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			For my mom, Doris, 

			for always telling me I should write. 

			And for my husband, Miguel, 

			for making it possible for me to do just that.

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 1


			Anne

			Bristol, England 1697

			After Anne’s father died, her mother often said that sorrow was the only
				sun that rose for them. Her mother had since followed him into the darkness of
				death, leaving Anne to face the dawn alone.

			That morning was no different, the thick clouds overhead were determined
				once again to release their pent-up frustration on her. In the crowded marketplace
				and its stalls, the air smelled of sweet water on damp stone and wood, accompanied
				by the tang of blood. 

			Other maids and cooks from the large homes in the city bartered and
				bought, their weary voices calling for pheasant, venison, and veal. Anne stood in
				line with her pail of fruits and vegetables, hoping she wasn’t too late to get the
				better cuts of meat. At last she stepped up to the butcher, the many coins in her
				pocket reminding her of her errand’s importance. 

			The butcher winked, his brown eyes almost black. “Good
				to see you, Anne. What’ll it be today?”

			“Master Drummond wants venison tonight,” she said, inspecting the haunches
				and shoulders hanging from the stall’s center beam. The butcher’s eyes followed her
				with the same consideration. With his fair hair, some might have called him
				handsome, but she only saw his yellowed teeth and smelled his rank breath. If Master
				Drummond hadn’t insisted she buy from this particular butcher, she would have found
				a different one long ago. He was at least twice her sixteen years, and though his
				apron was clean, the look on his face was not.

			“Aye, his son is coming home, isn’t he?” he said, leaning forward across
				the table. “Been gone a year at sea.”

			Anne took a step back, pulling her shawl more firmly around her, and
				finally met his gaze. “Yes, which means there’s no time to waste. I must return to
				the house as quickly as possible. I’ll take that one,” she said, pointing to a
				fleshy red hindquarter.

			The name Drummond was always on someone’s lips, for Richard Drummond was
				one of the wealthiest merchants in the city. In four weeks’ time one of the largest
				ships ever built, the Deliverance,
				would set sail from Bristol. It was Master ­Drummond’s showpiece.

			“Oi, you can’t have that one. This one’ll have to do,” the butcher said,
				poking a knife into a thin portion of meat in front of him. It was old, the flesh
				tough and hard, the fat contracted.

			Anne’s face flushed with anger, and she wished for the hundredth time that she could purchase elsewhere. “And why would I want that
				piece?” she asked sharply. “Do you know what the master would do if I served that
				for dinner tonight?”

			The butcher grinned. “I know what I’d do,” he said.

			Gritting her teeth, she gave him what she hoped was a haughty look. “What
				else do you have?”

			Unexpectedly, he grabbed her arm, pulling her close so that her pail hit
				the table, spilling the produce onto the cobblestones beneath their feet.

			“Don’t act so high and mighty with me. I’ve already told you. I’ll give
				you the best cuts, but this time it’ll cost you a little extra,” he sneered. “I’ve
				been a patient man. If you want to please your master, you’re going to have to
				please me first.”

			Like a dragonfly caught under glass, her heart fluttered. She’d become
				accustomed to his lewd suggestions, but the grip of his grimy fingers on her arm
				filled her with a new sense of panic. 

			“You can please yourself,” she hissed, wrenching her arm out of his grasp.
				With shaking hands she quickly picked up the fruits and vegetables, not bothering to
				wipe the dirt from their skins. The butcher laughed, an ugly sound that made her
				stomach churn. She glared at him, turned on her heel, and barreled through the crowd
				in an attempt to put as much distance between herself and his stall as possible.

			The devil hang him. If Master
					Drummond wants venison for his son’s return, he should come down here and buy it
					himself. If the butcher tries to touch me again, I’ll stick him like the pig he
				is.

			Only after she was several rows away did Anne stop and lean against a
				brick wall to catch her breath, aware of the suspicious glances thrown her way.

			Despite the fact that it was a major seaport, most of the inhabitants of
				Bristol were still unused to Anne’s appearance. She was the illegitimate daughter of
				a prosperous English merchant and a West Indies slave, and people didn’t know how to
				react to the mix of her mother’s coppery skin and her father’s blue eyes. It was
				obvious Anne didn’t fully belong to either race, and others often viewed her with
				either distaste or distrust. 

			Wearily she straightened, her fingers reaching for her mother’s small,
				gold watch hidden in her pocket, a habit whenever she was upset or distressed. She
				needed to find something else to cook for dinner, and quickly. With rows and rows of
				stalls, it would not be too difficult to find a new butcher, but she doubted she’d
				be able to find the same quality. 

			The church bell chimed the top of the hour, which meant Anne needed to
				head back to the manor, but there was no decent venison to be found. Desperate, Anne
				settled instead upon a clean stall near the edge of the market and bought two
				pheasants from a small, elderly woman with a hunched back and frail shoulders.

			The woman took the coins Anne handed her and slipped them into her pocket,
				watching Anne intently the entire time. Anne ignored it, used to the scrutiny by
				now, after years of prying glances. “Do you ever have venison?”
				Anne asked, the poultry safely tucked beneath her arm.

			The old woman nodded. “Aye, but we sold out first thing this morning.”

			Just my luck.

			“I’ll be back in the future,” Anne assured her, before heading into the
				busy horde. From now on she would buy from the old woman’s stall. Anne was the only
				one that Master Drummond sent to the market. There was no need for him to discover
				where Anne acquired his meals—she did not understand why he took such an active
				interest in his purchases anyway.

			Part of her hair escaped her thick braid and cap, and she impatiently
				stuffed the stubborn black strands underneath, thinking of all the work that had yet
				to be done. A party of six would be eating dinner that afternoon, and she needed to
				get the pheasants home as quickly as possible. 

