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Chapter One

“Come on then, look alive,” I heard my father yell as the porters grabbed our luggage from the carriage.

We were boarding the ship for our journey to America. Father had heard about some opportunities and wanted to set up his business there. He had read about people becoming millionaires in this new land, starting with nothing. Surely, if they could do it then so could he.

My father was a shop keeper as was his father before him. He had inherited his shop when his father had died suddenly when my father was a young man. He and my mother had married young and had me and my two brothers. I was the eldest and was expected to marry and have grandchildren for them.

Of course, my mother was always trying to introduce me to other young men of influence to ensure I got married into the right circles. I never really cared for their type though. Brash, arrogant, and full of themselves. I wanted to marry for love, not money or power.

“I hope you’re right about all of this, Henry,” my mother announced to father as we walked up the gangway to the ship.

Our ship was a grand steamer, the Atlantic. It had just made its maiden voyage from New York to Liverpool, and we were riding it back to New York. I marveled at the large paddle wheel and the ornate accents. In every respect, it was living up to the billing as a luxury steamer.

It had two paddles, one on either side of the ship, and three masts. I assumed those were just a precaution in case something went wrong with the steam engines. The American flag was blowing proudly in the breeze, reflecting a confident nation.

“Millie, I have checked it out extensively,” father replied. “There are places where no shops are present. Citizens must travel for days to get supplies. I aim to provide a service no one else is. We cannot lose.”

Father was always confident, even when things looked bad. I admired him for his outlook on life. Nothing seemed to affect him.

“Tickets, please,” the office announced as we stepped onto the main deck.

He was dressed in a fine woolen jacket with gold trim around the end of his sleeves. His cap was white with a black brim and gold rope running from side to side across the front. He was clean-shaven, except for a very thin mustache that was neatly trimmed.

“Very good,” he announced as he handed the tickets back to father.

We continued on to the main deck and found the purser to direct us to our cabins. Walking into the grand foyer was so awe-inspiring. Stained glass windows adorned the room as the sun shone down through the colored glass.

“She’s a real beauty, isn’t she?” father commented. “Fastest ship on the ocean. Our trip will take ten days and sixteen hours to complete.”

“That is much faster than any of the Cunard ships,” James replied.

James was two years younger than me and a real stickler for knowing details. I fancied him becoming an engineer someday. He just had a way of looking at things and knowing what made them work.

My youngest brother, Thomas, was more of a practical person. He didn’t fancy any artwork or big words, settling for understanding markets and business structure. It was assumed he would take over the family business of running a shop when he got older.

We made our way to our cabins and stepped inside. All of us stared in awe at the opulent furnishings in our rooms. We even had running water! Our house didn’t even have that! What a wondrous and marvelous ship to be sailing on.

Mother and Father had a cabin to themselves while my brothers and I shared a second one. We were side by side with a door that connected both cabins. We were due to set sail at noon. With our personal luggage in our rooms, we begged father to let us go topside and watch the ship set off from the pier.

“Please, father,” I pleaded. “I’ll watch after James and Thomas, I promise.”

“Oh, let them go,” mother said nudging father. “You know you were planning on letting them all this while anyway.”

Father grinned and said we could go.

“Be careful and meet us back here in time for lunch,” he told me.

“Yes, father, thank you so much!” I hugged him and kissed his cheek.

I got James and Thomas, and together we headed topside to bid the people on the pier farewell. We were nearly running as we made our way outside and to the side railing. Other passengers were still coming aboard as we searched for a spot with the best view.

“This looks like a good spot,” I said as I leaned forward against the railing.

“Careful or you’ll topple into the drink,” James said teasing me.

“And leave the two of you here by yourselves? Not a chance!” I teased.

The boys were on either side of me as we waved and smiled at the people on the pier. It was a grand sight standing on the deck as we waited anxiously for the ship to cast off. Any moment now we would be underway.

The three of us jumped when the ships horn blew, signaling the imminent departure. People on the pier ran around frantically as they tried to get aboard before the ship sailed. We pointed and laughed at the unfortunate souls who had waited far too long before getting to the ship.

At last, the gangway was removed from the ship and the mooring lines were cast off the pier. With a huge puff of smoke from the smokestack and a lurch, the paddle wheels began to churn up the water and our journey began.

The water turned from a greenish color to a muddy brown as the paddles churned up the silt from the bottom of the riverbed. We watched as the space between us and the pier began to widen. We were finally on our way to America.

We waved goodbye to the people on the pier and watched as we steamed from Liverpool and into the Atlantic ocean. The rolling waves began to move the ship back and forth as we left the safety of the river. The land of my birth was growing smaller by the minute as we sailed into the vast expanse of the ocean.

“Say goodbye,” I said to James and Thomas.

The three of us waved goodbye to England and sighed. In just over ten days we would be arriving at our new home. I wondered what it would look like. Was it like London, or maybe Liverpool? What were the people like? Did they talk like us? Did they dress like us? So many questions swirled in my mind.

“Race you to the dining room!” James said as he tagged Thomas.

“You two be careful,” I yelled as the two of them took off into the ship.

Keeping track of the two of them was going to be a challenge. James was going to be exploring the workings of the ship while Thomas would be analyzing the profit potential of the cruise line. It was going to be my job to keep them out of trouble and out of the worker's hair.

I followed behind the boys, making my way to the dining room. The grand staircase led to the front doors of the dining room where we were going to be taking our meals for the next ten days. Father had given us our seating information prior to us going topside so that we would know where to meet them.

I opened the door to the dining room and the sight nearly took my breath away. The tables were adorned with white linen table clothes. The settings were of fine china and gold silverware. The glasses were an etched crystal that looked like diamonds cut for us to drink out of. Crystal chandeliers hung over each table completing the look of grandeur.

I made my way to our table and saw everyone already seated.

“How was the sendoff?” mother asked.

“Oh, mother it was so grand!” I replied excitedly. “It looked like all of Liverpool was out to see us off!”

“I’m glad you enjoyed it,” she replied.

Our waiter showed up right about then and handed us our menu. He took our drink orders and left to get them for us. I looked over the food choices and selected the roast duck with marmalade glaze. My brothers curled their lips at my selection and chose lamb for their meal. Father and mother both chose a small steak.

I began to hear music and turned in my chair to find the source. I saw a small orchestra of maybe five pieces situated in the far corner. The faint sound of the music added to the ambiance of our luncheon.

“Oh, Henry this is so wonderful,” mother told father.

“Only the best for you, my love,” he replied, kissing her hand.

Mother blushed a bit and smiled at him. I knew the two of them genuinely loved one another even if sometimes it appeared they did not, especially when they disagreed on something. I had hoped that one day, I too would find my love.

With the main course finished, our waiter brought us all a plate of gelatin and a serving tray covered with confections. We rarely ever got treats such as this and our bulging eyes reflected this. We sat there staring at the delicious candies sitting right in front of us, but wary of touching them.

“Well, go on. They are not going to bite you,” father said pointing to the candies.

We all grabbed a piece or two and began to taste the wonderful, yet sugary treats we had selected. Nothing had ever tasted so delicious to me. In our indulgence of the candies, we almost forgot to eat our gelatin. Father redirected our efforts and we managed to clean our plates.

With our bellies full and our sweet tooth satisfied, we pushed away from the table and headed towards the door and a well-needed walk above decks. The walk topside was a laborious walk, reflective of the large meal we had just eaten. But we made it to the top and opened the door to the open deck.

Gone was the outline of our homeland. Gone were the sounds of gulls screeching and diving for treats churned up by the paddles. All we could see was open water. The sound of the steam engine pushing the wheel and the water splashing from the paddles were the only sounds we heard.

Mother and father sat on a bench and held hands as they talked. James and Thomas ran off to explore the ship. Being the only one left, I slowly walked towards the stern of the ship taking in all of its grandeur. The smell of salt water filled my nostrils as I made my way past the lifeboats and shuffleboard games.

I watched as people made their way to the many tables and chairs that adorned the rear deck. Some people were playing cards while others played games such as checkers or chess. Some of the men sat close to the railing sipping cognac and smoking cigars as big as a railroad spike.

The sights and smells of the ocean liner were almost too much to take in. I felt overwhelmed and out of place as I watched the wealthy converse. We were not poor, but we were not the upper crust either. We managed to stay somewhere in the middle, but mother wanted to be higher up. She wanted to be a socialite and mingle with those who were of the upper class.

It was her hope that this new life would grant her what she had always wanted. I hoped it let her live her dream. I knew sooner or later I would be pressured into marrying. I knew as I got older it was going to become more difficult to attract a suiter. That was just how things worked. But for now, I was content to just enjoy our journey.


Chapter Two

I made it to the stern and stared out at the wake behind us. The sun was dipping low, and the sky was turning a yellowish orange as darkness chased us across the water. Soon the stars would be out and the lights of the ship would penetrate the night.

I knew apprehension and fear would take hold of me the closer to America we got, but I was ready for the change. Right now I wanted to just live in the moment. I wanted to enjoy this experience as much as I could.

I turned and looked out at all the people on the deck as one by one they left their chairs for their cabins. Dinner would be starting shortly and I assumed they were all going to get changed for the formal event. I needed to get myself to my cabin so I could be dressed for dinner as well.

I took one last look out over the water before heading back inside the ship. I navigated my way through the maze of folding chairs and tables, trying not to tip any tables over with my dress catching the edge of them.

As I opened the door to go inside, I ran straight into a man coming outside. He nearly knocked me down but was quick to catch my arm and keep me upright.

“Sorry, miss didn’t see you coming in,” he said as he stepped back and bowed slightly.

“You should pay more attention to what you are doing,” I replied.

He was a younger man, maybe a year or two older than I was. He was obviously a worker on this ship. His hands and face had dirt on them and his clothes smelled like the coal that was used to create the steam for the ship's engines. I looked down at my sleeves to ensure he had not soiled them with his dirty hands.

“Don’t worry none, miss. I didn’t get dirt on you,” he said as he noticed me checking my dress.

“And a good thing too,” I replied haughtily. “My father would have caned you for sure.”

“I doubt he would be able to do that,” he replied. “Not unless he wanted a knot on his noggin.”

“Hmph!” I managed to get out as I pushed past him and continued towards my cabin.

Imagine him threatening father. He had no idea who he was dealing with, that was certain. Father would give him a thrashing but good. I looked back at the man as I turned the corner and stopped for a brief moment.

He wasn’t unattractive. He was tall, with blonde hair and blue eyes. His firm grip and stature showed strength. In spite of his appearance and lower class, I still felt he was somewhat attractive.

He was certainly not on my level but nonetheless, I couldn’t stop thinking of him. Of course, this was the first boy I had met outside of my village so I attributed my feelings to a simple infatuation. Soon, the thoughts of him would be replaced by some new experience never to be considered again.

I made it to my room just in time.

“Where have you been?” mother inquired of me. “We thought for sure you were going to miss dinner.”

“Sorry, mother,” I replied. “I got sidetracked on my way here.”

“Well, try not to cut things so close in the future, all right?” she replied.

“Yes, mother,” I replied.

I went into my room, and as soon as James and Thomas had left, I changed my clothes. I put on a white dress with small, pink flowers printed on it. It had pink lace around the cuffs and the collar. My hair was pulled back and in a bun as I placed my hat on my head and secured it in place with a hat pin.

I looked in the mirror and made sure everything was in place. Satisfied, I left my room and joined the rest of my family outside the dining room. The air seemed electric as we awaited the opening of the doors. With the wonderful lunch we had enjoyed, I could not imagine how fantastic dinner was going to be.

At last, the doors opened and everyone began filing in and taking seats at their assigned tables. We made our way to our table and sat down. We shared our table with another young couple who we discovered we newly married.

“So, are you going to New York for pleasure or to start a new life?” father asked the man.

“A bit of both, actually,” he replied. “We have been saving money to make the journey and hope to secure some land for farming once we arrive.”

“Very nice. What area are you planning to purchase your farm?” father asked him.

“We have heard that The Missouri Territory offers some good land at reasonable prices,” he replied. “We plan to start our search there. And you? What are your plans?”

“I am a shopkeeper, so I am heading to the west to provide a needed service to those towns that have nothing,” Father told him.

“Well, maybe we will end up traveling further than this ship together,” he replied.

“Indeed we may,” father said. “I offer a toast to our new ventures and our success. May we indeed find the fortunes we are searching for.”

“Here, here,” the man replied.

They raised their glasses and drank to father’s toast. We were all so full of life and our aspirations of our new homeland. It was like nothing was going to stop us from achieving our goals. I observed as father conversed with the young man and mother attended to his wife. Father certainly could carry a conversation.

