightest star in the sky.  In his own way, he did love your mutter, but not enough to give up his seafaring life.  He gave Elizabeth everything she wanted.”

 “But not the one thing she craved, a loving husband to share her life,” Katherine added.

 “You’re very smart, Liebchen.  Now you can understand why she hates the sea so much.  It took her only love and killed her chance to live a life of contentment with your vater.  After his death, a number of gentlemen approached Elizabeth for her hand, but she never got over loving that one man.  She doesn’t want you to be hurt by love, or take the chance that you will suffer the loneliness she’s endured all these years.”

 She’d suspected for a long time that her mother didn’t love her husband. Katherine’s heart ached for the deep love her mother had pined for all these years.  It had to be her first love’s hair that was in her cherished locket.

 “Do you know who the man was?” she asked, choking back the rest of her tears.

 “She never mentioned his name, but said he came from one of the finest families in all of Boston. She’s devoted her life to raising you.  After your vater’s death, she sold the ships, but kept the warehouses and has since doubled her wealth. This big house full of expensive objects has become a status symbol.”

 “But can success keep her warm at night? Hold her, offer words of love, praise and encouragement?  No, it can’t.”

 “Where did you come up with that?” Ingrid asked.

 “I prefer not to say.”  It was from one of the taboo books she’d read in school. “You’ve helped me a great deal to understand my mother, but presenting that fat lecher as a prospective husband is utterly absurd.  She just doesn’t understand that I want to be free to live my own life.  Is it possible to have love and freedom?”

 “Again, Liebchen, your questions go beyond my thinking.  All I can tell you is follow your heart.  Remember, you’re also your vater’s daughter.”

 Katherine offered a smile laced with grateful sincerity.  “You’re very wise and always near in my hour of need.  For that, I thank and love you.”

 She returned to her room, her thoughts dwelling on her conversation with Ingrid.  No longer did her mother seem hard and calloused.  She was a woman lost in a loveless world of self-pity.

 How many times had her mother said, You get your wild ways from your father? But Elizabeth was the one who’d sown wild oats.  She’d actually taken a lover before marriage!

 Despite what she’d learned about her mother and her reasons for wanting Katherine to marry a man of means, she refused to give in to her mother’s dominance. She’d have a life of her own, without Raymond Chandler!

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 3

 

 The following morning, Katherine woke just after the sun had risen, loving her favorite part of the day. She threw off the silk counterpane and crossed the woven magenta rug to push open the French doors.

 She stepped out onto the balcony to inhale the pristine vapors of morning tide.  Traces of a cloudless, azure sky smiled on the countryside, and sunlight glistened on the morning dew that clung to the wide expanse of emerald-green lawn.  The day was just perfect.

 She quickly opened the ten pearl buttons on her floor-length, gauze and lace sleeping gown and threw it carelessly across the room.  She laughed when the billowing skirt caught one of the carved pineapple-shaped finials atop the rosewood bed.  

 After donning a chemise, she dressed in her black trousers and white cambric shirt that she’d washed last evening. They felt slightly damp, but she didn’t care.  The ivory buttons on the pleated front of the close-fitting shirt barely managed to stay closed.  A brush through her hair brought some semblance of order to her sleep-tousled locks.  Her reckless appearance brought a smile to her face, refusing to let the thought of her mother’s rage if she were discovered spoil her pleasure. She also didn’t want to think about her unpleasant assignation this afternoon. This was her time.

 Her bedroom was at the end of the richly carpeted hallway, making it easy to escape down the narrow servants’ stairway that led to the kitchen and back entrance.  The sun was warm, so she decided to ride without the protection of her mantle.  They were so secluded in the country, strangers rarely ventured onto their land.

 Dancer sensed her mistress’s approach and whinnied with pleasure.  The mare’s strong back legs pranced back and forth while her brown eyes flared wide in greeting when Katherine opened the gate to the clean stall.  The pungent scent of wheat straw skimmed Katherine’s nostrils.

 “Good morning, girl,” Katherine whispered in an excited, but hushed, tone as she caressed Dancer’s forehead, which was fringed with a long white mane.  “I’m as eager as you are to fly with the wind.”

 The soothing sound of her mistress’s voice was calming, and Dancer permitted the bit of the harness to be put in her mouth.  Katherine reached for a saddle on the rack next to the feed box, but then withdrew her hand.  This morning’s ride would be in total comfort.