			Her feet turned in the direction of the harbor. Shrimp was a favorite
				treat of Master Drummond’s, and she had enough money left over. Although it wouldn’t
				be a lot, it might be enough to dampen his ire. If she could not secure the shrimp,
				she feared he might send her back to the workhouse, where she’d have to labor
				alongside the rest of the city’s penniless inhabitants in exchange for handouts. The
				thought sent a shiver running down her back. 

			As Anne approached the docks, the sound of seagulls intensified and the
				bells on distant boats could be heard more clearly. Her father
				had sometimes brought her here very early in the morning or late at night, when not
				many people were about. He’d said that the presence of the sea gave the very skies a
				special quality, one that could not be duplicated.

			There was freedom here. It flowed through the air and lifted the sails of
				the vessels as they left. How often in the last five months had she been tempted to
				stow away, sail off, and leave this life behind? Her mother had filled her head with
				stories of the West Indies, and her father had always promised to take her to her
				mother’s island one day. 

			The familiar sights and sounds of the waterfront drew Anne in. It was hard
				to take a breath without inhaling the scent of salt and fish, and no one could speak
				without having to raise their voice over the cries of the gulls. Anne managed a
				smile, her first one all week.

			The fishmonger she usually bought from saw her coming and straightened,
				returning her smile. “Good morning, Anne. You’re a bit late this morning, aren’t
				you?” 

			She nodded regretfully. “Yes, indeed. I don’t have much time, but I need
				some shrimp,” she said, referring to the small barrel behind him, full of the plump,
				gray crustaceans. “Two pounds should do.”

			He flinched. “I’m truly sorry, but those have been purchased.”

			Fear sharpened Anne’s voice. “What? The whole barrel?”

			“Aye. Someone came in and bought the lot.”

			“But I must have two pounds. Surely you can spare
				some,” she said. 

			“They’re not mine to spare. Though, you can ask him yourself, if you
				like,” the fishmonger said, pointing at someone over Anne’s shoulder.

			She turned in time to see a large figure approaching. He was at least a
				head taller than she, with a broad chest, and muscular legs clearly visible in the
				brown breeches he wore. A cutlass hung from his waist, beneath his short jacket. He
				was tanned, and the hair on his head and the beard on his face were as black as the
				thatched roofs surrounding the dock. 

			She took an involuntary step backward as he stopped beside her. He gave
				her a cursory glance, his green eyes bright, before turning his attention to the
				fishmonger. His voice was smooth and low when he spoke. “Instead of taking them
				myself, I’d like you to deliver—”

			Desperation drove Anne to interrupt him. “Please, sir. Might I have a word
				with you?”

			Once again those green eyes turned in her direction. This time he afforded
				her a more complete perusal, and she swallowed the distaste in her mouth. He was no
				gentleman. His appearance suggested a simple sailor, someone who could not possibly
				afford the entire barrel.

			“Yes?” he asked.

			“It’s about the shrimp. I was wondering if I could take two pounds from
				the top and pay you for them.”

			A woman came from behind and called to the fishmonger.
				He turned to help her, leaving the shabby sailor and Anne to their conversation.

			When he had first approached, she’d thought him much older, for he was
				taller than most men. On closer inspection, she realized he couldn’t have been more
				than nineteen. His expression warmed as he considered her. He was interested,
				clearly, but Anne wasn’t sure if it was her proposal or her appearance.

			“There is more than one stall that sells shrimp,” he said.

			She was not to be deterred. She’d already lost one battle this morning and
				could not afford to lose another. The last cook who hadn’t provided the master’s
				favorite meal for a special occasion had been fired and kicked out onto the
				streets.

			As much as Anne disliked living in the Drummond household, it was
				preferable to the gutter. And if she went to another household, there was no
				guarantee she could secure enough funds to begin a new life. “Yes, but this man has
				the most honest scales and the freshest fish. Since I am unable to buy from him, I
				have no choice but to ask you. Surely you would not miss two pounds,” she pressed. 

			The corners of his mouth lifted, and his green eyes twinkled. “Ah, but I
				would. Have you considered oysters as a substitute?”

			Anne pursed her lips. Master Drummond hated oysters. “No, it must be
				shrimp. Please, I have a very important meal—”

			It was his turn to interrupt. “I, too, have an important meal, for which I
				need the entire barrel.”

			No doubt trying to impress some girl and her family. “I
				have enough coin. How much would it take?” she asked briskly.

			He paused for a moment, still considering her. She shifted uncomfortably
				beneath his gaze but refused to back down. The crowd surrounding them thinned,
				evidence that time was wasting. Her eyes begged him to comply.

			“Perhaps I’ve been too hasty. We could discuss the price,” he said,
				reaching boldly for her arm.

			An image of the butcher flashed before her eyes, but this time there was
				no table to separate her from her attacker. Jerking free of his hold, Anne brought
				the pail forward, hitting the sailor soundly between the legs. He dropped to his
				knees, the breath escaping his lungs with a pained “Ooof,” his eyes no longer
				twinkling.

			“Keep your hands to yourself, you filthy sea rat! Even if you were to
				offer me the full barrel, I wouldn’t go anywhere with the likes of you!”

			For the second time that morning, Anne rushed away from an unwelcome
				advance, cursing softly beneath her breath. She felt the sailor’s eyes following
				her, burning a hole into the back of her head, but she didn’t turn around. He was in
				no condition to give chase, at least not now.

			Hurrying from the docks, she reached once again for her mother’s pocket
				watch. A shiver ran down her spine and she sent up a silent prayer, asking that
				Master Drummond’s heart would be softened and that she wouldn’t
				find herself on the receiving end of his fury.