We ate a delicious dinner of roast beef and boiled potatoes and again were treated to confections after our meal. Father and the man adjourned to the lounge for a bit of brandy after dinner while mother and the lady made their way topside for some tea.

James and Thomas once again went off to do more exploring, which left me alone at the table. I finished my tea and got up. I wanted to see the stars before I went to bed. I had been told that once the ship put out the lights, you could see so many stars that you would not believe how many there were.

As I walked down the passageway towards the stern, I saw the figure of the man I had run into earlier approaching me.

“Good evening miss,” he said tipping his hat.

I just snubbed him and continued towards the stern.

“What, are you too good to return a greeting?” he yelled at me as I passed him.

I stopped and contemplated turning around and giving him what for, but decided to let it go.

“I see, too good to talk to a man who works for a living, right?” he yelled.

I stopped and turned around, flashing him the meanest glare I could muster up.

“You, sir, are not even close to my station,” I replied. “You would do well to keep to yourself lest someone teaches you proper manners.”

“Is that a threat?” he replied placing his hands on his hips.

“It is what it is,” I replied.

I turned and continued my walk to the stern.

“What you need is a good smack on the behind to remind you that you are no better than anyone else,” he yelled as I opened the door.

I turned to reply with something rather scathing, but he was already out of sight. Imagine him insulting me like that! Who did he think he was, anyway? He better hope I wasn’t with father the next time I saw him!

I walked out onto the deck and looked up at the sky. It was so beautiful and amazing! More stars than I could count shined back at me as if they were little holes in black canvas. I had never dreamed there could be so many stars! The anger I had vanished as I stared up at the night sky.

I sat down on a lounger and laid back to admire the sight before me. I wondered if the stars were like this in America. Would I see the same ones, or would there be different ones for me to gaze at each night?

“They’re beautiful wouldn’t you agree?” I heard someone say.

I sat up and looked over to my right and saw a man standing with his hands on his hips as he gazed at the stars.

“Yes, yes they are,” I replied.

“Mind if I join you?” he asked looking down at me.

“You may,” I replied being polite.

He sat down in a lounger beside me and lay back to enjoy the view.

“Are you traveling alone, or with someone?” he asked.

“With my family,” I replied. “We are moving to America.”

“Ah yes, the land of millionaires,” he said without even looking at me.

“You’re not from England, are you?” I asked.

“No, I’m from Boston, actually,” he replied.

He was rather attractive; brown hair and clean shaven. I could see his features from the moonlight and saw his firm jawline. He was dressed nice and cradled a glass of wine in his hand.

“What is it like in America?” I asked as I turned to face him.

I had never met an American before and I was intrigued by him. Surely he could tell me things that would alleviate my apprehension.

“It is wonderful,” he began. “So many opportunities for anyone who is willing to put in hard work.”

“What sort of work do you do?” I asked.

“I am an agent for several businessmen,” he replied. “I look for opportunities, then present them to these business people for a fee.”

“So they pay you to find business for them?” I asked.

“In a way, yes,” he replied. “It’s a bit more complicated than that, but that’s a fair enough assessment.”

“Wow, America really is a land of opportunity,” I said turning back to look at the stars.

“My name is Johnathan, what’s yours?” he asked.

“Elanor,” I replied.

“Well, nice to make your acquaintance, Elanor,” he said as he took my hand and kissed it.

I blushed and looked down, feeling rather silly at the formality of his gesture.

“Your smile is very pretty,” he said complimenting me.

“Thank you,” was all I could get out.

“If you don’t mind me being so bold, may I ask your father if I may call on you?” he asked.

“You may,” I replied stealing a look at him.

“And how would I find him?” he asked me.

“He is in the lounge having brandy right now. You can’t miss him. He is tall, red hair, and rather loud,” I told him.

“Well then, I will bid you a good evening as I try to convince your father to let me call on you,” he told me.

He kissed my hand once again, then got up from his lounge chair, bowed to me then disappeared inside the ship. I was a little flustered at all of his attention, and to be quite honest, he made me feel sort of giddy inside. This was going to be the first calling from an American. And from his appearance, he was a rather well off man as well.

I lay back on my lounger and began wondering if other men in America were like him. He seemed so refined, confident, and eager to take on a challenge. I only hoped father didn’t railroad him. He was rather protective of me.


Chapter Three

I waited until my brothers had left the cabin, then got up and got dressed. I put on my day dress and brushed my hair. I tied it up in a ribbon, then headed for the dining room and breakfast. I was greeted by everyone as I sat down in my chair.

“I had a visitor last night,” father said looking over at me.

“Oh?” I replied trying to play coy.

“It seems a young American wishes to call on you,” he said.

“I see, and you said?” I asked looking up at him.

“I told him if you were agreeable that he may call on you,” he said smiling at me. “He seemed like a rather nice and polite fellow.”

“Oh, thank you father!” I replied excitedly.

“I suspected the two of you had already discussed the situation,” he said laughing.

“We did. I told him he had to get your permission first,” I said.

“It will be an interesting cruise from here on out,” he said as he winked at me.

I was just happy he was willing to let the American call on me. Father was always finding flaws with men who wanted to call on me. I don’t know if it was the sort, or him being protective of me. Either way, I was getting tired of not having a man call on me. I was old enough to date now and felt I should be courted more.

“What is his name?” mother asked me.

“Johnathan,” I replied.

“Good family name,” she said. “What sort of work does he do?”

“He is a business agent,” I replied.

“A what?”

“A business agent. He finds opportunities for business owners, and they in return pay him a commission for his services.”

“Must be some new profession that is needed in America,” father said.

“I suppose so,” I replied. “It would certainly make sense with all the stories of people making a lot of money there.”

“Indeed it does,” father said.

We ate our breakfast of fried eggs, ham, and muffins. James and Thomas asked to be excused straight away and ran after each other out of the dining room door. God knows what the two of them were into.

“Good morning,” I heard someone say from behind me.

I turned and saw Johnathan approaching from behind me.

“Good morning, young man,” father said as he stood and shook hands with Johnathan. “Let me introduce you to my wife, Millie,” he said pointing to mother.

“A pleasure, madam,” Johnathan said as he took her hand and kissed it as he had done mine the previous night.

“Please, join us,” father said gesturing to the now empty seats at our table.

“I would be honored,” Johnathan said.

He sat in the chair beside me and smiled. His features were more distinct now that I could see them in the full light. His eyes were brown and seemed almost black. A small dimple in his cheeks appeared anytime he smiled. A handsome man indeed.

“Elanor was just telling us about your work,” father said starting the conversation.

“Ah, yes,” he replied. “A very different departure from tradition jobs.”

“Exactly how does it work?” father asked as he leaned to one side and sipped his coffee.

“Well, I scout for business opportunities for my customers. When I find something that fits their requirements, I report back to them. If they like the deal, I am awarded a commission.”

“So a sort of salesman then.”

“In a way, yes.”

“Do you find many opportunities?”

“Indeed I do. America is full of opportunity if one is but willing to put forth the work required of one’s self.”

“Indeed, and so very true of any profession.”

“It appears we share the same business philosophy.”

“It does indeed. Would you care to join me for brandy in the library?” father asked Johnathan.

“Certainly,” he replied. “If you ladies will excuse us.”

The two of them left the table and headed for the library. I watched as Johnathan followed father out of the dining room.

“He is a rather handsome young man,” mother said when they were out of the room.

“Yes, yes he is,” I replied blushing.

“And where is he from?” she asked.

“Boston. Boston Massachusetts,” I replied.

“Well, I hope your father can learn more about him and his family.”

“I’m sure he will. Father is thorough if nothing else.”

“Come, dear, let’s visit the salon. I hear it is wonderful.”

Mother and I left the dining room and made our way to the salon. Mother wanted her nails manicured and a trim of her hair. I sat and talked to her, not really wanting to participate. I was getting anxious to return outside and find Johnathan. Mother sensed I was ready to leave, so she told me I could go.

“Thank you,” I told her.

I kissed her cheek and left the salon to find Johnathan. I wasn’t allowed in the library as that was for the men to enjoy brandy and cigars. I went topside hoping to find him on the deck. I was standing by the side rail and happened to glance up at the deck above me. I saw the man from the previous day who had spoken rudely to me.

With the wind blowing against his body, I could see the outline of his muscles as his shirt pressed against him. As my eyes traveled down his body, I saw the outline of his manhood through his pants. I blushed and looked back down. I should not be looking at him like that. But try as I might, I could not help myself from stealing another look.

My gaze had lasted too long and I heard him yelling at me. I turned away, embarrassed and ashamed from staring at his crotch. I was a bit frazzled and flush from imagining what it really looked like. I could hear footsteps coming from behind me and knew it was him.

“And just what were you staring at?” he asked in a demanding tone.

“Whatever I want to,” I replied.

“You think because you booked a ticket on this ship that you are better than me? That somehow your station in life is superior to mine?” he demanded.

“I know it is,” I said as I turned and faced him. “Look at you. Dirty, sweaty, and rude. You wouldn’t know how to treat a lady if your life depended on it!”

“I see, a know it all, huh?” he replied defiantly. “One day the likes of you and your kind will come to realize that we are all the same. We all have the same dreams and aspirations. Money doesn’t make you any better than anyone else. It’s what’s in here that does.”

He pointed at his heart and glared at me. I could see the passion in his eyes as he fought for his dignity.

“One cannot change their station in life,” I replied quietly. “We have to accept that we are born into the life we will live. Nothing can change that no matter how much we want it to.”

“You have never been to America, have you?” he asked.

“No, this is my first time,” I replied. “Why?”

“America was built by those people who changed their station in life. You’ll soon learn that in America, the rules from Europe do not apply. And when you do learn that, you will feel what we feel when looked down upon by your kind.”

With that, he turned and went back up the ladder to the next level. What did I care what he thought? He was nothing, a hired hand who was jealous of my station in life. But as much as I wanted to dislike him, something about him got to me.

I don’t know if it was his passion or his stature, but something was pulling me towards him. I knew I needed to stay away from him. I knew that continued conversations with him would not end well for either of us. I turned back towards the railing and looked out over the water.

I wondered just how much he had told me of America was true. Did American’s not live their lives according to their station in life? How could it be possible for one to move up? You are born into your family and that was what dictated your life. You could not even begin to think you could change it.

But what if he was right? What if America really was a place where the normal rules didn’t apply. How would people live if they had no social structure? I was contemplating this when I saw Johnathan on the deck below me.

“Johnathan!” I yelled waving my hand.

He saw me and made his way up to me.

“I’ve been looking for you,” he said.

“Sorry, I was with mother in the salon for the longest time. She finally dismissed me and I came outside to search for you,” I replied.

“Shall we take a stroll?” he asked.

“Yes, let’s,” I replied.

I took his arm and walked beside him as we strolled along the deck. He told me of Boston and what it was like to live there. It seemed so foreign and mysterious. I suspected some of his tales were exaggerated, but I enjoyed hearing them anyway.

He told me of the gold rush that had just started a year before.

“And you didn’t go in search of your fortune?” I asked him.

“No, I’m afraid that sort of work does not agree with me,” he said chuckling.

“So, no chance of you moving to the frontier then?” I asked.

“No, afraid not,” he said.

“I hear that is where the opportunities lie,” I said.

“Indeed, there are many out there. But for me and my work, the city is where I perform the best.”

“I have heard tell that in America, people do not follow stations as they do in Europe. Is that correct?” I asked.

“Yes and no,” he replied. “We do have social classes, but anyone can belong. Anyone can change their situation simply by acquiring wealth.”

“And just how is that possible?” I asked.

“Because it is America!” he smiled. “In America, anything is possible!”

“So, people there will accept anyone who has made money into the social circles?” I asked.

“But of course, why wouldn’t they?”

“That’s not how it works in England.”

“Well, you will soon discover that America is not England. We do things differently.”

“I’m afraid all of this has my head spinning,” I said.

Johnathan laughed and sat down with me at a  small table.

“Soon you will understand. It won’t take long for you to adjust,” he told me.

“I hope not. I would hate to stand out,” I confessed.

“You already do,” he said putting his hand on my cheek. “You are the most beautiful girl on this ship, and that makes you stand out.”

I blushed and looked down at my hands in my lap. I felt his hand under my chin as he lifted my head to look into his eyes.

“Don’t be embarrassed,” he said softly. “Just know that to me you are the most beautiful girl on board.”

“Thank you,” I replied blushing yet again.

Having a man compliment me like that made me tingle inside. He was putting me on a pedestal and making me seem important to him. I liked feeling this way.