 They made their way slowly past the other stall, which housed Amos, their carriage horse.  Caution was still needed until they were a safe distance from the main house.  She guided Dancer through apple orchard behind the stable.

 Once she was given free rein, Dancer caught the wind with her strong legs and took off at a full gallop, her silken mane streaking the air.  The mighty strength and eagerness of the horse urged Katherine to crouch low against the horse’s neck, the silky hairs whipping about her face, blending with her own unbound locks.

 She felt wild and free. Was this how the sails of a ship felt when the wind captured them? Someday…

 Dancer’s heavy breathing urged Katherine to slow down and let her eyes take in the open terrain cloaked in a blanket of green. The ride and rays of the sun made her lips feel parched.  She guided Dancer toward a stream that meandered through the woodlands before joining the Charles River.  The fresh mountain water would offer a thirst-quenching repast before they returned home.

 Suddenly, she felt tightness in Dancer’s shoulders.  The horse’s ears perked up, sensing an unfamiliar presence and nervously tossing her head in alarm.

 “Okay, girl,” Katherine soothed, patting the horse’s neck while she scanned the area, trying to discern the cause of Dancer’s unsettled state.  Dancer continued to prance in fussy agitation, the efforts of her mistress having no effect on calming the steed’s agitation.

 Then she spied a single rider who would meet her in a matter of minutes.  This couldn’t happen!

 She yanked the leather reins, turning Dancer about.  “Come on, girl!”  The horse recognized the urgency in her mistress’s request. Panic seized her insides while the wide leather reins tightened like a noose about her hands.

 With a quick turn of the head, Katherine looked back to see the whereabouts of the mysterious horseman.  His threatening form was silhouetted against the azure sky.  One could see for miles atop the ridge, and he’d have to be blind not to see a fleeing golden horse and rider.

 Small squeezes of Katherine’s knees against the steed’s ribs encouraged the horse to increase and maintain an unhalting gait.  It was as if the demon devil had taken control of Dancer.  Her hooves barely touched the ground as an inner spirit incited her to get her mistress to safety.  Katherine had never experienced such an exhilarating feeling and hoped she’d have the strength to stop the horse when they reached safety. She couldn’t think about that now and concentrated on getting away.

 

 

 Cadell Leighton hadn’t been able to sleep, so he’d sought the clean morning air.  Rising at the break of dawn had become second nature. The day could be enjoyed to its fullest when everything was fresh and unspoiled.  He’d been on land for almost two months and suffered the frustration of a horse tethered to a hitching post.  

 He sat atop the powerful black stallion and scanned the lush valley below, never having been to this side of the Charles River.  It was all so open, almost as open as the never-ending sea.  The quick movement of a fleeing horse and its rider caught his attention.  From his vantage point, the powerful steed looked like it was out of control.  The rider was having difficulty controlling the magnificent creature that was much too powerful for its small rider. Much of his boredom dissipated.

 “Lucifer, we’ve an urchin to save,” he determined and tapped his booted heels against the horse’s stomach.  His mighty steed didn’t need much incentive, and Cade gripped the reins tighter.  He took off after the runaway horse and rider, enjoying the freedom as the wind whipped around him.

 The distance between the two horses was soon shortened.  His black stallion and the palomino were running at an even pace, almost as if they’d been paired in a race. He hadn’t thought there was another horse as powerful as Lucifer.

 The stallion moved in closer to the palomino, and Cade reached for the reins in the rider’s hands, pulling back with a tremendous force.  He was surprised when he felt her resistance.

 “Get away from me, you blackguard!”

 “You crazy fool, stop fighting me!”

 Their voices were muffled by the sounds of the horse’s hooves that tangled with the blades of grass.  The steeds’ hot and heavy breathing misted the air, but they refused to halt their maddening strides.

 Now he was trying to control the horses and a stubborn rider.  He’d had enough.  He banded an arm around her waist and lifted her off the palomino.  After a few minutes, the horses slowed, but his ears were filled with, “Put me down, you bloody jackanapes, son of a fishmonger,” she vehemently screamed, kicking wildly against his black knee boots.  Her hands shoved against his shoulders, fighting his supportive bond.