			Anne also prayed that her path would not cross again with that of the
				sailor’s, for if it did, she knew with certainty that she would not leave the
				encounter unscathed. 

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 2


			Anne

			When Anne arrived home two hours later, anxiety tightened her chest as it always did when the large gray manor came into view. It was cold and unfeeling, much like its owner, as if each wall were carefully designed to suppress joy.

			Sheltered in the grassy downs several miles from the center of town, the property lay behind an ornate wall and gatehouse. It was rumored that Master Drummond had chosen this residence because his wife had fallen in love with the nearby woods. Anne knew the nine bedchambers and seven chimneys of the stone structure by heart, for on more than one occasion she’d been forced to clean them all.

			As she entered, the estate buzzed with activity. Everyone appeared to be elbow deep in chores and preparations. Margery, the housekeeper, bickered with the elderly gardener about the roses for the table settings. Margery had gray hair and a pronounced limp (for one leg was shorter than the other), and as head of the kitchen, she took her duties seriously. If Mrs. Drummond had still been alive, Margery would have been second in command to her.

			The two housemaids bustled about with dusting cloths, trying to shine the brass and polish the silver. Even the three-legged cat had something to do as it scurried away to devour the unlucky mouse clenched between its teeth. 

			“Well, it’s about time you showed yourself. What were you doing for so long?” Margery pounced as Anne hung her shawl on a peg near the back door. “Did you go out into the woods and kill the deer yourself?”

			Steeling herself against the housekeeper’s anger, Anne turned to face her, the lie ready on her lips. “There was no good venison to be had today. Master Drum—”

			Margery’s eyes narrowed, and she cuffed Anne on the side of the head. Luckily, she never used much force. 

			Anne’s cap flew off, but she caught it with her hands as her thick braid fell down her back, setting loose several more strands of hair.

			“What? No venison? The master said he wanted venison for tonight, what with his son being gone for so long. The next time he requests it, make sure you get to the market earlier.”

			Anne nodded, preparing herself for a second strike. She didn’t mention that she’d been up since before dawn. Any earlier, and she could have milked the cows for the farmer down the road.

			“It’s a good thing I made the master’s favorite tartlets. At least you did right with the shrimp,” Margery said, limping over to the fireplace to stoke the embers.

			“Shrimp?” Anne asked, her head snapping up.

			Margery gave Anne an odd look. “Aye, shrimp. I didn’t think I’d given you enough for a whole barrelful, but that’ll feed the lot of them, to be sure.”

			Confused, Anne left the pail and pheasants on the table and followed Margery into the pantry. There on a shelf was a barrel of shrimp. The same barrel Anne had seen earlier that morning.

			Margery read the surprise on her face and hesitated. “You did ask the fishmonger to deliver them, didn’t you?”

			What was the right thing to say? Anne truly could not explain how the shrimp had gotten here. She was merely grateful that they had, for it meant that she would have a roof over her head, at least for one more night. And it meant that she could keep the leftover coins still in her pocket.

			Every time Anne went to market, she saved whatever change she had left, for Master Drummond did not pay her nearly enough so that she might eventually afford passage on a ship bound for the West Indies. She’d also taken to pilfering the odd spoon or empty goblet from the household.

			In a few weeks’ time she would sell it all and leave on the Deliverance. Surely no one would expect her to be so bold as to depart on her master’s ship.

			Margery waited. “Well?” she asked.

			“The fishmonger delivered them,” Anne said, not quite phrasing her statement as a question.

			“That’s what I’m telling you, girl. Are you daft?”

			Anne pictured the young sailor on his knees, his green eyes flashing fire, promising revenge if he ever caught up to her again. Had he simply given them back to the fishmonger? Why would he do that? The sailor had told her he had an important meal. It didn’t make any sense for him to change his mind.

			Even if he had, why on earth would the fishmonger have brought the whole barrel to the house? Anne had told him she needed only two pounds, not the whole lot.

			Masking her confusion, Anne brushed past Margery and emptied the contents of her pail. “I’ll get to the shrimp as soon as I dress the pheasants and start the vegetables,” she said, a knot of unease forming in her chest. What would the fishmonger demand in return, she wondered. Would she have to look for another stall at the docks as well?

			Pushing those unsavory thoughts aside, she worked quickly and efficiently for the next few hours. An excellent cook, Anne’s mother had taught Anne how to prepare delicious meals, and Anne took special care to make sure things were done according to Master Drummond’s specifications. Most of the time there weren’t any problems.

			That day, Margery had hired a young girl to help with the cooking. Normally Margery and Anne were able to handle all the duties in the kitchen themselves—Master Drummond typically ate alone and never had much company. But the return of the master’s son was an important occasion, and Anne was grateful for the extra help.

			Twelve-year-old Ruth peeled and chopped the potatoes with practiced ease. She was slight in stature and pale, her light blond hair plaited down her back in a thin rope. Anne felt the girl studying her as they worked.

			“Do you have any family?” Anne asked, trying to fill the awkward silence between them. 

			Ruth dipped her head, her small hands flying. “Aye, ma’am.”

			“Any brothers or sisters?”

			“Aye, ma’am. Three brothers and two sisters.”

			“Are you the eldest?” Anne asked.

			“No, ma’am, the youngest. My sister Elizabeth is the eldest. My grandfather is the gardener here.”

			“Ah, so that’s how you came to get the job.”

			Ruth nodded.

			Trying to extract information from her was painful. Anne bit her lip, working silently for a few minutes. Once the vegetables and pheasants were roasting, they turned their attention to the shrimp. Anne showed Ruth where the cistern was to gather water to fill the large pot.