“May I steal a kiss?” he asked.

“Yes,” I replied quietly as I bit my lip.

He leaned in and placed his lips on mine and pressed them against me. I felt a hot flash travel through my body as the sensual nature of his kiss began to excite me. My breathing became shallow and my heart began to race. It felt as if it was going to beat right out of my chest at any moment.

He pulled back slightly and looked into my eyes with those beautiful brown eyes of his. I could have lost myself in his gaze for days on end. It was like he could see right into my soul.

“Ahem, we should get you back to your cabin,” he said backing away from me.

He took my hand and led me into the ship. I knew a kiss was a big step and usually one reserved for later courting. But somehow he made me feel relaxed like it was okay to have that kiss. I justified it by telling myself I was old enough to make my own decisions. Besides, American’s probably had different courting customs than we did.


Chapter Four

I did not see Johnathan the rest of the day. He said he had some business to attend to and would see me after dinner. There was a dance scheduled for the ballroom later that evening, and he was planning on taking me.

I dressed in my red dress and a black scarf. My hat was red with black trim and my hair held a black and red ribbon in it. I felt so beautiful in my outfit, and even James complimented me.

“What have you and Thomas been doing all day?” I asked James.

“Exploring,” he replied.

“You’re not bothering the workers, are you?” I asked almost afraid of his response.

I knew that if he was getting in the way of the workers, father would have his hind end for it.

“We talk to some of them, but we stay out of their way,” he replied.

“You better if you know what’s good for you.”

“What about you? Having fun with the new beau?”

“That’s none of your business,” I said as I stood up and got ready to leave for the dining room.

“Edward says he is a fake. Says he uses people and then steals their money,” James said.

“And just who is Edward?” I asked.

“He’s one of the crew,” he replied.

“Oh, and I suppose someone from the crew actually knows someone who travels in a cabin? Be serious, James.”

“He said he knew him from Boston. Said that’s how he got this money.”

“He’s just jealous and telling you stories.”

“Maybe, but he sure seemed like he knew who Johnathan was.”

“Come on, let’s go to dinner,” I said as I opened the door and ushered the boys out into the hallway.

We made it to our table and joined mother and father. Dinner was a roast pig with applesauce and steamed carrots. For dessert, we were given a mint ice-cream in tall dishes. The cold ice-cream was heavenly as it melted on my tongue. The taste of the mint lingered as I prepared for the next bite.

“So, is Johnathan taking you to the dance?” mother asked.

“Yes, he asked me to go with him earlier,” I replied.

“Well, I am curious to see how well he does.”

“I suspect he will do just fine, Millie,” father replied.

We finished our dessert and made our way to the ballroom. On the way, Johnathan caught up with us and walked with me. I could see James eyeing him up, and nudged him and gave him the evil look to keep his tongue in check. Sure as Sunday he would say something if I didn’t threaten him.

We entered the ballroom and father dismissed the boys. They were all too willing to leave us and find other activities to keep them occupied. We found a table not far from the dance floor and waited for the orchestra to start playing.

The waiters brought champagne to our tables, and father let me partake. The only other time I had tasted champagne was at a wedding of my cousin. It tickled my nose when I went to take a sip.

“I’ve heard rumors of great gold strikes in the Mountains. Is that right?” father asked Johnathan.

“Yes, sir, it is,” he replied.

“Stories abound about men simply picking it up off the ground.”

“Yep, that’s what we’ve heard as well.”

“I find that hard to believe. Usually, something too good to be true often isn’t.”

“Well, the newspapers are saying it’s true so I guess we have to trust they are telling us the truth.”

“Any truth to the land that is in the new territory? They say there are hundreds of thousands of acres just for the claiming.”

“Yes, that is true. Farmers have been leaving in droves to get a stake on new lands released by the government.”

“Then that is the area we need to travel to, my dear,” father said looking at mother. “We go where the need is the greatest.”

“Very forward-looking of you,” Johnathan told father. “I suspect you will do very well there.”

“Indeed I hope so.”

The orchestra began to play and Johnathan offered his hand. I followed him to the dance floor and along with several other couples, we began to dance. We laughed and tried a few of the new modern dances as we consumed the champagne. Getting a bit tipsy tended to make you more inclined to participate in the party.

Mother and father danced and laughed right alongside us. It was a wonderful night that I did not want to end. But as with anything, we were soon faced with the evening winding down. It was time to retire to our cabins.

Johnathan walked with us and bid me goodnight before leaving for his cabin. I said good night to mother and father and went into my room. James and Thomas were already in bed asleep. As I sat down on the edge of my bed, the room began to spin. It was as if the ships were rolling over onto its side. I needed fresh air, and now!

I quickly left the cabin and raced to the outside, leaning against the railing as I tried to get my head straight. I took deep breaths and relaxed as the spinning began to subside.

“Someone has tugged the tail of the dragon,” I heard someone say.

I turned and saw the face of the man who had insulted me earlier. But instead of being dirty and dressed in grungy clothing, he was clean and had on a suit.

“Who are you?” I asked.

“My name is Edward,” he replied.

“Oh, I see. James has told me about you,” I replied.

I was starting to feel better, so I moved back and sat in one of the folding chairs nearby.

“He is a smart young man,” Edward said. “He will make a fine engineer someday.”

Edward leaned back against the railing and lit his cigar. The smell of the tobacco made my stomach lurch.

“Could you please not smoke that right now?” I begged him.

He shrugged and put it out.

“Thank you,” I said.

“So you do have a nice side,” he said mocking me.

“What do you want from me?” I asked looking up at him.

“Nothing,” he replied. “But for some reason, our paths keep crossing.”

“My bad luck, I guess,” I told him.

“Or mine, depending on whose side you want to view things from.”

“Are you always this mean to women?” I asked. “Or is it just me that brings it all out?”

“I am doing nothing but returning the attitude you give me.”

“Ugh. Could you please go and bother someone else?”

“I could, but what fun is there in that?”

“You know, you really are a pest and a bother.”

“So I am told. By the way, just a tad bit of information on your Johnathan. He is not whom he presents himself to be.”

“And you know this how?”

“I just know.”

“Or, maybe you are just jealous of us.”

“Jealous? Of what? You want to buy into his lies, you go right ahead. But remember, I told you so.”

With that, Edward turned and walked back into the ship. He irritated me so much. Why did he always seem to be around when I was alone? Why was I always running into him? And why was he dressed up tonight?

I had to admit that he did look rather dashing in that suit he had on. If he hadn’t spoken to me it would have taken me a while to figure out who he was. Something about him just didn’t seem to fit, but I could not put my finger on it. I gathered myself up and made my way back to my cabin. Sleep was all I wanted right now.

I awoke the next morning to a pounding headache. Apparently, the champagne was paying me back for such a wonderful evening. I knocked on mothers cabin door to see what advice she had for this headache.

“What is it?” mother said through the door.

“It’s Elanor. My head is splitting. What can I do?” I asked.

Mother opened the door and looked at me in my pitiful state and pulled me to her, hugging me tightly.

“You, my dear have a hangover,” she told me.

“Is this what happens when you drink a lot of champagne?” I asked.

“It’s what happens when you drink a lot of any alcohol, I’m afraid.”

“How do I get it to go away?”

“Drink lots of water, lots of water.”

“Is that all?”

“I’m afraid so dear. But soon enough it will pass.”

“Ugh! I am going back to bed!”

“That’s a good idea.  Sleep it off.”

Mother closed the door behind me and I made my way back to bed. James and Thomas were making noises getting dressed and I tried to ignore them. But it was making my head hurt even more.

“Boys!” I yelled. “Please go find something to do.”

“What’s the matter, your head hurt?” James teased.

“Your hind end is gonna hurt if you don’t leave!” I retorted.

He giggled and pulled Thomas from the room. Quiet at last! I pulled the blanket up to my neck and rolled over, ready for sleep to take me. But try as I might, I could not go back to sleep.

Every single noise seemed like it was directed at me and my pounding head. Sounds I had not even noticed before were now filling my head as I lay there wishing it would all stop. I even tried putting the pillow over my head, but even that didn’t work.

Resigned to living in this self-imposed hell, I gave up and got dressed. Maybe some breakfast would alleviate some of the headache. I knew breakfast was almost over, but I hoped I would get there in time to at least get something to eat.

I opened the door and made my way to my seat just as father and mother were getting up.

“Didn’t expect to see you anytime soon,” father said.

“I can’t sleep. I’m hoping some breakfast will help,” I replied.

“Well, give it a try,” he said as he walked past me and patted my shoulder.

Most everyone had left the dining room, which was a blessing. I don’t know if I could have handled all the noise of everyone talking or not. The solitude proved to be more conducive to my condition at present.

I managed to eat some eggs and bacon but gave up on the toast. It was simply too dry. I had a cup of tea and a glass of cold water then got up and headed out of the dining room. I needed some fresh air. I opened the door and was greeted by the sun shining in my face. It hurt my eyes, so I shielded them as best I could and made my way to the other side of the ship.

With the sun now on the other side, I sat down on a lounger and reclined. I closed my eyes and listened to the sounds of the engine chugging, the paddles churning, and the waves lapping against the side of the ship. The rhythmic thumping lulled me to sleep as I lay there.

I felt something cold on my face as it woke me from my slumber. Sitting up, I saw dark clouds approaching us. The rain was beginning to fall. I got up as quickly as I could and ran for the door to avoid getting drenched by the approaching storm. With seconds to spare, I closed the door behind me and heard the sound of the torrential rain as it pounded against the deck. That was way too close for comfort!

I made my way to my cabin and lay down on my bunk. I didn’t feel like eating lunch. All I wanted was sleep. I could hear the rain hitting the side of the ship as it began to sway and roll with the turbulent weather. In no time I was asleep from the rolling motion of the ship.


Chapter Five

I awoke to the sound of James and Thomas entering the cabin.

“What time is it?” I asked.

“Dinner time,” Thomas replied. “You slept through lunch.”

“Feeling better?” James asked.

“Yes, much,” I replied.

I got up from my bunk and got myself refreshed, then headed towards the dining room. James and Thomas followed me to our table where we sat down and waited for father and mother to arrive.

“Edward says you are gullible,” Thomas said.

“Edward? You know him too?” I asked.

“Well, yeah, everyone does. He shows us around the ship,” James replied.

“Well, apparently you know him better than me,” I replied.

“I think he likes you,” Thomas said giggling.

“Why do you say that?” I asked.

James hit Thomas and I got the feeling they were keeping a secret from me. But before I could threaten them to tell me, our parents arrived for dinner.

“Feeling better, dear?” mother asked me.

“Yes, I am,” I replied.

“I remember my first time,” father said sitting down in his chair. “I thought the world was going to end. All I needed was someone to shoot me and put me out of my misery!”

We all laughed knowing father could out drink any man who challenged him. He was always jolly and full of energy. It was like nothing ever bothered him. I envied his look on life. He lived it to the fullest and enjoyed everything he was offered.

In a small way, we all benefitted from this. His ability to talk to people had been what had allowed him to build his business far beyond what his father could do. It was why we could afford this trip and the luxurious accommodations.

The waiter brought our food which was whitefish and scallops covered in a hollandaise sauce. The smell was enough to send my stomach into a fit of bellowing for something to enter it.

We ate dinner and talked, mostly about the previous night, but also about America. Father talked to the boys about the ship, and they, in turn, told him all about how it worked. He seemed genuinely interested in what they had to say.

Father was not the type to make you feel like what you said was boring. He was always attentive and seemed interested in what you had to say. He always said that a good leader listens first.

Dessert followed our meal, and by now it was becoming routine and not as exciting as the first night. Sure, we enjoyed the treats but having them every night seemed to take away the magic of the treats.

With dinner over, we decided to go to the ballroom and listen to the orchestra. James and Thomas were to attend for at least a short while and get some culture, as mother put it. They fidgeted and aggravated each other to the point where mother simply sent them away just so she could enjoy the evening.

As we sat there enjoying the music, it occurred to me that I had not seen Johnathan all day. I was about to ask mother if she had seen him when I saw him enter from across the room. I smiled and waved him over to our table.

“Good evening,” he said to mother as he kissed her hand.

“Evening, Johnathan,” father greeted him.

“Evening, sir,” he replied.

“Join us, please,” father said pointing to the chair beside me.

Johnathan took his seat beside me and sat there listening to the music. He moved his hand over to grasp mine, sending tingles down my body. Just feeling his strong hands excited me. He always seemed so mysterious. I knew what he wanted, and yet he seemed to be indifferent at times.

