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  Prologue




  “Hate is a bottomless cup; I pour and pour.”




  It had been over a year since Captain Robert Butler and his brother Phillip set sail for the Caribbean Island which housed the infamous pirate, Alhambra Vega. Robert’s ship, the Gold Star, the prize of his fleet, with three decks and a beautiful cabin in the stern dedicated to Rachel his lost young bride. The vessel was blown off course to which Robert and his crew had to stop for food and water along the route in search of Alhambra. Each island they approached and made land, the people spoke of the grand celebration of the upcoming marriage of Alhambra Vega.




  Robert thought it would be fitting to kill Alhambra and let him taste what he had to endure for the past year and more. Leave his bride mourning as he had mourned Rachel and his child. But he could not be that cruel to a woman. Maybe he would destroy every ship in his fleet and force him into poverty. That was a delicious idea that would sustain Robert’s hate.




  




  Chapter 1




  The Serenade




  Rachel woke from her sleep expecting the sun lying overhead, yet instead she spied the moon hovering in the starless sky over the dim sea. It was the sound of music that swirled in her brain, waking her from a deep sleep and taking her to another time—a time when she was a girl in her father’s house. She climbed from her bed and lumbered to the balcony, where an assortment of flowers in pots circled her legs. The balcony protrudes into midair like a small bird cage. It overlooks patios and courtyards with numerous fountains. During the day she can see servants scurrying, and carrying on with their daily chores. But night was quiet except for the laughter and songs of young men and young women in love.




  She was young, but where was her feelings of passionate love? Where was the sparkle in her eyes or the beauty of a lovers’ kiss that would hold sway over her heart and linger for days until the next warm sensual kiss had been placed on her hungry lips?




  Rachel enjoyed watching the courtship of the young men on the island. She wished she had met Robert under different circumstances, where she had known him all her young life. She carelessly glanced from her lonely balcony as her hands clutched the iron bars tightly to keep from falling. She peered down at the figure of a man standing in the moonlight.




  The figure stepped into the light and began to sing.




  There stood Alhambra underneath her balcony, strumming his guitar and singing then speaking in Spanish as he gazed up at Rachel, then her eyes met his. Was he courting her? She once read about gallant young men from far off lands who sang songs to their beloved by standing and singing beneath the balconies of the women who they sought to marry. Through song they declared their intentions. Was Alhambra truly in love, or was he keeping her as one would keep a song bird in a cage whose only purpose was to sing one song?




  Alhambra was dressed in black pants and a black vest with a red silk shirt. His song was sweet and bright as the silk shirt he wore. Rachel did not understand Spanish, but she did not mistake the tone of the song.




  It was a song of love.




  Captivated by the words and the melody and sweetness of his voice, Rachel leaned forward and smiled. The warm smile encouraged Alhambra, and he sung another song until he heard the soft cry of a baby, deafening the melodious song. Rachel caught up in the moment blushed at the attention. She had never had anyone court her and in such a wondrous way. Never had Robert given such care to her the way Alhambra had, she thought.




  Rachel shook her head to compose herself. There she was comparing Robert to Alhambra. It was impossible to make such a comparison. It was futile to make such a comparison. It was a horrible thing to make a comparison of Alhambra to the father of her child and the first and only man she has ever loved. She never had time to find out what Robert would have done, and that was due to Alhambra bringing an end to Robert’s life.




  Turning away and walking to the wooden crib which Alhambra hand made for little Robert, Rachel leaned in to pick up her baby. She cuddled him close to her, and sung him a lullaby that her mother once sang to her when she had been frightened by thunder from storms. She looked into her baby’s eyes and saw Robert once more. Her little baby, a reminder of what she had lost, and what she had gained, and yet she could not reconcile the feelings she harbored for Alhambra.




  She leaned forward to kiss her baby. She could feel her love of Robert. But will that be enough to carry her for the next twenty or thirty years, she thought. Rachel knew the answer. She could not hold out for one more minute. She was lonely and she wanted to be loved. Not sexual love, but true love, honest love, and protective love.