			“All right, then. We just wait for the water to boil, and then we’ll add the shrimp. Have you ever tasted shrimp before?” Anne asked.

			Ruth shook her head. “No, ma’am.”

			“Please, call me Anne,” Anne said gently. “I’m not much older than you and much too young to be called ma’am.”

			“Yes, ma’am,” Ruth said automatically.

			Anne laughed. “Tell you what. Once the shrimp are ready, I’ll let you try one. It can be our secret.”

			Ruth’s brown eyes lit up, and she gave Anne a timid smile. “Yes, ma—”

			Anne raised an eyebrow at her.

			“Yes, Anne,” she said.

			“Good girl. But don’t tell Margery.”

			“Don’t tell Margery what?” came a shrill voice behind Anne.

			Anne’s back stiffened. “That I might have added too much salt to the water.” It was the first thing that came to mind.

			“Well, that’s easily fixed. Go and get fresh water,” Margery said gruffly.

			Making a face at Ruth, Anne dutifully took the heavy pot and dumped the perfectly good water out the back door, effectively washing the step for the second time that day. Instead of making Ruth take the trip down to the cistern again, Anne filled the pot herself. It was cool and dark in the lower story, and she enjoyed the solitude.

			While there she heard a commotion coming from upstairs. The master’s son, Mr. Edward, had apparently returned. He had been expected the previous evening, but a storm had delayed his arrival, and Master Drummond had not been pleased, especially with company coming later that afternoon.

			Anne stayed where she was. If he was anything like his father, she certainly wasn’t in a hurry to greet him. The master was a cold and angry man, preoccupied with improving his social status in the community, and he was well aware that many aristocrats mocked him behind his back. Wealth wouldn’t be enough if Master Drummond were ever to attain the higher circles to which he aspired, which was why he’d arranged for his son to wed Miss Patience Hervey, the daughter of a local baron.

			Although Anne had yet to meet either party, she thought it might be a most fortuitous match. She’d heard it said that God had made men and women, and then he’d made the Herveys. The family was known for their overbearing and overconfident manner. 

			Margery had said the master would have liked nothing more than to set his sights higher and have his son marry the daughter of an earl or a duke. But a baron was one of the few peerages that could descend through female lines, and by Mr. Edward’s marrying Miss Patience, any Drummond offspring would be titled.

			Once Anne returned to the kitchen, she set the pot in the hearth. It would take some time for the water to boil. She looked around for Ruth, but the girl was nowhere to be found.

			The two housemaids were in the washing kitchen, fighting over the flowers in one vase, each girl wanting to take the large red blossoms to the respective guest rooms.

			“I heard the young Miss Patience likes red roses,” Sara spat, her slender fingers white from holding the vase so tightly. She was a handsome girl with dark hair and wide brown eyes.

			Leaning back, Mary, the plumper of the two, shook her head, her blond curls shaking. Her normally pretty face had turned pink from exertion. “I don’t care. The baroness should have them.”

			Rolling her eyes, Anne marched past them on her way outside. She debated about telling them that the female members of the Hervey family would most likely bring their own lady’s maids, and any attempt on the housemaids’ part to take over that position would surely be wasted. 

			She had no sooner finished her thought than there was a loud crash from behind her, followed by two shrill cries.

			Now they’ve gone and done it.

			Anne returned to the scene and discovered both girls crying and wringing their hands. There were glass shards everywhere, and the water was forming small puddles on the stone floor. The stems and blossoms of the flowers were unharmed, and Margery swooped in and plucked them up, turning on both girls. She gave them each a swift smack upside the head. Both Sara and Mary clutched their ears, recoiling from Margery’s rage. 

			“What do you think you’re doing? We don’t have time for this kind of nonsense. Sara, you clean up this mess. Mary, you go and find another vase, and don’t you dare touch any of the tartlets in the pantry. Those are for dessert.” She pointed an accusing finger at Anne. “Where were you earlier when Mr. Edward arrived?”

			“I didn’t know my presence was needed.”

			Margery took a threatening step toward her, the glass crunching underfoot. “Don’t act so smart with me. Take the young master some water, since you’re so fond of the cistern. He’ll be wanting a bath.”

			Relieved to leave the bickering behind, but loath to face the new master, Anne headed down the cold, stone steps once more, grumbling to herself. It took her twelve trips up the many flights of stairs to fill the large brass hip tub in the young sir’s second-story chamber.

			By the time she was finished, her back was drenched with sweat, her face flushed with heat. The last few buckets had been filled with steaming water. Master Drummond insisted they keep a pot of water in the washing kitchen for such purposes. He was fanatical about cleanliness, as it was next to godliness in his eyes. 

			There was still no sign of the young master, and Anne stuck her arm into the tub, swirling the water to mix the hot with the cold. She was tempted to climb in herself, and laughed out loud at the thought.

			A low voice behind her stopped her heart cold. “So, you’ve changed your mind, have you? Come to talk to me about the price of the shrimp after all?”

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 3


			Teach

			The girl jumped to her feet, the backs of her legs hitting the tub. Water sloshed over both sides, soaking her dress and shoes. No sound escaped her. She simply stared at him, her mouth gaping like a cod on a hook. 

			Teach smiled grimly as he closed the door with a firm hand. His footsteps were measured as he crossed the distance between them, despite the fact that he walked with a slight limp.

			“So, Anne, you thought you got the better of me,” he said softly, enjoying the look of fear on her face. She reminded him of a rabbit caught in a snare. Served her right after what she’d done to him.

			Her eyes widened. She was clearly surprised at his familiarity with her name.