I don’t know if he was toying with me, or if he was putting on a show for father. Either way, I did enjoy his attention. We sat there listening to the music and holding each other’s hand. I know father saw us, but he made no mention of it. It seemed father approved of Johnathan.

When the music ended, we all applauded loudly, then turned towards each other.

“Well, Millie, I think I am ready to call it a night,” father said.

“Do you now?” Mother responded.

“Indeed I do. Care to accompany me to our cabin?”

“I believe I will.”

“Good night, then,” Johnathan said as he stood up and shook fathers hand.

He kissed mothers hand and bid her good night as well. We watched as they walked out of the ballroom.

“Care for a stroll?” he asked me.

“Sure,” I replied.

He stood up and took my hand, leading me from the ballroom and out onto the deck. We walked towards the stern of the ship and found some chairs to sit in.

“That was some storm we had earlier,” he said as he sat down beside me.

“I don’t remember much of it, I was asleep in my cabin,” I confessed.

“Well, trust me. It was a rough one,” he replied.

“So, what are your plans for when we arrive in New York?” I asked him.

“Oh, I’ll probably take a train to Boston and get settled back into my routine,” he replied. “And you?”

“Off to the Missouri territory I suspect.”

“Your father really is going out there isn’t he?”

“Yes. He has plans to open a shop to provide goods for farmers and miners alike. He figures they are going to need supplies when they get that far west, and he wants to be able to provide them with what they need.”

“Sounds like a good plan.”

“What about us?” I asked. “I mean, if you are in Boston and I am out west, how will that work?”

“I’ve been meaning to talk to your parents about having you come and visit Boston. You can stay with my sister and I can show you around. Who knows where things will go.”

“Well, father did say it would take a bit of time to get everything lined up. Maybe he would let me visit while he does all of that.”

“I can ask tomorrow if that’s alright with you.”

“It is.”

We got up and walked back towards the cabins. The night air was beginning to get cooler with each passing night, and I felt the cold beginning to set into my bones.

“You’re shivering,” he told me.

“Getting colder,” I replied.

He put his arm around me and pulled me close. The heat from his body warmed me in more ways than one. I loved the feel of him pressed against me. I could smell his cologne even with the cold air whipping at my nose. It was a scent that pleased me.

Johnathan stopped just outside the door and turned me to face him.

“I hope we can have a long relationship,” he said as he pulled me close and looked into my eyes. “Nothing would make me happier than to have you with me.”

With that, he leaned in and kissed me. But this time he kissed me deeper than I had ever been kissed before. His tongue shot into my mouth sending shocks down my legs. I could feel myself becoming aroused and struggled to keep myself under control.

He pulled back and looked into my eyes once more.

“It seems you want the same thing,” he said softly.

“I think I do,” I replied.

“I know we have only known each other for a couple of days, but I feel like I have known you forever. I don’t want this feeling to end.”

“And neither do I.”

He kissed me again, then led me into the ship. I wasn’t sure where things were going to go, but I got the feeling he wanted to ask me to marry him. I had mixed feelings about that. On the one hand, I had only known him for a couple of days. But we did seem to get along rather well and had the same interests.

I knew that if I followed mother and father out west that I would never see Johnathan again. But I also didn’t want to rush into anything either. I was going to have enough to deal with arriving in America and adjusting to my new country. I wasn’t so sure I could handle a love life along with that.

Johnathan walked me to my cabin and said good night. I went inside and closed the door behind me. James and Thomas were not in the cabin. I sat in front of my mirror and stared at my reflection.

“You’re not ready for this, not this fast,” I said to myself. “You need to take your time.”

I had heard of women in my village who had married someone who seemed like the perfect gentleman, only to find out they were mean and beat them. I wasn’t willing to put myself in that situation.

But then the other side of me wondered what my prospects were going to be so far out in the wild. Was there going to be anyone of culture there, or was it going to be filled with farmers and miners? How would I find a decent husband if that was all I had to choose from?

My head was spinning from all of the scenarios I had built up in my mind. One thing was for sure, I didn’t want to wind up dying a virgin. I wanted to experience sex at least once. I sort of knew how it worked, and I had heard mother and father in their bedroom.

I knew how I felt when a man touched me, and the ache between my legs. I wanted to know what it would be like for a man to take me and bed me. I had learned how to please myself by rubbing between my legs. I had relieved myself often in this manner. But I wanted to feel a man do it. I wanted to feel the touch of someone else on me.

I got ready for bed and got in my bunk. I wanted to relieve my tension, but just as I slipped my hand between my legs, the boys bounded into the cabin, ruining everything.

“Did you kiss Johnathan?” James teased.

“That’s none of your business!” I chided him.

“Smoochy, smoochy!” Thomas teased.

“You two go to bed!” I yelled.

“Oh, touchy are we?” James replied.

“Keep it up and I’ll show you touchy!” I told him.

Both boys laughed and giggled as they got ready for bed. With them both in their bunks, I turned out the light and rolled over, my thoughts filled with visions of having a man. I could almost feel Johnathan taking me and making me his.

I knew I could not do anything to relieve my tension, so I tried my best to think of something else. My thoughts soon switched to what our journey into the west would be like.


Chapter Six

I tossed and turned most of the night, my dreams a jumbled up mix. I dreamed of having sex with Johnathan, then going out west where I became an old maid. I could almost feel the despair of being alone for the rest of my life.

The sun shone into our cabin and onto my face. The brightness and warmth coaxed me out of my slumber. I was tired from tossing and turning all night but knew I had to get up. I got dressed, then got James and Thomas up. With the three of us dressed, we left the cabin and headed for the dining room and a much-needed breakfast.

We ate our breakfast without father or mother there. We assumed they had decided to sleep instead. The boys ran off again for more explorations and I went topside to enjoy the sunny day.

I exited the ship about midway down the deck, then headed for the stern. But as I started to walk, I felt light headed and nauseous. I grabbed onto the railing to steady myself when someone grabbed me from behind and assisted me in getting steady.

“Thank you so much,” I said as I turned to face the person who had helped me.

“You do have a nice side, don’t you?” Edward said smiling at me.

“Why are you always nearby?” I asked.

“Just chance, nothing more,” he replied.

“Don’t you have a job to attend to?” I asked him.

“Indeed I do,” he replied. “In fact, I was heading there when you stumbled. You should probably sit down for a bit and gather yourself.”

With his assistance, I walked to a chair and sat down. I didn’t know why I was feeling like this and assumed it was from the lack of sleep the previous night.

“You alright, miss?” Edward said as I sat in the chair.

“I’ll be fine,” I replied. “You may go.”

“Well, so glad I could assist you, your highness,” he retorted.

I wasn’t in the mood to banter with him. I gave him an evil look as he walked away and back into the ship. Even though he was of a lower class, he was still rather handsome. I would be remiss if I did not admit to feeling something when he was around. Maybe that was why he brought out my intolerant side. Maybe I was simply ensuring I did not fall to his level.

Feeling better, I stood up and walked towards the stern. I looked back to ensure Edward was not following me. My gaze turned up to the upper level, and I saw Johnathan standing there.

“Johnathan, down here,” I said as I waved to him.

He simply looked at me, then turned and walked away. Had I done something wrong? Why would he walk away like that? I needed to know, so I walked up the stairs to the upper deck and followed after him.

“Johnathan, wait, what’s wrong?” I asked as I hurried behind him in the hallway.

“I saw you with that man,” he said angrily.

“He was helping me sit down,” I replied.

“Is that what you call it?”

“Yes, that’s what it was. I felt a little sick and faint. He just happened to be nearby and saw me start to fall.”

He stood there looking at me as if he didn’t really believe what I was telling him. That’s when it dawned on me. He was jealous!

“You’re jealous, aren’t you?” I asked him.

“A lady should not be seen as someone courting two men. It’s not proper,” he replied.

“And a gentleman should not rush to conclusions without knowing the facts,” I retorted.

I turned to walk away but felt his hand on my arm.

“You are right, and I am sorry,” he said as he pulled me to him. “I saw you with him and it infuriated me.”

“As I stated, he was simply assisting me,” I replied.

“Let’s just forget this whole thing, shall we?”

“I suppose so.”

“Good. Now, why don’t we take some tea on the stern?”

“Okay, that sounds like a good idea.”

We left the interior of the ship and walked down to the stern. I was still a bit miffed at him for acting jealous, but I also felt somewhat flattered that he would think another man was chasing me.

We sat at a small table and looked out over the water. Neither one of us said anything for a bit. I suppose I was waiting for him to start the conversation.

“Just a few more days and we’ll be there,” I said at last.

“Yes, just a few more. That reminds me, I do still need to talk to your father about your visit.”

“I’m sure it will be fine. I mean I will be staying with your sister, so that should be proper enough for him.”

“I’ll ask him tonight then.”

We sipped our tea and conversed for a while, not really paying attention to the time. Before I knew it, it was fast approaching dinner time. We had missed lunch altogether.

“I should be getting ready for dinner,” I told Johnathan.

“Indeed, and so must I,” he replied. “I’ll see you to your cabin.”

As we walked towards the door, I saw Edward standing against the railing above us, watching the two of us enter the ship. I was beginning to think he simply followed me wherever I went, taking advantage of the times when I was alone.

Johnathan kissed me at my cabin door, then left for his. I went inside and got myself dressed for dinner.

“Did you know this ship burns 87 tons of coal per day?” James asked me excitedly.

“No, I did not,” I replied. “Where do they keep it all?”

“They have storage down in the bilges where they keep it. The men have to haul it up to the furnaces to burn it.”

“Must be some hard work.”

“It is, and very hot as well.”

“Have you been down there?” I asked James as I turned around to face him.

“Well, sort of, yeah,” he replied looking over at Thomas.

“And you took your  brother with you?”

“Edward said we could see it,” Thomas replied.

“It is too dangerous for the two of you to be down there.”

“We figured since Edward was with us, it would be okay,” James replied.

“You better pray mother never finds out. She’ll have your behind!”

“Please don’t tell her!” James begged.

“I won’t, but I should. The two of you are going to get into trouble one of these days being so inquisitive.”

We left our cabin and went to the dining room. Once seated, we waited for our waiter to bring us our menu’s. Just as I set my menu down on the table, I saw Johnathan approaching.

“Good evening,” he said as he stopped next to the table.

“Good evening, Johnathan,” father said standing up and shaking his hand. “And how are you this evening?”

“I’m doing well, thank you. I was wondering if I could ask you a question.”

“Absolutely.”

“Well, Elanor and I have been talking and it occurs to me that you will be in New York for a little while getting things organized.”

“Yes, yes I suppose we will.”

“Well, I thought maybe Elanor could come and visit Boston during that time. She could stay with my sister while she is visiting.”

“Hmm…I don’t know. What do you think, Millie?”

“How far is Boston from New York?” mother asked.

I was sitting on the edge of my seat hoping they were going to allow this trip. I wanted so much to not only see Boston but to spend time with Johnathan alone.

“A couple of hours by train,” he replied.

“Oh please, mother, please. Can I go?” I begged.

Father looked at mother and then back at me. I could tell he wasn’t really sure if he liked this idea.

“I suppose that would be alright, provided your sister agrees to the arrangement,” father said at last.

“I will cable her when we arrive,” Johnathan told him.

“That should give us enough time to get settled into our temporary housing,” father replied.

“Thank you, sir,” Johnathan said shaking father’s hand.

“You be sure to take care of her,” Father told him.

“I will, sir,” Johnathan replied.

Johnathan looked down at me and smiled before leaving for his table. Father sat down and looked at me, then at mother.

“You sure this is a good idea?” she asked father.

“She is old enough to travel,” father replied. “Besides, I think she will be fine for a couple of hours on a train.”

“You be careful, young lady,” mother told me.

“Oh I will, mother, I will,” I replied.

We ate our dinner with many conversations about Boston and my trip there. This would be the first time I would be traveling by myself. But after this voyage to America, I felt I could handle any trip.

With dinner finished, the boys ran off yet again and I was left sitting at the table. Johnathan and father had gone to the library, and mother had gone back to the cabin. She was not feeling well and wanted to lie down. I sipped my tea and was about to get up from the table when Edward approached me.

“Not you again,” I said giving him an angry look.

“James tells me you are planning on going to Boston with Johnathan,” he said.

“James has a big mouth,” I replied. “That is none of your concern.”

“I’m telling you, don’t go,” he said.

“And why not? Give me one good reason why I should not go to Boston?”

“Johnathan is not what he seems, and being that we are in close quarters on this ship, I cannot say what I know of him.”