  Alhambra glanced up to see Rachel had moved to the inside of her room. He knew that the baby had commanded her attention. He knew that babies held sway over their mothers and he accepted that but he wanted some of Rachel’s attention as well.




  * * *




  Alhambra waited long enough until Rachel had put her baby to sleep when he knocked at her door.




  She felt the intensity and intent of the knock at the door. Rachel closed her eyes and took a deep breath; she did not want to open the door. She knew too well that Alhambra was waiting for her to bid him to come in. Instead she walked and opened it. He stood holding a small cedar chest.




  “May I come in?” There was a pause and silence. “I have a present for you,” he said presenting it with extending arms and a broad smile.




  Standing behind the door, Rachel stepped in front of the open door. “You have given me more than I could ever want.”




  “I want you to have this.” His eyes lowered and his smile increased and he appeared more handsome to Rachel. Looking up he said, “This chest contains some precious gems and exquisite perfumes from the far East. I would never give this to any other woman. I give it to you to show my love and devotion.”




  Rachel had never heard Robert say such words. Before he had a chance to do this he was gone from her life. Her heart beat quickly. Her heart beat loudly. Her heart beat intently. Alhambra saw that he was reaching her and maybe she would forget the love she kept for her lost husband.




  He reached for her arm and she gave it freely. His strong hands wrapped around her body, as he pressed his body close to her. Rachel felt the strong form that is hard muscles. She felt his heart beating incessantly against her breast. Alhambra felt the softness and the heat of Rachel’s body and his temperature rose to meet hers.




  Looking into Rachel’s eyes, he knew that he could have her at that moment. She saw Alhambra’s dark eyes smolder, and then his lips pressed against hers ever so softly. Alhambra’s kiss was intense, his kiss was desperate, but his kiss was gentle. Rachel felt his lips on her neck, down her breast; her desperation for love took hold of her and swept her into his body.




  The heat between them was so intense, that a cool breeze blew in from the open balcony; it caused Rachel to pull away. She stepped back, leaving Alhambra standing breathing loudly. The air was heavy. Alhambra’s chest heaved up and down and Rachel’s breathing finally quieted, allowing her to compose herself and speak.




  “I’m not ready to give myself to you completely. I need to discover if I am indeed a widow. I have to find my husband’s family and show them his child. I have to do this before I can consider marrying you. Then there is my family.”




  Alhambra eyes turned downward and then he lifted them and said, “Will you wear my ring?” I am not expecting anything from you. I want you to have everything in this chest without any commitments.”




  Rachel nodded yes and Alhambra left the small chest near the large open fire place, then bowing low and kissing her hand, he backed out of the room. Glancing at the small cedar chest she realized that it was the one that she had been clutching before she fell into the dark rolling sea. She rushed to it and swung it open until the top fell back. She gathered in her hands all of the jewelry given to her by Robert. There were strings of pearls wrapped around bottles of perfume, gold earrings, her diamond tiara that she had worn on her wedding day, and her large diamond engagement ring that she put away for an heirloom. She only wore a simple gold wedding band the day she fell into the sea.




  She went to her knees and cradled the chest in her arms. A tear fell down her cheek and into her mouth. It had the taste of salt and it reminded her of the ocean water that had seeped into her mouth in the cold dark sea when she last saw her beloved Robert. She was happy and not at all disturbed by the present. Rachel could not find the strength to be angry any more with Alhambra. He had been kind and he proved to be a good companion.




  Alhambra gave her the most precious gifts, the life of her child and her past memories that would sustain her through her long life without Robert. She could forgive him for returning her jewelry because he did not know it was hers all along. After all he was a pirate. Rachel knew this and grew to accept it.




  * * *




  Rachel woke to a knock at the door. “Come in.”




  A young female servant entered and presented her with a note. “Wait… who gave this to you?”




  “Why... the master, Senorita!” The young woman was about the same age as Rachel, nineteen. She had a rose tucked into her dark black flowing hair, and a white top and blue skirt, which Rachel admired. The girl turned to leave.




  “Don’t go. Come and sit and talk.”