			“Oh, yes, I already know who you are. Imagine my surprise when the fishmonger told me you worked in my father’s house.”

			Anne’s mouth snapped shut, but she did not move.

			“I’ve been looking for you. You weren’t downstairs when I arrived.” He could not have planned their reunion any better himself.

			Anne licked her lips nervously.

			“You’re not so confident now that you aren’t armed, are you?”

			Her eyes flicked to the bucket near her feet, but Teach snatched it away before she could wrap her fingers around the handle. Like a snake about to strike, he blocked her escape. She stumbled to the other side of the tub, using it as a shield. A smile crossed his face, but it lacked mirth.

			“How long have you worked here?”

			“Five—” Her voice came out as a squeak, and she cleared her throat. “Five months.”

			“I could have you punished for what you did,” he said, watching her closely.

			She nodded. “Yes, you could.” 

			“After that, I could have you fired.”

			“Yes, you could. But I’d rather you didn’t,” she said.

			“And why not?” he growled.

			She held her breath but said nothing more.

			Scowling, he leaned forward, his hands gripping the edge of the tub. “By Jupiter, you’re an arrogant maid. How did you ever land in my father’s house? More important, how in the world have you managed to stay for so long?” Teach was surprised his father had employed someone of mixed race. Richard ­Drummond was not known for his tolerance and open-mindedness.

			Any reply Anne might have had was cut off by some commotion coming from the hallway. It was Master Drummond’s voice, calling out for his son. 

			“Damnation!” Teach breathed, closing his eyes briefly. His father had terrible timing.

			A hesitant sound brought his head up sharply. Anne had moved, and his eyes pinned her to the spot. Pointing a finger at her, as if she were a child for him to command, he said, “Stay,” before striding to the door. He rested his hand a moment on the knob, feeling like a guilty schoolboy called before the headmaster.

			The minute his head was turned, Anne took the opportunity to slip through the side door that connected to his sitting room. He listened as she fled into the back hall and down the stairs.

			Although Teach would have liked nothing more than to chase after her and continue their conversation, Master ­Drummond’s voice demanded his immediate attention. He would deal with Anne later.

			Straightening his shoulders, he pulled open the door and stepped out to meet his father. It had been a little more than a year since they’d last seen each other, and time had not been kind. Richard Drummond was still a handsome man, even in his advanced years, with his square jaw and rugged looks, but there was no denying the signs of age. New wrinkles spread out from his eyes, and dark circles smudged his cheeks beneath.

			“It’s good to see you, Father,” Teach said, wondering if the older man would embrace him. A part of him hoped that he would. His father had not been down in the courtyard to greet him upon arrival, and Teach had tried to hide his disappointment.

			“You need to hurry,” Drummond said. “You’re late, as usual.”

			Teach nodded, doing his best to control his temper. He should have known better. His father had never been an affectionate man. Teach hadn’t wanted to come home in the first place. He would have remained at sea, but his father had threatened to cut him out of his will if he did not return.

			Ever since he’d set foot on land this morning, Teach had been met with nothing but obstacles. First in the form of the arrogant maid. Now with his own father. He wondered if his inheritance was worth all of the trouble. “It couldn’t be helped. The storm was too strong to attempt reaching the shore.” 

			“But when you landed this morning, you didn’t come home immediately, did you?”

			Teach was convinced his father had some mystical ball through which he looked and controlled everyone else’s life. It was useless to lie. “No, you are correct. I went to see the ship.”

			“And?” Drummond asked.

			“It’s a beautiful vessel and will serve the fleet well,” Teach said, choosing his words carefully.

			It was clearly the correct thing to say. His father’s face beamed with pride. “They thought a ship that large couldn’t be built,” he said, his tone arrogant.

			Teach nodded. “Yes, even William said—”

			Drummond frowned. “William? You mean the Earl of Lorimar?”

			Too late Teach realized his mistake. He stuttered, regretting his hasty response. “Yes, I—I saw William . . . I mean, I saw Lorimar briefly.” The world of the English peerage was confusing, with its many names and customs, and Teach had a hard time bringing himself to call his former schoolmate by his proper title. Thankfully, William did not stand on ceremony, at least not in private. In fact, it was William who had first started calling him “Teach.”

			As the only son of the Duke and Duchess of Cardwell, ­William had been given a courtesy title at birth, the Earl of Lorimar. Upon his father’s death, William would then become the next Duke of Cardwell. 

			“What was so important that you went to see your friend first?” Drummond demanded, clearly not pleased. 

			Teach winced. If it hadn’t been for Anne, he would have been home sooner. As it was, he’d been so angry at the time that he’d decided to head to William’s, since the duke’s estate was closer to the center of town. “He said in a letter that he had something important to tell me.” 

			“And? What was it?”

			“William—I mean Lorimar—was accepted into Cambridge,” Teach said, saying the first thing that came to mind. In truth, he’d not kept up any correspondence with William.

			Drummond exhaled loudly. “Yes, I already knew that. Surely that could have waited until this afternoon? The earl will be dining with us, after all.”

			Teach shrugged. “I was unaware of that until I spoke to him. And he is on the route home. I’m sorry, Father.”

			“Yes, well, so am I. I’m not sure I’ve ordered enough food to satisfy his hunger.” He gave his son a shrewd look. “Does he still enjoy his sweets?”

			“He looked . . . well,” Teach said, aware of his friend’s tendency to eat anything within sight. “It appears he has his weakness firmly in hand.” “Firm” might have been a bit of a stretch, but William had lost some weight since the last time Teach had seen him.

			Drummond was clearly unconvinced. “I still don’t understand what you hope to gain by his acquaintance. I should have put a stop to your friendship long ago.”

			“Mother liked him well enough,” Teach said.