“Oh please. Playing coy with me is not going to give me any reason not to go with him.”

“You have to trust me.”

“Trust you, why should I trust you? All I know about you is you keep following me and being rude to me.”

“I don’t mean to be rude. It just happens.”

“Look, just go and leave me alone. And stop following me!”

I threw my napkin down onto the table and left the dining room. Who did he think he was telling me what I should or should not do? He wasn’t even courting me. He hadn’t even asked to court me! He should just leave me alone and mind his own business!

I went back to the cabin irritated and angry at James. I waited for him to come back to the cabin so I could chastise him for telling Edward about my trip. It seemed like an eternity before he finally showed up.

“Why did you tell Edward about my trip to Boston?” I asked him as I grabbed his shirt by the collar.

“I just mentioned it in passing,” James confessed. “What’s the big deal?”

“Because he keeps following me and telling me not to have anything to do with Johnathan. Is he jealous or something?”

“No, he said he is just concerned. He knows what Johnathan is going to do, and since you are our sister he doesn’t want anything to happen to you.”

“And just what is Johnathan going to do to me? Ask me to marry him? Come on, James. He is a nice man who is interested in me, maybe even wanting to marry me. Can’t everyone just let me enjoy this?”

“I’m sorry, I didn’t think it would upset you.”

“Well, it did. Just keep things to yourself, will you?”

“I will,” James replied. “I promise I will.”


Chapter Seven

The next few days were much quieter. I didn’t see Edward at all, and Johnathan and I spent a lot more time together. He told me all about Boston and the things he was going to show me.

My apprehension I had felt when the trip had begun was replaced with a sense of anticipation and wonder. I just could not fathom the things Johnathan told me about America. It all seemed unreal to me, made up even. I wondered how much he had exaggerated.

As the last day dawned, we learned we were just a few hours away from New York. All of us packed our things and got our luggage set up for the porters to take. We all headed topside after breakfast to watch as New York and America came into view.

You could tell the people who had never been to America. We were all lined up behind the railings out front. Each of us hoping to be the first to catch a glimpse of this wondrous new land we were approaching.

My heart was racing as I scanned the horizon for any sign of land. It seemed like forever until I thought I saw something on the horizon. Almost everyone cheered out at the same time as we realized what we were looking at. New York was fast approaching!

We watched as the gray outline popping out of the water gave way to a skyline of tall buildings all crammed into a tiny space. We could see other ocean liners moored at their docks and waiting to leave. Each of the piers was loaded with people. Some waiting to embark on their trips, others awaiting friends and family on arriving ships.

We waved to the people on our pier as the captain maneuvered our ship into place. As soon as we were moored to the pier, the engines went silent and the paddles stopped churning the water. New York. We were finally here.

Father had us wait until the main crowd had left the ship. No point in standing in line. He thought we should sit and relax and let the rest of the fools stand in line. Johnathan made his way over to us and waited alongside me.

With the crowd thinning out, we got up and made our way to the gangway. After disembarking the ship, I swear the pier felt like it was moving. Having walked on the ship for nearly eleven days had made my balance off a bit. We all laughed at how we felt.

We found our porter and our luggage. The porter hailed a carriage for us and loaded our luggage. Father paid the man well, then told the driver where to take us.

“I’ll be over later today with the cable response from my sister,” Johnathan told us as he said goodbye.

“I’ll be waiting for you,” I told him.

I blew him a kiss, then looked over at our ship one last time. I could see Edward looking down at us from the side railing. James and Thomas waved goodbye to him, then our carriage turned the corner leaving the pier behind us.

“Where are we staying, father?” I asked him.

“A merchant friend of mine has arranged temporary lodging for us,” father replied.

“Is it in a hotel?” I asked.

“No, it is a flat not too far from here,” he replied.

“I was rather hoping to see what a hotel was like,” I said somewhat disappointed.

“In time you will,” he said. “We will have plenty of opportunities on our trip out west.”

We all watched out of our carriage and marveled at this city we were traveling through. People were everywhere. Vendors were set up on the streets selling their goods. Shops lined the streets with hawkers trying to entice buyers into their stores.

We left the business district and turned down a street with row houses made of brick lining the street. Some of them reminded me of the row houses back home. Gentlemen were riding their horses as carriages dropped off residents.

Our carriage came to a stop in front of our new flat. We all got out of the carriage and stood there taking in the grandeur of our temporary home. Large stone columns lined the front porch as tall windows lined the front wall. A man came out of the house and greeted father.

“My name is Harold, and I will be your butler during your stay,” he told father.

“Very good,” father replied. “Please ensure our luggage is brought in straight away.

“Yes, sir,” Harold replied.

We entered the house and walked into the living room. The ceilings were very tall and a single chandelier hanging in the center of the room. There were lights on the walls with rods that come out of the wall. Father removed one of the shades to see what sort of fuel was being used.

There was no wick. Just a single pipe that was charred black.

“How do the lights work?” father asked Harold.

“Ah, yes, These are gas lights,” he replied.

He took one of the globes off the light and turned a small knob. We could hear a hissing noise coming from the lamp. Harold lit a match and put it on the pipe. With a small swoosh, a fire shot out of the pipe.

“Amazing,” father said. “I have seen it in use in London and some factories, but never in a home before now.”

“It is all the rage in America.”

As our luggage was brought into the house, we directed them to the appropriate rooms. Father and mother had the biggest room at the front of the house. The boys had a room on one side, and I on another. After ten days of sharing a cabin with them, I was grateful to once again have my privacy.

The crates father had sent over with all of our possessions were in several different rooms. The main one mother was looking for was the one for the kitchen. She was going to need her kitchen dishes while we were here. The other crates would remain boxed up until we arrived at our final destination out west.

The house had furniture in it already, so we did not need to purchase any. We had sold our furniture before we left home, not wanting to bring such large items across the ocean and America. We knew we would have to buy new furniture out west, and I think mother was excited over this.

The front doorbell rang after a couple of hours, and Harold answered the door.

“Johnathan here to see miss Elanor,” he announced.

“Johnathan!” I said excitedly as he came into the living room. “Isn’t our house simply wonderful?”

“It is a thing of beauty,” he replied looking around.

“Father!” I yelled.  “Father!  Johnathan is here.”

“Ah yes, welcome young man,” father said.

“Thank you, sir. I have the cable from  my sister for you.”

“Dear sir, it is with the greatest pleasure that I welcome you and our family to America. Your daughter is welcome to stay with me during her visit to Boston.

Warmest Regards,

Anne.”

“Very well then,” father said folding the cable and setting it on the end table. “And when will you be leaving for Boston?”

“First thing in the morning,” Johnathan replied. “I shall come by for Elanor at eight if that meets with your approval.”

“That will be acceptable,” father replied.

“Would you care to take a stroll with me?” Johnathan asked me.

“Father?” I asked.

“Yes, dear, it’s fine.”

Johnathan and I left the house and walked down the street, my hand on his arm. The air was warm, but not hot. A slight breeze was blowing making it feel a bit cooler than it actually was.

“So, what do you think of America?” Johnathan asked me.

“It is overwhelming, to be honest,” I replied. “So many buildings and people.”

“You will be able to see the countryside on your trip to Boston. That will give you a sense of the size of America.”

“I can hardly wait!”

“You do know the Boston is where America got its start on the path to independence, right?”

“I had heard that in school, yes.”

“Many of the families are still there.”

“That is amazing. Do you think we will meet some of them?”

“Possibly.”

We wound around the block and arrived back at the house.

“I hate to leave you, but I do have business I must attend to before I leave on the morrow.”

“I understand. And I have some clothes to wash before the trip.”

“Then I shall bid you good evening.”

He kissed my hand and left the porch. I watched as he walked down the street in search of a carriage to take him to his hotel. The excitement of traveling by myself was starting to set in. I smiled and giggled to myself as I went into the house.

“Did you have a nice walk?” mother asked.

“Yes, yes I did,” I replied.

“Are you excited to see Boston?”

“Oh yes! I am so very excited!”

“You make sure to be careful and follow Johnathan’s words.”

“I will mother.”

“Alright then, let’s get your clothes washed and dinner started.”

I helped mother wash my clothes and prepare our first meal in America. It was still a traditional dish, but I think it tasted a bit better than usual. Maybe the water in America made it taste better. After dinner, I checked my clothes and found them to be dry. I carried them to my room and packed my luggage for my trip.

I was only going to be gone for a week, so I had no need to pack extensively. I checked my baggage twice to ensure I had everything I would need. Content that I was ready, I went downstairs to spend some time with the family before I left in the morning.

Both James and Thomas had been out exploring the area near the house and soon returned as darkness began to fall. We lit our new gas lights and marveled at how bright they were. Back home we used oil lamps that didn’t give off much light at all.

As the evening wore on, we all began to wear down from our travel. I was so tired and had not even realized it until I sat down and stopped moving.

“I think I am going to bed,” I announced.

“I think we should all go to bed. We’ve had a rough and exciting couple of weeks,” father said.

The boys groaned but made their way up to their bedroom. I said goodnight and went into my room. As I got undressed, my thoughts returned to my trip in the morning. Not only was I going to get to visit Boston, but perhaps the opportunity to be intimate with Johnathan would present itself.

I felt sort of guilty thinking of him like that, but I could not stop myself. I was too tired to satisfy myself and soon drifted off to sleep as the sounds of crickets echoed through my bedroom window. The feel of the light breeze and the sound of the curtains swishing back and forth lulled me to sleep in short order.

I had not slept that deeply since before we had left on our trip. The dreams I had were a direct result of my new surroundings and my upcoming trip.


Chapter Eight

The sound of hooves pounding against the cobblestone woke me the next morning. I was tired, yet refreshed. I made my way to our outhouse and took care of my morning business. Once I was back in my room, I changed into my travel attire and headed downstairs.

I could smell father’s coffee brewing on the cook stove as I walked into the kitchen. Mother was busy rolling dough for biscuits.

“Good morning,” mother said.

“Good morning, mother,” I replied.

“There’s some hot water on if you want to make some tea.”

“Yes, thank you.”

I got a cup and some tea leaves then poured the hot water over the leaves. I sat down at the kitchen table and let them steep for a bit.

“You all ready for your trip?” mother asked.

“Yes, I’m ready,” I replied.

“I’ll have Harold bring down your luggage as soon as Johnathan arrives.”

“Okay, good.”

“Your father had to go to a meeting, so he won’t be seeing you off. But he did leave some money for you to take.”

Mother handed me the coin purse with the money in it. It wasn’t a lot, but enough for me to buy a trinket or two.

“Thank you so much,” I told her.

“No don’t go fussing over it. I know it’s not much, but it should come in handy.”

James and Thomas came down a few moments later and wished me farewell. I could tell James was still not keen on the idea, and true to his word he never said anything. We talked for a little while until we heard the doorbell ring.

“I guess it’s time,” I announced.

“Harold, please fetch Elanor’s luggage, will you?” mother asked him.

“Right away ma’am,” he replied.

“You take care of her,” mother told Johnathan.

“You need not worry, she will be in the best of care,” he replied.

I said my goodbye’s and followed Johnathan to the carriage. He helped me inside, then we set off for the train station. I waved goodbye to everyone as we pulled away from the house.

“Nervous?” he asked me.

“A bit. I’ve only traveled by train once,” I replied.

“It’s nothing. You just have to make sure you get a seat up closer to the engine.”

“And why is that?”

“The further back you are, the more of the smoke you get.”

“I see. And we are close?”

“Yes, we are.”

I was impressed that he knew how to travel on a train. He must travel a lot to know all about it. It was a short ride to the station, and he paid the porter to take our luggage to the train.

Johnathan presented our tickets to the conductor and we entered the train. Our seats were just a couple of rows back from the engine. I wasn’t sure if the noise would be too great for us or not, but Johnathan assured me that once the trains started, the noise would lessen.

I was excited to see the countryside and I think Johnathan saw that.

“We should be out of the city in about a  half an hour,” he said. “That’s when you get to see the real America.”

“Will I see wild animals?” I asked.

“Most likely, yes,” he replied. “Elk, moose, deer, and probably turkey as well.”

“I can hardly wait.”

The train lurched forward and began to pull out of the station. I watched as we moved through the city and towards the wooded area beyond. The smell of burning coal was very distinct.

Once we left the city, the buildings became more and more sparse until we were basically in a wilderness. The sounds of the wheels clacking along the tracks echoed through the woods. I saw deer, rabbits, all sorts of birds, and even a bear! We traveled through woods and over rivers as we wound our way towards Boston.