 “Hold still, you wildcat!” he ordered as he brought his horse to a standstill. When his command went unheeded, he chuckled, tightening his arm.  She felt soft, and her breasts were crushed against his chest.  From the smoothness of her flesh, he could tell she wasn’t wearing a restrictive undergarment. The thought warmed his insides even more than the vigorous ride that had set his brow with beads of sweat.  Her heart was beating rapidly, and a blush coated her cheeks. He didn’t know if it was from the vigorous ride or his intimate hold.

 “You’re a spirited wench.  Next time you steal a horse, make sure you can ride it!”

 She continued to thrash about.  “I didn’t steal the horse,” she flatly denied, breathing heavily.  “How dare you take such liberties?”

 She was mighty uppity, and her chin stuck out boldly while she issued her commands.  Shimmering pearl-gray eyes were bright with challenge, while her lips pursed in annoyance.

 She was still breathing rapidly, making her breasts push against his chest with each heavy breath.  The brisk ride had left untamed strands of russet-brown hair flying wildly about her back and shoulders.

 He’d never encountered a woman wearing a man’s trousers.  In all honesty, the sight had a very striking appeal. The hands pressed against his chest were lily white.  Maybe her duties were limited to warming her master’s bed.  Her bottom lip was fuller, and he could well imagine how delicious it would taste. The subtle fragrance of her body was pleasant, like a flower garden just beginning to bloom in early spring. She undoubtedly offered many hours of pleasure with her soft, enticing body.  He liked what he felt and decided to collect on his just reward.

 Before she could deny him, his full mouth overtook hers in a searing kiss.  He anticipated strong resistance, but was very pleased that her honey-sweet lips yielded under his plundering mouth. Still feeling no resistance, he moved his hands in a gentle sweep of her smooth back.  Thick strands of luxurious hair entwined with his fingers, reminding him of the finest silk he imported from the Orient.  He loved the feel of a woman’s hair, considering it one of any woman’s most prized possessions.  This wench was certainly blessed. 

 When he ended the kiss, he prepared for a verbal protest or to suffer the flat of her hand against his cheek, but they were both too caught up in the spell of the moment to utter a sound.

 

 

 Katherine couldn’t believe she’d been caught. She’d never been this close to a man, and her heart was pounding.  His black eyes shimmered like onyx pools. The intensity of his stare unnerved her even more.

 She’d imagined what a man’s body might feel like, but no amount of imagination could have conjured such a wonderful feeling.  She couldn’t seem to take her eyes off him.  Thick, blue-black hair swept his wide forehead and dipped beyond the edge of his collarless shirt.  He hadn’t greased his hair with Macassar oil, which was favored by men of fashion.

 She curbed her desire to wrap her fingers about a mischievous curl that brushed his forehead. His full mouth offered an engaging grin.

 His flesh wasn’t tanned by the sun, yet it wasn’t pale and spiritless like the gentry of Boston. The muscles of his upper torso were firm and hard against her body, which felt fused to his.  Exciting warmth penetrated her palms where they pressed against his soft cambric shirt. 

 She summoned all her strength to her arms and shoved against his chest that matched the strength of a solid brick wall.  All he did was chuckle at her efforts.

 “For your information, I didn’t need rescuing!” she professed, some of the loftiness fading from her voice. 

 “Struggling and being rude is no way to express your gratitude for my heroic deed.  Don’t you believe in knights in shining armor?” he devilishly questioned. “I believe some form of appreciation is forthcoming, wouldn’t you say?”

 No gentleman would dare make such a preposterous proposal.  She hadn’t saved her maidenhead this long to have it stolen by a knave in a chance encounter.  If he thought her easy prey, he was sadly mistaken. She was no weakling.

 “I beg to differ with you.  Sir, you are no gentleman!”

 “And,” he professed with an endearing smile, “you are no lady.”

 She was stunned when the banded arms about her body tightened, and then the pressure of his mouth on hers demanded a response.  The pleasure fed her pounding heart. The only kisses she’d received had been repulsive attempts by cloddish suitors.

 She was drowning in his nearness, and her will to fight had deserted her.  Her hands slid across his broad shoulders and crept about his neck. She didn’t want this thrilling kiss to be over.  Common sense barged into her thoughts. If she didn’t get out of this very compromising position, he would surely think she was willing to totally give herself to him.

 She stirred up a generous helping of anger and unflinchingly demanded, “Put me down, you scurrilous dog!”

 “Well, it would seem milady has had a change of heart,” he said with a grin.