  “I don’t speak much English, but I will try.” She sat on the foot stool near Rachel’s bed.




  “How long have you been here?”




  “Since I was a child. My mother and father worked for the Patron since my father could no longer go to sea. He was once a pirate when he was young, but my father was not like Senor Vega, he threw all his money away on gambling and drinks. So the Patron took us in and we have been her ever since.”




  “What is your name?”




  “I’m called Mary Teresa.” Mary looked around Rachel’s room. “You have beautiful things. Did the Patron give them to you?”




  Rachel shook her head and stared out into the balcony. “Yes Alhambra gave me those things, but I have some things of my own that my husband gave me. Please don’t tell anyone. I do not want Alhambra to be hurt.”




  “I would not tell him because he loves you so much. I don’t want him to be hurt either. He has been hurt enough… that woman Maria.” Rachel peered straight at Mary Teresa and they walked to her large chest and pulled a dress from it and handed to Mary Teresa.”




  “No I cannot accept it. It is so fine.” Maria stated.




  “Yes you can. I want you to have it.” Rachel shoved the crimson silk dress into Mary’s hand. She placed it in front of her and began dancing. I will wear it to the festival tonight.”




  Mary Teresa rushed out of Rachel’s room singing and holding the dress tightly in her hands.




  Reaching for the note left on her bed, Rachel searched the writing. It appeared to be from Alhambra, yet he did not write his name on the front. She opened the front of the invitation and it was a beautiful written letter requesting her presence to the festival in the village.




  Although she did not feel like venturing out and celebrating, she would because she needed to do something instead of morn. She needed to feel like a young woman again, free from thoughts and worries. Rachel wanted to feel love again, she wanted to hear music and dance, and she wanted to feel alive and desired. The way Robert had desired her.




  Somehow she looked forward to Alhambra escorting her to a festival, where there would be plenty of singing and dancing. A knock came to her door, and in walked a servant with a costume and black mask for her. She loved the idea that no one would see her. She could hide behind the mask and become someone else. She could enjoy the festival without anyone knowing that she was living with the Patron. Rachel did not realize that all the servants and town people had been gossiping about her living in the house with Alhambra.




  The whole island was awash in gossip of how the English woman was to marry the Patron.




  

  Chapter 2




  The Other Side of the Island




  Robert and Phillip tottered off their ship on to the east side of the Isla de Pinos, known as the Isle of Pines by Englishmen. It was completely controlled by Alhambra. They were lucky to land on the Celebration of All Saints Day. In Spain, as on the Isle of Pines, the revelry would continue for days and they could walk among the Spaniards without many problems. Men, women, and children were preparing to celebrate the spirits of their love ones.




  The disguises that Robert and Phillip donned would ensure that they gained information on the whereabouts of Alhambra’s castle. After changing into beggar clothing, they ambled to the nearest tavern. The tavern unlike the ones in England was opened and cheerful, but the heat was oppressive. The collection of expressions on the men’s faces was cool when Robert and Phillip entered through the weak doors. The doors had been newly built because of the recent hurricane.




  All of the ten men turned with inquisitive eyes focusing on the strangers. A moment of silence permeated the heat of the mid-day. Robert traded glances with the bartender and quickly stated, “A round of drinks for everyone.” That did not get a reaction until he continued, “Keep the drinks coming,” he stated in Spanish.”




  Robert spoke five different languages from his travels to the Orient and as far as the continent of Africa. His announcement in Spanish got him a round of cheers from the patrons as well as the bartender who owned the only tavern on the east side of the island.




  Standing and leaning at the bar, Robert dropped a few gold coins, which made a distinct sound. A sound that was recognized by all, even those who were in a drunken state, raised their eyes in the direction of the sparkle of the newly minted coins. Phillip peered at Robert, questioning whether that was a foolish act. The next thing Robert did proved to Phillip that Robert knew how to handle anyone considering robbing them.

OEBPS/Images/354570-the-captain-s-revenge_600.jpg





OEBPS/Images/logo_xinxii.jpg
XinXii