After several hours, the train began to slow down as signs of civilization once again dotted the landscape. Small farms were replaced by city blocks and row houses. Shops began to line the streets and the buildings got taller the closer we got to the station.

At last, the train came to a stop with a huge blow out of steam. We exited the train where Johnathan hailed a porter to take our luggage out to our carriage that was waiting for us. We got into the carriage and were off for his sister’s house.

The ride there was a short one, and along the way, I took in the sights of the city. It looked a lot like New York, but there were differences. Boston seemed to be a bit more spread out and not as compact as New York. I much preferred this city.

“Here we are,” Johnathan said ass our carriage came to a stop.

He helped me from the carriage and retrieved my luggage. As we topped the stairs, a young woman opened the door to greet us.

“Welcome back,” she said to Johnathan.

“This is Elanor,” he said introducing me.

“Elanor, this is Anne,” Johnathan said.

“Pleased to meet you,” I said.

“The pleasure is all mine,” she replied. “Please, come inside.”

I walked into her home and saw a house even more opulent than the one father hand rented.

“You have a very beautiful home,” I told her.

“Thank you. I try to keep it nicely decorated,” she replied.

“I’m afraid I must leave you for now,” Johnathan told me. “I have a business meeting I must attend. I shall return later this afternoon.”

He bowed and left the house. Anne’s houseman took my luggage up to my room for me. She showed me to the back porch where she had tea and crackers set out for us.

“So, you two met on the ship?” she asked me.

“Yes. It was really quite by accident,” I replied.

“Yes, so he tells me,” she said. “You must be special for him to bring you to Boston.”

“I guess,” I said blushing a bit.

“He is really quite the catch you know.”

“I like to think so.”

“So what are your plans while in America?”

“Well, my father moved us here so that he could open his business out west. He is convinced he will make his millions out there.”

“Ah, the west. Such an unruly place If I do say so.”

“What do you mean?”

“Once you leave the states and enter the territories, there really isn’t any law except the ones they make up. Truly a dangerous place to live.”

“I wonder if father knows about this.”

“He’ll find out soon enough.”

“So did the two of you grow up in Boston?”

“Yes, we grew up near the harbor.”

“Did your parents fish or whale?”

“My father was a whaler, yes.”

“Was he a captain or just a mate on the ship?”

“He was actually the ships doctor. Unfortunately, he could not cure himself of his drinking and met an untimely death at sea.”

“I’m sorry to hear that.”

“It wasn’t really a shock to me. I knew that someday he was going to get himself into trouble with his drinking.”

We sat there for a bit with silence between us. I felt like I was prying too much and didn’t want to stir any emotions in her. She was being kind enough to allow me to stay here for a week. It was the least I could do.

“Have you eaten lunch?” she asked me directly.

“No, I have not,” I replied.

“Well then, let’s have a bite, shall we?”

We went into the kitchen where she opened a wooden box. Inside was cheese, eggs, milk, and some ham. I could feel the cold air coming out of it and wondered where it came from.

“How does that stay cold?” I asked her.

“Have you not seen an icebox before?” she asked me.

“A what?”

“An icebox. Here, let me show you.”

She showed me how ice was placed in a chamber in the top, then the cold air filtered down into the lower part of the icebox keeping the contents cooled. She said they had to order ice whenever it got low.

She explained that during the winter, ice companies would cut huge sections of ice from the river, then store it in pits and covered with sawdust. This slowed the melting of the ice and allowed them to sell ice to customers in the warm months.

America surely was a land of wonder! We ate a lunch of cheese, ham, and bread. We washed it down with large glasses of milk. I had never had cold milk before, and it was a bit odd but tasty. We ate on the back patio, then she summoned her house man to clean off the small table.

“How long have you lived here?” I asked her.

“Oh, about three years I guess,” she replied.

“Are you married?” I asked.

“Heavens no!” she replied. “I like my life too much to be tied down to a man forever.”

“So you paid for all of this?”

“Of course.”

I had never known of a woman buying her own house or making her own money. This was something new to me.

“What sort of work do you do, if I may ask.”

“It’s very similar to Johnathan,” she replied. “We both look for business opportunities and are paid well for our finds.”

“That is amazing.”

“Only in America can a woman truly realize her worth.”

“I guess so.”

“Come, dear, you should change before Johnathan returns. I am quite sure he is going to want to show you off this evening.”

“Okay, if you think so.”

She went upstairs with me and helped pick out an outfit for me to wear. She even braided my long hair and tied a bow around it.

“There, I think that would be lovely,” she said as she stepped back and looked me over.

I looked into the full-length mirror and appraised myself. I did look rather nice dressed like this.

“Thank you for helping me,” I told her.

“It was nothing. I just want you to look your best for Johnathan.”

We went downstairs to await Johnathan’s arrival.

“Would you care to read our local news?” she asked me.

“Sure, I would love to,” I replied.

She got up and retrieved a paper and brought it to me.

“It will give you a feel for what Boston is like.”

I read through the paper and was almost finished with it when Johnathan arrived. He had a black suit on with a lovely top hat.

“Well, you look ravishing,” he said as he stood in front of me looking me over.

“Thank you,” I replied. “And you look rather dashing yourself.”

“Your carriage awaits, my lady.”

He offered his arm, and I took it as he led me to the carriage. In no time we were off and heading through town.

“We will be having dinner with some of my business associates this evening,” he told me.

“I will do my best to impress them,” I replied.

“I have no doubt you will.”

We arrived at our destination. It was a restaurant that was busy with the people going in and out of it. He was greeted by name and sown to a table with several other gentlemen seated around it.

“Gentleman, this is Elanor,” he said as he introduced me to them.

“Pleased to meet you,” I said as I curtsied.

Johnathan pulled my chair out for me and all of the men stood until I was seated.  A true gentleman for sure.

“Johnathan tells us you just arrived from England, is that right?” one of them asked.

“Yes, that is correct. My family and I arrived just yesterday,” I replied politely.

“And what do you think of our fine city thus far?” another one asked.

“It is a very beautiful city,” I replied. “I much prefer it over New York.”

“Oh, and why is that? Another asked me.

“New York is too close together,” I replied. “Boston is more spread out, not as congested.”

“You have a very good eye for details,” One of them complimented me.

“Thank you, sir,” I replied.

We talked through dinner, and I answered as much of their questions as I could. I felt like they wanted to know all about me. I was flattered, to be honest. All of these men were vying for my attention. I wasn’t used to this at all.

“Well, gentleman. I’m afraid our time has come to an end and we must be leaving,” Johnathan announced. “I will be in touch on the morrow.”

He pulled my chair out for me and we bid them good evening. We went back to the carriage and headed back to Anne’s house.

“They really seemed interested in me,” I said.

“They are a lively bunch, that’s for sure,” Johnathan replied.

“Will you be coming in?” I asked as we pulled up in front of the house.

“Would you like me to?” he asked.

“Please,” I replied.

“Very well then.”

He followed me inside and took my cloak and hung it up in the foyer. He seemed to fidget a bit as if he was nervous. The house was dark so I knew Anne was in bed. This was my chance. I moved closer to him and put my arms around his neck.

“I had a wonderful time this evening,” I told him.

“I’m glad you did,” he replied as he put his hands on my waist.

I pulled him down to me and kissed him. He pulled me close and our bodies pressed against each other. I could feel my heart pounding once again as I melted in his arms. But as soon as we had kissed, he made an excuse to leave.

“I’m afraid I must be going,” he said. “I have an early day tomorrow. Good night, Elanor.”

“Good night, Johnathan.”

He left the house and got into the carriage. He looked back at me standing in the window as the carriage drove off into the night.


Chapter Nine

The sound of the doorbell woke me up the next morning. I wondered why Anne had not answered it. I grabbed my robe and went down the stairs to answer the front door.

“Coming, coming,” I yelled.

I opened the door and had the shock of my life. There, standing in front of me was Edward.

“What…what are you doing here? Why do you follow me?” I asked him angrily.

“I don’t have time to talk,” he replied. “We need to get you out of here right now!”

“Why? What’s going on?” I asked.

“I will explain once I get you out of here. Get dressed, and hurry!”

I was so confused, but the urgency and the look on his face caused me to follow his instructions. I got dressed as quickly as I could and yelled for him to get my luggage from the bedroom. He quickly carried it out to his carriage and helped me inside. As we pulled away from the house, I saw another carriage pull up in front of the house.

Anne got out and yelled as we drove off quickly. Edward was watching and going from side to side in the carriage.

“What are you looking for?” I asked.

“Just stay low,” he replied. “Stay out of sight.”

The carriage made its way to the docks where Edward let me out of the carriage and onto a small boat. He paid the driver, then cast off the mooring lines. In was now terrified of what was happening. He seemed to be afraid of something, but what?

As soon as we were away from the docks, he sat down and sighed.

“That was too close,” he said.

“I think it’s time you explained to me just exactly what all of that was about,” I replied.  You have me scared half to death! How on earth did you find me?”

“James. James told me where you were going. I got on the train with you and followed you to the house. I had to wait until you were alone to get you out of there.”

“Why? What was so urgent?”

“Did you not find it suspicious that you had dinner with all of those men?”

“Sort of at first, but they were just curious about Johnathan’s new girlfriend.”

“No, they were not. They are buyers.”

“So? There’s nothing wrong with being a buyer.”

“There is when you are buying women.”

“When they are what?”

“I wanted to tell you on the ship, but I knew if I did Johnathan would find a less admirable way of trying to get you here. I had hoped to tell you before he got you to Boston.”

“What are you saying?”

I was so confused, but I was beginning to get the gist of what he was saying.

“Johnathan is a human cargo agent. He looks for women who he can convince to follow him to Boston where he sells them to the highest bidder. Anne is not his sister, she is his partner.”

Edward explained how the whole scam worked. He had saved many women from Johnathan and his cronies. Apparently, when he saw me with Johnathan he knew he had to do something.

“I can’t begin to thank you enough for saving me,” I said as the realization of how close I had come to being someone’s slave became evident to me.

“You need to get your family out of New York City as quickly as you can. He will return and try to kidnap you. He has buyers now, and he wants to be paid.”

“Can you help me tell father and mother?” I asked him.

“Yes, I can,” he replied.

I shivered and looked out over the water. How had I fallen for this? How did any of us? Now I was scared and alone in a new country. I began to shiver, not so much from the cold but from the fear that had set in.

Edward sat beside me and placed a blanket around my shoulders. He pulled me to him and held me close as I lay my head on his shoulders. How could someone whom I had treated so poorly still risk their lives to save me?

“I owe you a heartfelt apology,” I said quietly.

“For what?” he inquired.

“For the way I treated you on the ship,” I replied. “It was wrong, and I swear I shall never treat another person like that ever again, no matter their station in life.”

“It’s alright, I’m used to it,” he replied.

“How long before we get to the city?”

“A couple of hours.”

I scooted over and lay down on the bench, hugging the blanket tightly. Not only was I nearly kidnapped, but now I was destined to go out west and be an old maid for sure. What had started out as a wonder and an adventure had quickly turned into despair.

I felt the boat hit something and realized I had fallen asleep. We were mooring to a dock in the city as I sat up and tried to get my wits about me.

“Come, let’s get you home,” he told me.

I took his hand and got out of the boat with his help. He walked me to a carriage and put me inside. He took me home and walked me to the door.

“You are safe for a little while,” he said. “But you must leave soon.”

We entered the house where father and mother were astonished to see me.

“What happened to you?” mother asked.

“Where is Johnathan?” father inquired.

“I think it best that Edward explain things,” I said.

I sat on the couch as Edward explained what had happened. You could see father’s color getting redder and redder with each passing moment.

“How dare he!” father raged.

“You must get her out of the city as soon as possible,” Edward told him. “They will come for her. They want their purchase and will stop at nothing to get her.”

“Thank you so much for saving our girl,” father told him. “IS there anything we can do for you?”

“Get her out. That will be payment enough.”

“We will be leaving as soon as I can secure a wagon,” father told him.

He thanked Edward again, then Edward left in his carriage. Father got his hat and coat, then set off to find a wagon and cattle for us. I was scared and did not want to be left alone. If what Edward said was true, they could be here any time.

Mother hollered for James and Thomas to come home and had them pack their luggage. I helped mother get the kitchen packed into the crate. Just as we finished, father arrived with a  wagon.

He had Harold and the rest of us load the wagon with as much as we could carry. The rest we left behind. Father thanked Harold and paid him a handsome sum. With our hearts racing, we headed out of the city on a new adventure.