 She wasn’t prepared for him to loosen the arms he’d wrapped around her waist, sending her plummeting to the ground.  Katherine gasped in shock, and she took deep breaths, trying to control the wave of contempt she felt for this cynical man who’d dropped her like a discarded piece of trash.

 The amused grin on his face displayed the inner satisfaction he enjoyed at making her appear the fool.  Never had a man treated her so…but lying on the grass gave her the advantage to view the rest of his masculine form.

 Clearly, his profession was not of a man who spent his working hours in a countinghouse, but one who labored at strenuous tasks.  Yet, there was a well-bred subtleness about him, like he’d be at home in an opulent drawing room.

 The leather reins dangled loosely about his long fingers.  His nails were clean and well-trimmed.  The navy breeches that strained from the strength of his thighs were impeccably neat, as were his highly polished boots.

 Since dropping her to the ground, he’d hooked an insinuating leg about the saddle horn of the rich leather saddle.  His black Arabian was one of the finest roans she’d ever seen.  Her pursuer had proven his skill in handling the powerful horse.  As far as Katherine was concerned, this stranger who sat high in the saddle was much too proud and daring.  Who was he?

 

 Cade had suffered the personal scrutiny of many women, but this was the first time he’d felt the penetration of inspecting eyes.  She was thorough and exact. She might have been lying at his feet, but there was a heightened superiority about her, making this lovely wench with the angel eyes more of a challenge.  Who was she?  He was about to find out.  He unhooked his leg from about the saddle horn and dismounted.

 “Lucifer, I think we’ve injured the wench’s pride.  See what you can do about making friends with her pretty horse.”

 His stallion snorted his pleasure and stepped toward the golden filly that plucked at the grass with her mouth.

 When Cade extended a hand to help the woman up, she eyed his offering with skepticism. She tossed her chin and pushed up from her unladylike sprawl.

 “No, thank you!  I don’t need help from a foppish, ill-mannered ninny!” she spat, her eyes emitting flames of displeasure.

 He’d never been called a foppish ninny—ill-mannered, yes—and laughed off her insult.  “Allow me to introduce myself,” he said, sweeping a lofty arm before her in a dignified bow.  “Cadell Leighton, at your service.  Please forgive my despicable manners for failing to recognize a real lady, one who exudes the class of an aristocrat. I hope it’s in milady’s powers to forgive this humble knave.”

 “I don’t want or need your help!  Save the knight-in-shining-armor performance for a mindless damsel who doesn’t have a brain in her head. You have no business being here.  This is part of the Jameson estate, and you’re trespassing!”

 Cade caught her use of terms from medieval history in her rebuttal.  So she was intelligent as well as lovely.  “Jameson?  I’ve heard that name before, something about the widow Jameson trying to marry off her spinster daughter.  The girl must be disfigured or frightful looking if the Jameson fortune can’t attract a suitable husband.  Do you work for them?” he asked with casual interest, reaching down to pluck a blade of grass and put the slender tip in his mouth.

 Once again, she tossed her chin and asked with a great deal of dignity, “Your name carries wealth and position.  Am I to understand you don’t have an aversion to associating with females who are in servitude to the very wealthy?”

 The frank question took him by surprise.  For a servant, her precise diction hinted at a proper upbringing, yet no well-bred Boston socialite would be found riding about the countryside dressed in men’s clothes, a sight he found quite pleasing.  The black trousers molded to her full hips, and the shirt revealed her ample breasts.  With little effort, he could open the buttons that struggled to keep the opening closed.

 She was exceptional in every way. A little more coaxing would be needed to win the favors of this pleasant wench.  Before the week grew old, this one would be totally his.  He offered a pleading smile that would win the staunchest maiden’s heart.

 “My behavior was unforgivable.  A woman is beautiful whatever her station in life. I have the highest respect for one who puts in a good day’s toil.  You’re quite lovely, but I’m sure you’ve heard that before.  I’d like to make it up to you.  Milady, I’d be honored if you would consent to go riding with me tomorrow morning.  I’ll be waiting here at first light.”

 

 The taunting disrespect in his heady drawl added to Katherine’s debasement.  Just because he was a Leighton, a name she’d immediately recognized, didn’t give him the right to insult her. He apparently had more respect for a servant than a socialite.