			“Your mother always saw the good in people, whether it was there or not. If she could see what Lorimar has become, I’m quite sure she would agree with me. He doesn’t take anything seriously; he’s lazy and under the misconception that you can cure the world of its ailments simply by throwing a pastry at it.”

			Teach knew his father’s dislike of William had more to do with William’s father than with William’s affinity for overindulgence.

			The Duke of Cardwell had been opposed to the Deliverance, claiming its size would give Richard Drummond an unfair advantage over the other merchants when it came to commerce and trade. In the end the duke had lost the argument, and he’d also lost Drummond’s respect.

			Teach decided to keep his mouth shut. He suspected the only reason his father had invited William was so the earl could relay to the duke how impressive the ship was and what a grand vessel it had turned out to be. 

			Drummond pulled out his gold pocket watch to check the time. “You must shave. Miss Patience and her family will be here shortly,” he said.

			He wished he had more time to prepare for her arrival, but there was a part of Teach excited to see Patience again. Although she was a baron’s daughter, when the two of them were alone together, she acted more like a scullery maid, allowing him to do things no lady of noble breeding should agree to.

			But at the moment he was exhausted and wished for nothing more than to soak in the tub and rid himself of weeks of filth and grime. As much as he loved being at sea, there were benefits to coming ashore. “Can you not write and ask them to come tomorrow?”

			His father snorted. “They are already on their way and should be here within the hour. You’ve known about this for quite some time, Edward. Why do you insist on provoking me?”

			“I do not control the skies, Father. You cannot blame me for weather postponing my return,” he protested.

			“I blame you, because you insisted on this foolishness in the first place. What did you hope to learn by spending a year at sea? Nothing has changed since you’ve been gone.”

			“Everything has changed! When will you realize I am no longer a boy and start treating me like a man?”

			“When you behave like one,” was the cold response.

			“How can I behave like one when you’re still making my decisions for me? It’s time you allowed me to determine my own fate, Father.” Although Drummond didn’t know it, Teach planned to be aboard the Deliverance when it set sail, with or without his father’s consent.

			Drummond drew himself up to his full height, forgetting that his son had surpassed him long ago. “What nonsense. The baron and I have discussed this at length, and even Miss Patience is in agreement. The sooner the two of you are wed, the better it will be, for everyone involved.” Not waiting on his son’s response, he turned on his heel and strode away.

			Left alone in the hallway, Teach watched his father’s back, resentment boiling within. He should have known it would be like this. His father had always pushed him to be more mature than his friends. Perhaps that was why Teach had always enjoyed William’s company. Although he carried the title of an earl, William acted every bit like the eighteen-year-old he was, and his father, the duke, did not seem to object.

			Richard Drummond did. He claimed he wanted only the best for his son, and no child of his would work on a merchant ship. He’d eventually agreed to let Teach try it out for a year, thinking it would rid Teach of his “unhealthy obsession” with the sea.

			But his father’s plan had backfired.

			Teach was more determined than ever to set sail once more. The boy looked longingly out the window at the swirling gray sky, wishing for the hundredth time that the storm had postponed his return for at least one more day.

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 4


			Anne

			Downstairs in the kitchen Anne was having the same thoughts, but for entirely different reasons. Anne pulled up sharply at the look on Margery’s face, her heart pounding in her chest.

			“They’re here! They’re here! The baron and his family are here. Quick, make sure Sara and Mary have the chambers ready. No, wait, have you added the shrimp yet? The water is boiling.” ­Margery turned in a circle, wringing her hands in her apron, her limp more pronounced than ever. “No, no. First I need you to check the pheasants. Oh, we should have venison. The master wanted— Stop! What in the world happened to your dress? You were supposed to set a bath for the master’s son, not take a dip in it yourself.”

			Margery’s mouth continued to run, and Anne had a hard time concentrating. Anxious, she constantly checked over her shoulder, convinced the young Mr. Edward would come charging after her. 

			It took considerable effort on her part to focus on the tasks at hand. Her movements were jerky as she took the birds from the spit. She nearly dropped them, and burned her thumbs in the process. Tears sprang to her eyes, and she dunked her seared flesh into a bucket of water near the door. 

			The chaos surrounding her matched her insides, and it was all she could do not to run from the house.

			He was here. The ragged sailor whom she’d hoped never to see again had reappeared, to live in this very house.

			He was the master’s son.

			And he was angry.

			How long could she hide from him? How long would it be before he exacted his revenge? 

			The next hour was torture, as Anne was forced to listen to Sara’s and Mary’s constant chatter with a combination of pity, fear, and disgust. They went on and on about how they wished they were a baron’s daughter and how they’d heard that the young master had come downstairs to await dinner, looking very sharp, and what a fine pair he and Miss Patience would make, as they were both so handsome. 

			By the time the platters of food stood ready and waiting, Anne’s head pounded. Margery had already spoken with the master about the meal. While he wasn’t pleased, Margery said he hadn’t said much else, occupied as he was by his houseful of guests.

			Anne was grateful for the distraction they created.

			Five months ago Henry Barrett, her half-brother from her father’s marriage, had brought her to the Drummond household to work. Given a choice between starvation and employment, she’d naturally stayed. Henry had said he would make her pay if he heard she’d caused any problems for Master Drummond. Hitting the master’s son between the legs with a pail was certainly problematic.

			She wondered how Henry could possibly carry out his threat. No one knew they were related. Henry’s mother had died when he was an infant, shortly before Andrew Barrett had brought Anne’s mother back from one of his trips to the West Indies. Anne was born two years later. Although Andrew ­Barrett had provided a roof over Anne’s head and taught her to read and write, he had never openly claimed her as his daughter, and as a servant, she rarely had need of a surname.