We kept a close eye on everything around us not knowing if Johnathan and his cohorts had seen us packing and leaving. Father wanted to be sure no one was following us. We made it out of the city and did not notice anyone following us.

As we traveled, father taught me how to drive the wagon and control the oxen. He taught me how to steer them and how to stop them. It was decided we would drive in shifts to get as far from the city as possible before having to stop.

As we headed west, we made sure to stop every two hours to water the ox and feed them. A short half hour break was all we had before setting off again. We drove all through the night and most of the next day before finally stopping. We were exhausted and I surmised the oxen were too.

We made camp and got a fire going so mother could cook dinner. We had brought as much food as we could, but it was not going to be enough for the trip. Father was a skilled hunter so we knew meat would be available. Father explained that we could buy flour when we got to the next town.

I was feeling a bit safer and was more relaxed as I sat by the fire eating my meal.

“If I ever see that sumbitch he is a dead man,” father said out loud, breaking the silence.

We all knew father was angry, and we did not want to say anything to rile him up any more than he already was.

“So where are we heading, father?” I asked.

“The plan was to go to Missouri, so I suppose we still go there.”

“But Johnathan knows that’s where we are going too,” I replied.

“And that works to my advantage,” father said. “There are not many laws out in the territories. If he comes looking for you I will have every right to shoot him dead on the spot. He will never do that to another girl if I have anything to do about it.”

Nothing more was said as we sat around the fire. I think we were afraid to sleep. But father assured us that we were far enough away to be able to get some sleep. Just the same, he slept with his revolver and rifle by his side just as a precaution.

I felt safe at our campsite. I felt like my father would do anything he could to protect me. Nothing and no one was going to harm me. Both boys slept on either side of me. I think they were grateful I was still there. I didn’t mind it. It let me give them some feeling of safety as well.


Chapter Ten

As we made our way west, we joined up with other travelers and formed a sort of wagon train. We shared what we could and helped each other when needed. Some were heading west for their chance at finding gold while others were searching for fertile land to farm.

We never met anyone heading west to open a shop like we were. Because we had to leave so quickly, father had not been able to secure all of the products he was wanting to have when he opened. But a wire back to his friend made sure things got ordered and were on standby for us once we set down roots.

The trip was hard, but it was also fun. We saw so many different landscapes that I wondered what else we could possibly see. We traveled over mountains, tough valleys, and across small plains. The plants and animals we saw were simply amazing.

We made friends with the people we traveled with. I had a couple of boys interested in me, but after my ordeal in Boston, I wasn’t really interested in a courtship. For now, I simply wanted to have friends.

The boys had a small gang that they ran around with. Most of their time was spent getting into trouble along the way. They tended to run off when something interesting caught their eye. But I suspect father kept a close eye on them.

The journey took nearly three months to complete, but we finally made it to Missouri. All we needed now was a place to call home. Father went to the local land office to get information about the towns further out in the territory. Upon his return, he announced that we were heading to Columbia, Missouri. 

Father had been told that it wasn’t far from St. Louis, but it was far enough that there were no supply stores there. Anyone who forgot something in St. Louis would be grateful to have a shop on the way. He was told land there was cheap.

We pointed our wagon west and headed towards Columbia. We were getting there at the end of summer, so we would have a month or two to build a store and home. Father hoped there might be a building that was abandoned that he could use and save us some time.

The railroad did not run through Columbia, so we would have to travel to pick up our initial load. It was going to be a tough year, but once we got settled things should fall into place. I assured father this was the case. I was beginning to sound like him!

It took several days to get to Columbia, but soon enough we arrived. Father went to the sheriff’s office to inquire about some of the empty buildings we had seen as we rode into town. He wasn’t gone long and soon returned with the sheriff.

“The ship over yonder belonged to a fella who ended up getting drunk one night and picked a gunfight with the wrong man. No one owns it. It’s yours if you pay the taxes due,” he told father.

“How much is that?” father asked him.

“Twenty dollars ought to cover it,” he replied.

Father fished out a twenty dollar gold coin and gave it to the sheriff.

“I’ll be by tomorrow with the deed,” he said. “Best of luck to you.”

“Thank you,” father replied.

We pulled the wagon behind the store and went inside. It had cobwebs and dust an inch thick on the floor and counters. It was going to take a lot of work to get this place in shape. Mother made a funny face as she realized the work that was involved.

“At least we don’t have to build anything,” father said breaking the silence.

“Might prefer that to this filthy place,” mother replied.

Father chuckled and headed back to the door.

“James, Thomas, Help me get the ox set for the night,” he hollered.

The boys ran outside and helped father as he had asked. Mother and I looked around the place, then at each other.

“I sure hope there is a well nearby,” she said.

We opened the front door and all of the windows. The place smelled stale and needed to be aired out. You could tell people had ransacked the place after the owner died. Things were strewn across the floor, and what little furniture we found in there wasn’t upright at all.

The water trough out back had a pump on it, so we began to prime the well to see if it still had water. It took a while, but soon cool water began to flow from the spout. Father took the first taste to ensure it wasn’t contaminated. Satisfied it was okay, we pumped the trough full of water.

Mother and I began dusting things down starting as high as we could. Father and the boys started cleaning everything out of the store. Father wanted to see if there was anything worth saving. The upper part of the store had living quarters, which was a relief to mother.

We cleaned the rooms and tossed the moth ridden bedding out onto the street below. Father and the boys carried it to a pile behind the store. The place was sparsely furnished, just enough to get us started. There were three bedrooms, a kitchen and living room.

Father got the stove going after shooing out the birds that had made a nest in the flue. You could smell the dust burning off as the stove got hot. We had been told that the temperature here was a lot cooler at night than during the day. We were going to need firewood, and soon.

Over the next week or so, we worked on cleaning up the store and getting our new house I order. The pile of garbage behind the store grew larger by the day. Father was getting worried that it was getting too big to burn. He opted to make two piles, and on the last night, he lit both of them on fire.

The flames lit up the area very brightly bringing out some of the townsfolks. We had only met a few since our arrival, but the bonfires seemed to make the others more curious. We met many more that night and were beginning to feel like we belonged here like we had been accepted as citizens.

As the fires died down, we made our way inside after saying goodnight to our new friends. Tomorrow we were traveling to St. Louis to pick up our first load. Father was excited. To be honest, so was I. I longed to see civilization again.

We all headed to bed and settled in for the night. My dreams were filled with shopping and mingling with other people. Having a store-bought meal and enjoying a confection or two were on the top of my list.

When morning arrived, everyone as excited and ready for our trip. We packed the wagon, visited the sheriff to let him know when we were expecting to return and left for St. Louis. The trip wasn’t as long as I remembered when we had first come to Columbia. Of course, maybe it was because I was finally going to get to visit a city again and that thought kept my mind occupied.

When we rolled into St. Louis, father headed for the rail yard. He would be there a while loading the wagon.

“May I walk around for a bit?” I asked mother.

“Yes, but don’t stray too far,” she replied.

“Thank you,” I told her.

I got out of the wagon and began walking down the street, peering into the storefronts. I saw dresses and hard goods in the windows as I made my way. There were saloons and hotels on either side of the street with music blaring from untuned pianos.

Lawyer offices and land offices filled in the rest of the storefronts. St. Louis was probably what New York looked like when it was a new city. It was busy, but not yet modernized. No cobblestone roads, at least not near the rail station.

The houses were much bigger here and not many row houses. I stopped in at one dry goods store and bought some hard candy to share with James and Thomas. We had not tasted any since our voyage over. I knew they would enjoy it as much as I would.

I looked back at the rail yard and figured I was getting a bit too far away, so I crossed the street and walked back towards our wagon. I wasn’t paying much attention to anything but the shops and ran right into a man in front of me.

“Oh I am so sorry, sir,” I said as I turned to look at him.

“Well, well. Fancy meeting you here.”

I was frozen. Standing right there in front of me was Johnathan. He had followed us out here. I didn’t know what to do. I couldn’t move. He reached out and took my arm and began to push me towards the alley.

I got my wits about me and began to scream and struggle to get away. He reached out and backhanded me across my cheek. I saw stars and stumbled as he dragged me into the ally.

“You think you can get away from me?” he said through his clenched teeth. “I have a lot of money invested in you and you are going to get it back for me.”

I began to scream once again and kicked him in the shin. He jumped and let go of my arm. I managed to run from him, but he soon caught up to me. He grabbed my arm and once again slapped me. I was seeing stars again as he pulled me to his horse and threw me over the saddle. He got on behind me and kicked the horse into running.

We shot out of the alley and down the street past the wagon. Mother saw me and yelled at father. Seeing me on that horse, father jumped from the platform and grabbed the closest horse and gave chase. Jonathan pulled a gun out of his jacket and began to shoot at father. I pushed him and threw his aim off.

I saw the butt of the gun swinging down just before I blacked out. I don’t know how long I was out, but when I awoke my head was killing me. I felt the side of my head and noted a large bump from where the gun had hit me. That’s when I got my wits back. I sat up and looked around.

It was dark and there was a fire burning. I saw a horse, but no one else. I slowly got up and walked over to the horse. I was ready to take the horse and ride off.

“Wouldn’t do that if I were you,” I heard Johnathan say.

“And why not?” I retorted.

“Oh you might get away from me, but those Indians will have you in no time,” he replied.

“You bastard!” I screamed at him.

“Yes, that I am,” he laughed.

“Father is going to find you, and when he does he is going to kill you.”

“Yeah, I don’t think that is going to happen. Unless he is a tracker, he won’t know which way is up out here.”

“You don’t know my father.”

“Well, be that as it may, I’m afraid you are my property now. I got a buyer for you who is going to pay handsomely for you.”

“As soon as you get me to civilization, I am going to tell everyone what you did to me.”

“This isn’t jolly old England missy. Women in America don’t count for anything. No one is going to listen to you.”

I listened to what he was saying, then remembered how no one but father tried to save me. Maybe he was right. Maybe I was doomed to be a captive for the rest of my life. Tears began to form as I realized the mess I was in. My only hope was father finding me. But I wasn’t going down without a fight.

I made up my mind that night that I would leave pieces of my dress along our trail back. Father could certainly follow those. If I was lucky, he would catch up to us and rescue me. It was the only shred of hope I could cling to.


Chapter Eleven

“Why do you do this?” I asked Johnathan.

“Do what, sell women?” he asked.

“Yes.”

“For the money of course.”

“And just how much are you being paid for me?”

“One thousand dollars.”

“One of those men is willing to pay one thousand dollars for me?”

“Yes, he will.”

“Well, my father will pay more to get me back.”

“And that may very well be the case, but you see I cannot allow that.”

“And why not? If money is the object, then more is better, right?”

“Not in my line of work. If I back out of a sale, I could lose that client and scar my reputation. I am known for getting the prettiest women for my clients and I want to keep it that way.”

So much for talking him into letting me go. I made sure I left small pieces of my dress on some of the brush as we rode back towards the east. I didn’t know if anyone was following us or not, but I hoped if they were they had found my clues.

I wasn’t keen on being with Johnathan for a few more months on the trail, especially with winter approaching. On about the fourth day, we rode into a small town.

“Ah yes, just what I needed,” he said.

“What?” I asked.

“A train station,” he replied.

“You’re taking the train from here?”

“Well I am certainly not riding for two months, that’s for sure.”

“Two for New York City,” he told the man at the ticket window.

“Train will be here at 4:30,” the man told him.

“Good. That gives us a couple of hours to get something to eat.”

Up until that point I had not even thought of food. But his mentioning it made my stomach growl. I realized just how hungry I was.

“Now, if you want to eat yo0u best behave yourself, understood?” he told me.

“Yes, I understand,” I replied.

“Good girl.”

We went into the diner and order the blue plate special. It looked like slop when it arrived, but I didn’t care. I was starving and would have eaten a boiled shoe if it was put in front of me. I tried not to eat like a pig, but it was hard. It tasted good and went down easy.

I had some water to wash down the biscuit and sat back once I had eaten my fill.

“How long is the train ride?” I asked.

“A couple of days,” he replied.

“Are we headed back to Boston?”

“No. We are meeting my client in New York City.”

“I should be a wonderful sight and smell simply divine once we arrive.”

“I have everything covered. You will be washed and dressed appropriately before he arrives.”

My heart sank as I knew once we boarded the train there would be no way for me to leave a trail. Once we boarded that train, I was finished. I searched my mind for any shred of an idea to get me out of this situation. But try as I might, nothing came to mind. I was doomed and my life was about to be over.

We boarded the train, and I looked around for any sign of father or anyone else who might be looking for me. But no help came. Once on the train, tears began to fall as my worst fears were becoming reality.