 Elizabeth Jameson associated with the very best of people, so why hadn’t she ever presented Cadell Leighton?  He was certainly rich enough. She had a good mind to tell him who she was, but thought better of it.  Word could get back to her mother, and that couldn’t possibly happen.  He thought her a serving wench now, so why discourage his assessment? 

She brushed grass from her trousers. “I do live in the estate house, if that’s what you mean.  Now, if you’ll excuse me.”  Katherine walked over to Dancer and reached for the dangling reins, urging her away from the pretentious black stallion.

 When a gently placed hand touched her shoulder, she stiffened, refusing to turn about and face him.  What was it about his touch that made her feel all funny inside?  Her displeasure with him was fading. He’d said she was lovely. She had an uncontrollable urge to dally away the rest of the day with Cadell Leighton.

 He gently turned her about, and her eyes were fixed to his chest so he had to put a finger under her chin, urging her to look at him.  “Do you have to go?  I’m sorry if I offended you with my kiss.  Can’t we be friends?”

 She stared up at him.  All the mocking scorn was gone from his deep voice.  Was the tenderness in his eyes and pleading smile all part of the act he used to make women surrender to his practiced charm?

 Riding without a groom, wearing men’s clothes, was scandalous enough, but engaging in an unchaperoned rendezvous lent more depth to the seriousness of her wrongdoing.  Thinking her a servant was one thing, but a promiscuous female she wasn’t.

 She forced herself to sever their much too personal encounter and went to mount her horse, but he moved to stand in front of her.  “Allow me to assist you.  No gentleman would ever miss the chance to offer aid to a beautiful maid.”

 “Thank you, Mr. Leighton,” she said, giving him a slight nod while offering a warm smile.  Once Katherine was back on her horse, Dancer responded to the light prodding of Katherine’s booted feet and let herself be guided in the direction of home.  Curiosity coaxed Katherine to turn about to find Cadell Leighton staring after her, just as she’d hoped.

 “You didn’t tell me your name!” he called out.  “Will you be here tomorrow?”

 She offered a friendly wave in response as the corners of her mouth lifted impishly.  Katherine refused to give him a commitment.  Making him wonder if she was going to meet him would make him think about her more. Tomorrow would be time enough to place their relationship on a first-name basis.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 4

 

 Happiness and the crystalized brilliance of Cadell Leighton’s eyes accompanied Katherine’s ride home.  In the fleeting moments of their encounter, she’d beheld different sides of him—unwavering courage in controlling a mighty steed, domineering strength, intelligence and quick thinking, even his affable side, despite her being the object of his jest.  His suave confidence had hinted at having practiced courtly grace. He was the handsomest man she’d ever seen.

 When the estate house came into view, she thought about sharing her newfound happiness with Tante Ingrid, but that would draw Tante further into Katherine’s scandalous behavior.

 Fritz wasn’t in the stables, so she took care of Dancer.  When she entered the kitchen, she stopped at the sight of the table laden with fancy cakes and tea sandwiches.  She groaned.  Raymond Chandler would be coming this afternoon.

 Her only salvation was the thought of meeting Cadell Leighton tomorrow morning.  Playing flirtatious games was nothing new, but this time she had a very exciting adversary. Katherine prayed the hours between now and tomorrow would swiftly flee.

 

 The tall case clock at the end of the hall chimed the hour of two.  Katherine cringed. Chandler would be arriving soon. She wanted to please her mother, but she didn’t want to look attractive.

 She went to her armoire and pushed aside dresses of colorful silks, satins and delicate flannels.  They were all too lovely, except for a gown Aunt Harriett had given Katherine on her eighteenth birthday.  The gray taffeta gown had too many flounces and unflattering sloping shoulders.  It was the perfect dress for entertaining a repulsive suitor.

 She applied rice powder to a soft puff and dabbed at her face, achieving the sickly appearance that was so popular with fashionable women.

 At half past two, there was a polite tap on Katherine’s door.  It was Julia, the upstairs maid, announcing that  Katherine’s presence was requested in the east wing drawing room.

 She stole a nervous glance in the mirror that cast back her wearisome appearance before she made her way down the stairs.  She tapped lightly and opened the drawing room door, the sight of Chandler making her want to retch.

 Excessive indulgence had achieved his round girth.  A portly stomach and thick waist matched the flaccid pulp of his thick thighs.  His fleshy fingers displayed an assortment of rings.  Katherine curled her fingers. His manicured nails were cleaner than hers.