			Nevertheless, she didn’t wish to test Henry. She’d often been the target of Henry’s anger and had spent much of her childhood locked in a closet. It was his favorite form of punishment and one of the reasons Anne enjoyed spending her time outdoors.

			Sara and Mary pushed each other aside, each one trying to glance into the small looking glass that hung near the back door and check her appearance. They straightened their caps and collars, pressing their lips together in the hope that they would stay red. The two of them would assist Margery with the serving of the food.

			Mary had a steady beau, a sailor by the name of John, and was soon to be married, though her engagement did not seem to prevent her from flirting with Tom, Master Drummond’s groom. More than once Anne had noticed bits of hay sticking out of Mary’s hair, despite the fact that involvement among staff was strictly forbidden.

			The moment Sara and Mary left the kitchen with the first course, Anne escaped out to the garden to hide the coins she’d kept from that morning’s trip to the market, her skirts whirling about her ankles. The rest of the chores demanding her attention could wait. She had a favorite place on the other side of the back wall, in a shelter of trees. It was there that she kept a small chest with her growing treasure.

			Within the property, the level ground, clipped hedges, and molded trees all showed the master’s desire to reshape nature to his specifications. But in her little corner, through a low archway, two willow trees grew together, wild and untamed, their branches hanging down, the leaves forming a curtain behind which she could hide. Her space was an unoccupied piece of land that led out of the city, one that very rarely received any traffic.

			The chimney tops of the manor were barely visible from her vantage point. Anne remembered the first time she’d found the spot, the same day she’d arrived at the house more than five months ago. It had been after supper, and Margery had slapped her for dropping one of the dishes. Anne had taken off, determined to leave that awful house. She’d made it only as far as the two willows, for she’d realized she had nowhere else to go. A girl with no funds, and no family to claim her, she’d been helpless and at the mercy of Master Drummond. 

			She had decided she would scrimp and save money, even steal if she had to, in order to leave this place. Somewhere out there, Anne hoped she had family—people who would accept her, despite their differences. Although she’d been born and raised in England, not on one of the far off isles of the West Indies, that was where she planned to go.

			Once the coins were safely tucked away in the chest, Anne returned it to its hiding place in the trunk of the tree. She hoped to visit the market within the week and sell more of the items she had stolen. The goblet and two silver spoons she’d sold had already earned her a tidy sum, but not enough to start her own life elsewhere.

			Anne sat down on a small stump, relieved to be away from the house. The air surrounding her smelled like freshly cut hay, and a small beetle crawled on the ground. She watched its progress through the blades of grass, until a cry pierced the air.

			It was Mary, and her voice was frantic.

			“Anne! Anne!”

			Groaning, Anne quickly ran back through the low archway and into the garden, unwilling to let Mary find her secret hiding place. 

			Mary clutched a hand to her chest, her cap falling from her head. “There you are! Where have you been? I’ve been looking all over for you.”

			An exaggeration, Anne was sure. “I’ve been collecting rosemary,” she said, wondering at her ability to lie to everyone in this household. Until five months ago she had never told an untruth or stolen anything in her life. There was something about this place that almost demanded it. 

			“Quickly, you must come and help Margery and me serve dinner.”

			“But I’ve never done that before. I wouldn’t know what to do,” Anne protested, taking a step back. Although her father had never required her to work, she’d never been present when he entertained guests. She had always eaten in the kitchen with her mother and the rest of the household servants. Anne had been caught between two worlds, unsure of her exact place in either of them.

			Mary shook her head, grabbing Anne by the wrist and pulling her along. Shorter than Anne, Mary was strongly built. Anne dragged her heels, but Mary didn’t seem to notice, intent as she was on hauling Anne to her doom.

			Ignoring Anne’s protests, Mary made it back to the kitchen and threw Anne through the door, barring her escape.

			“Here she is, Sara. Tell her what you told me,” Mary said, picking up a tartlet from the table and taking a large bite.

			Sara sat on a stool near the fireplace, her face wet with tears. “It wasn’t my fault! She tripped me! She tripped me, she did. She saw the young sir watching me, and she was jealous.”

			Anne could barely comprehend what she was saying. “Who tripped you, Sara?” she asked. “Tell me what happened.” Surely it couldn’t be bad enough that it would prevent her from finishing the dinner service. Sara was far too sensitive to work as a maid, Anne thought irritably.

			“Aye, I’ll tell you what happened. It was Miss Patience. She isn’t as pretty as we thought. She’s ugly inside, and it shows. The young sir winked at me. He winked at me, he did, and she didn’t like it.”

			Although Anne had yet to see Miss Patience Hervey, she had met the young master of the house and could understand how Sara would catch his eye. Mary, too, was pleasing, despite her generous middle.

			Sara sniffed and wiped her nose with her sleeve. “She tripped me, and I dropped the soup onto the young master’s lap. Master Drummond was furious! Oooh, I’ve never seen him so furious before.”

			In this house, people had been fired for less grievous acts than pitching a bowl of soup into someone’s lap. Master Drummond often let maids or butlers go without so much as a warning if their collar wasn’t stiff enough or if their shoes weren’t polished. It depended on his mood and if he was feeling charitable or not.

			Anne patted Sara’s back in an attempt to calm her, just as Margery flew in. She pointed at Anne, her hand shaking. Whether it was from rage or exertion, Anne could not tell. “Go and get changed. Quickly now. Wash up!”

			“But I’ve never had to help with a meal. Surely you and Mary—” Anne’s head snapped back from the impact of Margery’s hand.

			“I said now! Take a bucket, wash yourself, and be back down here in two minutes. The young master has changed, and the guests are ready for their next course.”