 His thinning brown hair was combed straight back to cover an obvious bald spot and was perfumed with Macassar oil. Quivering jowls of sullen flesh emphasized full lips and underlined a round jaw and thick-set neck.  His puffy cheeks and bulbous nose had an unnatural redness to them.

 His attire was of the latest fashion, but did nothing to distract from his large size.  The rich fabric of his dark gray trousers clung to his broad thighs.  The lighter gray frock coat and matching waistcoat strained against their front closings.  Ruffles adorned the front of his white shirt, making his fleshy neck look more pronounced.

 Elizabeth looked regal in pale blue silk. A lace rushing encircled the high neck and edged the elbow-length sleeves.  There, resting against the front of the dress, close to her heart, was the locket.  Katherine hoped someday she’d find out the identity of the man who’d died with her mother’s heart in his hand.

 The beaming smile on her mother’s face gave Katherine her mother’s approval on her appearance. She was so intent on looking at her daughter, Elizabeth was unaware of the obvious insult being thrust upon Katherine’s person.  The lascivious gleam in Chandler’s eyes raked Katherine with a thoroughness that was frightening as well as degrading.  Unladylike oaths ran through her mind as she joined her mother on the settee opposite him.

 “Good afternoon, Mother, Mr. Chandler.”  Her voice was cool and impersonal, the snobbish air she maintained with unwanted suitors.  He managed to push himself up and gave her a slight bow before making himself comfortable on the cushioned settee.

 “I’m very glad to see you, Katherine.  Your beauty has exceeded my every dream.  Please call me Raymond.”

 “Thank you.  Your compliments will go to my head,” she replied with a practiced giggle, batting her eyes above a fan that she placed before her mouth, which pursed in disgust.

 “We really should get to know one another.  I’ve a new landau, and we can tour the countryside.  Let’s say tomorrow around one in the afternoon?”

 Spending time alone with Chandler was the last thing she wanted to do.  “I’m really not up to it,” she offered as a poor excuse.  “My daily potion of vinegar and chalk haven’t been agreeing with me.”

 “Nonsense!” Elizabeth interrupted.  “It would do you good to get out.  You spend too much time in your room. You don’t even go riding. I’ve considered selling that beastly horse.  It’s not what a lady should ride.”

 Katherine’s disgust at the suggestion that she go riding with the lecherous buffoon was mild compared to the panic that gripped her insides.  Selling Dancer would be like selling Katherine’s soul.

 “Mother, you can’t sell my horse!” she objected, showing the first spark of life since entering the room.

 “Katherine, not in front of Raymond,” her mother warned with a subtle smile that went a lot deeper than met the eye.

 “That’s quite all right, Elizabeth.  It isn’t as if I’m a stranger.  I’m practically a member of the family,” he said, offering Elizabeth a look of understanding.

 The knowing gleam didn’t go undetected by Katherine. To further tax her patience, she had to remain attentive while he boasted of his magnificent home and political aspirations.

 When Millie, Ingrid’s helper, served the pastries and tea sandwiches, the amount he ate would surely add to his girth.  She was relieved when his visit ended.

 “I’ve had an enjoyable afternoon,” he commented, walking to the front door.  “I hope you haven’t forgotten about my soiree on Saturday evening.  All of Boston’s finest will be there.  I’d be pleased if Katherine would act as my hostess.”

 “She’d be delighted,” Elizabeth replied with the demure enthusiasm expected of her. “Raymond, you’re too kind.”

 “I’m looking forward to our outing, Katherine.  Till tomorrow,” he said, offering a slight bow.

 She offered no reply.  Tomorrow afternoon, she planned to come down with a fit of the vapors. They might even last through Saturday night.

 

 The morning dawned with black storm clouds covering the countryside in a gray cloak.  She opened the French doors and stepped out onto the balcony to breathe in the rain-heavy air.  The darkness of the day didn’t dull her anticipation, knowing she’d soon be with Cadell Leighton.

 This morning’s escape warranted extra caution, and it also intensified her guilt.  Riding without her mother’s knowledge was one thing, but meeting a man she hardly knew bespoke a total lack of regard for decorous behavior.  No matter how wrong it was, she refused to give up the chance of being with that fascinating man who made her heart pound with excitement. 

 She planned to subtly encourage him to call upon Katherine Jameson. How could her mother object?  He was wealthy, and his name carried a prominent reputation.

 Dancer echoed Katherine’s excitement, and she tried to calm her steed. “Shh, girl, you’ll soon see your black stallion,” she assured as they made their way through the dreary orchard.

 They headed directly for the ridge as the stormy sky grew steadily darker. The only time storms upset her were when they arrived in the dead of night and brought to life the memory of that horrible night nine years ago.

 She’d been awakened by a frantic plea from her mother to hurry and get up, that they were going away and wouldn’t be back for a long while.  Katherine hadn’t understood what was happening.  She’d been rushed out of the house into a night that was being pummeled by rain and torrential winds.  

 She’d sat between her mother and Tante Ingrid, neither saying a word.  Their faces had been pale and lifeless. She’d kept asking her mother why they were leaving their home, but her mother hadn’t responded to Katherine’s questions, especially those about her father and why they’d had to leave him.

 They’d taken up residence with her cousins in Philadelphia.  Six months had elapsed before Elizabeth reported that her husband had died when his ship went down while attempting to sail around the Horn.  Katherine had found it difficult to accept the passing of the colorful man who had filled her life with happiness.

 Almost two years later, they had returned to Boston, but Katherine hadn’t been allowed to stay for long.  She’d been shipped off to finishing school.  

 To this day, she still didn’t have any answers about what had happened all those years ago.

 The erratic winds made her hair fly about in a frivolous fashion.  Katherine chuckled.  The man’s clothing and unkempt hair were about the lowest a woman could get in appearance.  So why was Cade so eager to seek her company?  Cade.  She liked the shortened version of his name.

 With him, she could let him see the real Katherine Amanda Jameson, the one who relished an enthusiasm for life.  She couldn’t reveal to him who she was, not yet.  She was prepared to give him another name.

 Dancer was the first to sense the arrival of Lucifer and his dashing rider.  The heart-fluttering sight of Cadell Leighton exiting the trees erased all doubts as to whether she should have given in to her longings to meet him. This morning, he wore a navy, open-necked shirt and fawn-colored breeches tucked into the tops of his calf-length black boots. Because he didn’t wear a customary hat, she could see all of his handsome face.  She wished her heart would stop racing.

 

 If he’d been greeted by dark clouds while at sea, he’d be issuing orders to his men to prepare for the incoming storm.  Call him crazy, but he ignored the dark morn and felt the warmth of sunshine as he beheld the golden mare and her lovely rider that stood out boldly against the dark sky. It was rare when a woman impressed herself on his memory.  This woman hadn’t left his mind for a moment since he’d met her the day before.

 As to why he panted after her like a stallion in heat, Cade had no answer. At times, he went for months without being with a woman. He’d learned much from women in his lifetime of twenty-nine years. At the age of fourteen, he was introduced to the golden-skinned women of Tahiti.  By the time he was sixteen, he’d enjoyed the exquisite taste of women in the Orient.  Yet, this ordinary serving wench was leading him on like a child eager for a sweet confection.

 After dinner last evening, he’d joined Uncle Ian in his study to enjoy a Cuban cigar and an Azorean brandy. Cade reflected on the troubling conversation he’d had with his uncle, especially when he’d asked about the Jameson household staff.

 “Uncle Ian, your Knob Hill society revolves around everyone’s business, so you’re privy to gossip.  Do you have any knowledge about the Jameson household staff?”

 His uncle’s smile dimmed, and he turned away from Cade to limp over to his armchair and slowly lower himself to the velvet seat cover. He sipped nervously at his drink, hesitating in answering the question.  He also blinked rapidly, as if trying to erase a bad memory.

 “Why are you asking about the Jamesons?”

 “While I was riding today, I met someone who works as a maid, and she didn’t give me her name.”

 “Just like you to avoid society debs who are eager to make you their husband.”

 “I don’t want or need a wife. I learned the hard way you don’t get involved with rich, spoiled society maidens. The wench I found was attractive and someone to pass the last few weeks with till we make sail.”

 “Take my advice. Don’t get the maid with child.  The widow Jameson is very protective of her staff.”

 “I take it you know her.”

 Once again, Uncle Ian blinked rapidly and finished the brandy in his glass.  “I did, once.”

 Before Cade could pursue the subject, his uncle had purposely redirected the conversation to the cargo of cotton he’d contracted to be shipped out the following week on one of their ships.  Cade had dropped the subject.
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