			The appearance of Mr. Edward had turned the entire household on its head.

			Anne raced upstairs, her ear still ringing, and hastily tore off her dress and shift. The water splashed onto the floor as she filled the washbasin and quickly cleaned herself. Moments later, as she retraced her steps wearing a fresh dress and apron, a pit settled in her stomach.

			With one last look at Sara’s shaking form, Anne twisted her unruly braid under her cap and followed Mary and Margery toward the dining room, like a sacrificial lamb prepared for slaughter.

			Even with her limp, Margery moved with amazing speed. Anne was breathless by the time they reached their destination, afraid she would be sick over the polished floor. With each footstep her anxiety rose, till it was all she could do to remain upright.

			The sound of muted voices could be heard through the door. Silverware clinked against the porcelain tableware, and a woman’s shrill laugh pierced the air.

			Margery turned to Anne and whispered, “All right, now. Look lively. You watch what Mary’s doing and simply do as she does.”

			Anne nodded, her stomach twisting.

			Straightening her shoulders, Margery turned and pushed open the door. She became a different person entirely, at once confident and discreet. Anne had a hard time reconciling the image of this competent woman with the hissing witch who’d slapped her not ten minutes ago. 

			Anne felt the young master’s eyes on her the moment she walked in. A flush crept into her cheeks, and she kept her head averted. The walls of the dining room were covered with lavish frames filled with maps made by the most sought after cartographers. The charts marked the routes of Master Drummond’s merchant fleet. Unlike in other prominent households, there were no portraits of distinguished ancestors here, as the master himself was the son of a soap maker.

			Mary stepped up to the table to clear away the soup bowls, and Anne had no choice but to follow her example.

			The conversation swirled around the room, and Anne took surreptitious glances at the guests, noticing with irritation that Mary had left her to clear Miss Patience’s place. Miss Patience was quite the sight in her light blue dress, which boasted a broad neckline and long sleeves. It was corseted so tightly that she seemed to have trouble handling her cutlery. Her blond hair was a mass of curls, cascading elegantly over one pale shoulder. Despite her elegance, her features were pinched, like the sharp pleats in Anne’s best dress.

			Curious about the young master’s appearance, Anne looked over, and gave a start when she saw his handsome face, now devoid of the shabby beard. His hair, too, had been trimmed and just reached the collar of his longcoat. He raised an eyebrow at her when he caught her staring.

			She stumbled slightly and moved on.

			When the baron’s daughter saw Anne at her side, she jerked away as if scalded, dropping her spoon onto the floor.

			Talking ceased, and everyone turned to look.

			Bending to retrieve the spoon, Anne willed the ground to swallow her whole.

			Nobody spoke.

			Iron bands squeezed Anne’s lungs, and the bowls clanked slightly in her shaking hands.

			“What interesting help you have. I’ve heard people from the islands bring all kinds of diseases with them. I find it charitable of you to allow one into your household,” Patience said.

			Master Drummond gave Patience a small nod. “My staff have learned and understand the benefits of cleanliness and the importance of a sound moral character.”

			The air was heavy, the room quiet. Anne waited for someone to say something, anything to break the awful silence. 

			Margery stepped forward to announce the next course, creating a much appreciated distraction. As everyone turned to admire the roasted pheasant and boiled shrimp, a pair of green eyes followed Anne from the other side of the table. As if Miss Patience’s and Master Drummond’s words hadn’t been humiliating enough, of all people, he had had to witness them.

			Anne was sorely tempted to see what would happen if she threw the china at their heads, and it was only with the greatest effort that she took the other bowls from Mary and returned to the kitchen.

			Sara scrubbed the pots and pans, looking up when Anne entered. Depositing the dishes onto the kitchen table, Anne clutched the back of the chair, her heart beating out of her chest.

			“Got to you, too, did she?” Sara asked, her expression sympathetic.

			Anne nodded.

			“Did you go and spill anything on anyone?”

			“No, nothing like that,” Anne said, unwilling to share exactly what had transpired. Sara would hear it from Mary soon enough.

			Sara frowned. “Watch her. She’s a crooked one, she is. Miss Patience will smile at your face and reach around and stick a knife into your back if you’re not careful.”

			Although Sara and Anne had never seen eye to eye before now, for once Anne agreed with her. “The devil hang them, I don’t want to go back in there,” Anne muttered.

			When dinner was over, there would be a few hours of reprieve before they were forced to serve a light supper later that evening.

			Sara shook her head. “But you must. Any minute now I expect the master to send me packing. Please, Anne. You’ve got to do it for me,” she begged, her voice plaintive.

			Smoothing the front of her dress, Anne didn’t mention that Miss Patience was only one of her worries. If the young master continued to watch her every move, she’d go mad before the end of the day.

			What was the worst that could happen if Anne left this place? If she did run away, where would she go? She didn’t have enough funds yet to travel, and there was no guarantee she would be able to improve her situation in a different household in England. At least with Mary and Sara, she knew what she had.

			Neither of them had been overly kind to her since her arrival. In many prosperous families it was fashionable to have servants of a different race to indicate wealth and rank. The girls had initially thought Anne’s chief function was to look decorative. Mary was the worst and had made all sorts of callous remarks about Anne’s hair and skin color, not caring if she was within earshot or not. Margery had sometimes joined in. Their cruel comments had stung. Anne had done her best to ignore them, but she’d been overwhelmed and depressed by her new situation.

			Over time Anne had learned when to keep her mouth shut and when to strike back, for if she aimed at two, she would not hit a single one.

			Now they all simply lived under the same roof. They were neither friends nor enemies. They simply existed.
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