The next few days were a blur to me. I would float in and out of sleep. I didn’t eat much as I had lost my appetite. Soon, we would be arriving in New York City and my new life would begin. I was never going to see my family again. That was something I needed to come to terms with.

I heard the whistle blow and woke up just as we entered the city. When the train came to a stop, Johnathan took me by the arm and led me to a carriage in front of the station. He instructed the driver where to take us, and in no time we were arriving at the hotel.

I had remembered seeing the hotel when we arrived by ship, so I knew it wasn’t far from the waterfront. Johnathan paid for the room, then took me upstairs to get me bathed and changed. Chambermaids brought in hot water and filled my tub.

I was stripped down and washed from head to toe. Scented oils were rubbed into my skin before I was dressed. Looking in the mirror I saw the familiar face of the girl who was naïve enough to fall for the likes of him.

The chambermaids left and Johnathan entered the room.

“Now there is the beauty I remember,” he said smiling.

“Please don’t go through with this. Please just let me go home,” I begged.

“I’m sorry my dear, but business is business,” he replied. “My client should be here any moment.”

I sat down on the side chair and waited for the inevitable knock on the door. Dread was setting in as I waited. Was this man mean and cruel? Was he old and wrinkly? Maybe he was too fat to win his own wife so he has to buy one instead. Wild thoughts ran through my mind.

I was startled and jumped when the knock on the door finally came. I could feel my heart racing and my palms sweating as Johnathan got up to answer the door.

“Who is it?” he asked before opening it.

“Malcolm,” the voice replied.

“Ah, good deal,” he said.

He unlocked the door and began to open it. But just as he turned the doorknob, the door crashed in and threw Johnathan to the floor. The man jumped on Johnathan and began to hit him. Another man came in after him and pulled the first man off Johnathan, then handcuffed Johnathan.

I was shaking as I watched the scene unfold in front of me, partially covering my eyes. I did not want to witness the violence. But as I removed my hands from my face, I saw a familiar face staring back at me. It was Edward.

“Oh god!” I screamed as I ran to him and hugged him tightly. “How did you find me?”

“You father wired me that you had been taken,” he started. “You clues ended at the train station, so he took a guess that you were headed here. All I had to do was be here for each arrival and follow you to the hotel.”

I looked down at Johnathan sitting on the floor in handcuffs.

“You bastard!” I screamed as I hit him and kicked at him.

“It’s alright, it’s alright,” Edward said as he pulled me from Johnathan. “He will be going to jail for a long time. Kidnapping is still a crime here.”

I sobbed and put my head into Edwards' chest. That was twice now he had rescued me. Twice he had been the one to save me. I didn’t know how to thank him.

“Okay, let’s get you out of here,” he told me.

The constables came into the room and took Johnathan away. Edward took me to his home and had me rest in the spare room. I was so stressed and yet relieved that I didn’t pay a whole lot of attention to where I was.

I fell asleep on the soft bed he had laid me down on. The nearly two-week ordeal was over. I was safe and the man who had tracked me hallway across America was in jail. Not only was I safe, but countless other women who would have come after me were now safe. And I had Edward to thank.

As I awoke from my sleep, I could see that the light was fading into darkness. I gathered myself together as best I could and went downstairs. Edward was sitting in the front room reading the paper.

“Did you sleep well?” he asked me.

“Yes, thank you,” I said quietly.

“Please, sit,” he said motioning to the couch.

“So what happens now?” I asked him.

“Well, in a day or two you will have to go and identify Johnathan as the man who kidnapped you. He will be sent to prison and you can go back to Missouri and your family.”

I sat there staring down at my hands. Did I really want to go back to Missouri? I looked up at Edward and for the first time, I saw him not as someone of a different class than I was, but as a caring man. Feelings began to well up inside of me that I didn’t know I had.

“Who are you anyway?” I asked. “How is it you can just gallivant around saving people?”

“Just someone who cares, that’s all,” he replied softly.

I got up and walked over to him. I knelt down in front of him and placed my hands on his legs.

“You have no idea how much I want to thank you for rescuing me, not once but twice.”

“You have thanked me enough,” he replied.

I leaned forward and placed a kiss on his lips. I could feel a stirring deep down inside of me building as we kissed. He pulled back and looked into my eyes.

“You are a very beautiful woman,” he told me. “And someday you will make a man very happy.”

“Right now I just want to make you happy,” I told him.

I stood up and took his hand in mine and coaxed him to his feet. I led him upstairs and into the room I had been sleeping in. I made him sit on the bed as I began to remove my clothing.

“Please, you don’t need to do this,” he said.

“I know that. I want to do this,” I replied.

He watched as I removed my dress, then my corset. I removed my stockings and my knickers and stood in front of him completely naked. I walked up to him and took his hand, sliding it up my thigh and in between my legs. I sighed as his warm hand cupped my pussy.

“Make love to me,” I told him. “I have never made love to a man before, and I want my first time to be with you.”

He stood up and removed his clothing. Both of us stood there in the moonlight looking at each other’s naked body. He pulled me to him and kissed me deeply. I reached down and felt his cock growing in size. It was soft, yet hard. I loved the feel of it in my hand.

He lifted me by my arms and lay me down on the bed on my back. He got on the bed and lay beside me, his head propped up on one hand.

“Are you sure this is what you want?” he asked.

“More than anything,” I whispered.

“The first time will hurt,” he told me. “But  after that, it will feel much better.”

“If that’s what it takes for you to make love to me, then I will endure the pain,” I told him.

He brushed my hair from my face and kissed me deeply once again. The feel of his tongue as it probed my mouth sent tingles down to my toes. I had never had feelings like this before and I wanted to feel more.


Chapter Twelve

The feel of his body against mine was making me long for him even more. He moved his mouth down my neck and nibbled on my ears. My pussy was tingling with his touch as he licked and kissed my neck and ear.

My toes began to curl as he moved his mouth down to my tits, sucking a nipple into his mouth. The pressure of him sucking my nipple made me wiggle and moan. Little shockwaves shot down between my legs each time he nibbled on a nipple.

His hand slid between my legs, which I opened wide to give him complete access. He began to slide his fingers up and down my slit as he coated his fingers with my juices. I felt his finger slide inside of me as he pressed against my button. He knew I was a virgin now.

He moved on top of me and kissed me deeply once again before slowly sliding down my body. I quivered and shook with anticipation as his head went between my legs. I wondered what he was going to do with his face between my legs.

Then I felt it. I sucked in my breath and moaned as his tongue touched my clit. My body shook as he began to lick up and down my clit, increasing his speed. My hands grabbed my tits and squeezed them tightly as his tongue began to build up the pressure inside of me.

I knew what it felt like to have a release, but this was building much higher in me. It was all I could do to keep from screaming out loud as he pushed me closer and closer to the edge. Then it happened.

My orgasm hit me hard as I screamed out loud and froze in ecstasy.

“Oh my god!” I screamed. “Oh yes, yes! Lick my pussy!”

My body convulsed and I saw stars as my eyes closed, me unable to open them. His tongue working my clit sent tingles to my toes and I shook from the pleasure it gave me. I had never known pleasure like this before. If this was what sex could give you, then I wanted more.

As my orgasm began to subside, he moved up my body and kissed me. I could smell my sex on him as his tongue probed my mouth. He moved back and sat up between my legs. His hand tugged at my arms, so I sat up and looked up at him.

With a gentle push on my head, I realized he wanted me to take his cock into my mouth. I leaned forward and gingerly let it slide in. The feel of his mushroomed head and a veined shaft was a different feeling than what I had imagined it would be.

Slowly, I slid my mouth up and down the shaft. He moaned and petted my head as I licked the underside of his rod. His hips began to move back and forth, meeting the movements of my head. Then as he got hard, he removed his cock from my mouth and pushed me back onto the bed.

He lay down and with his right hand, he guided his stiff cock to my pussy. I felt the head of it parting my folds and beginning to fill me. I could feel the pressure of his cock as it neared my membrane and began to widen my walls. I felt a small bit of pain as he got closer to popping my cherry.

“This will be over quickly,” he whispered.

I felt him tense up, then the searing pain of my membrane breaking as his cock slid deep inside of me. I gasped and grabbed hold of him, holding him tightly as I gulped and tried to keep from yelling out.

He began to slide his cock in and out of my pussy, the pain diminishing rather quickly. Soon, he was fucking me hard as I moaned and experienced a new sort of pleasure. I had imagined what it would feel like to have a cock in my pussy, but nothing could have ever prepared me for the pleasures it gave me.

“Oh, yes, god yes!” I wailed. “Fuck me with your cock, fuck me!”

Edward was pounding his cock deep inside of me as hard as he could. Each thrust made contact with something deep inside of me and made me feel a new pressure building. I just knew it was going to be another orgasm.

I had my legs wrapped around him and helped him with each thrust of his cock. I wanted it as deep inside of me as possible. After several minutes of his cock thrusting in and out of me, I had my second orgasm.

“Oh god! Shit, shit, shit! Holy fuck!” I screamed.

This orgasm was way more intense than the first one. My toes curled and my legs shook as my body struggled to move. Gone were the helpful legs that pressed his cock into me. They were replaced with legs that would not move, paralyzed with pleasure.

Just as my orgasm began to subside, he thrust his cock into me one last time and stayed there. His cock was buried deep inside of my pussy. I could feel his full length as it filled me. He tensed up, then exhaled loudly. His body became rigid and I assumed he was having his orgasm.

I felt his cock pulsing inside of me and then his cum filling my pussy. Just the feel of him coming inside of me made me moan and feel entirely new sensations. I wrapped my arms and legs around him, not wanting to ever let go.

When his pulsing had subsided, he collapsed onto me and lay there for a moment. He then lifted himself up and kissed me. He pulled back and stared into my eyes as we lay there in a lovers embrace.

He kissed me once more, then rolled off to the side and lay on his back. I rolled over to his side and as he put his arm around me, I lay mine across his chest. I could feel his muscles as his chest lifted and fell with his heavy breathing.

“That was the most wonderful thing I have ever felt,” I whispered to him.

“I’m glad you enjoyed it,” he replied.

We lay there for a few moments without uttering a word. Of course, my mind was going nonstop as thoughts filled my head. But one thought stood out from the others. How did father know where to cable Edward? I decided to ask.

“So, how exactly did father know where to send the cable?” I asked him.

“Your brothers, James and Thomas were so fascinated with the workings of the ship that they asked if they could write me from time to time. Agreed and gave them my address,” he replied.

“Well, for once I am glad they pestered someone,” I replied laughing.

We lay there a bit longer, and then it hit me. How on earth did he have a house this nice working as a hand on a ship?

“Can I ask you something else?” I said.

“Sure, what is it?” he asked.

“How is it you can afford such a nice house working as a sailor?” I asked him as I got up on one elbow and looked down at him.

He chuckled and ran his fingers through my hair.

“My full name is Edward Collins. My father owns that ship, along with several others. We own the Collins Line,” he replied.

“What?!” I replied surprised. “You mean this whole time you were playing games with me?”

“I did nothing of the sort,” he replied.

“What about being dirty and appearing like you were poor. You never told me you were wealthy. You let me act mean and silly for no reason!”

“You never gave me the chance to tell you.”

I lay there as realized he was right. I was so caught up in being offended by someone trying to get to me that I never gave him the opportunity to tell me anything.

“I guess I owe you an apology for my behavior,” I said sheepishly. “That was not nice of me at all.”

“It’s alright. It’s how you were raised. Besides, normally you would never see anyone from the engineering crew topside anyways.”

“Now I have to wonder if I have treated anyone else as badly without knowing their situation.”

“You should always treat people with the greatest of respect until they do something to remove it.”

“I can see that now. I guess I just never thought about how other people felt. I just assumed they were like me and knew their station.”

“You’ll find that in America, that doesn’t really work. People often socialize with others both above, and below their own means. It’s just another way we are different than your country.”

A lot of what he said made sense to me. I made a mental note to change that about myself. I did not want to treat others as I had in the past. I needed to be more American and treat everyone with equal respect.

I lay my head back down on his chest and savored the feel of his body next to mine. I felt safe in his arms. I felt like nothing could harm me as long as he was by my side. I felt the security that I had often felt with my father when I was younger. I wondered if I was falling in love with Edward.

“Can I ask you something?” he said after a long period.

“Sure, what is it?” I replied.

“Well, I will have to return you to your family soon. Would you like it if I stayed there with you for a bit and asked your father for permission to court you?”

I sat up and looked at him to ensure he was being serious.

“I would like that very much,” I replied realizing he was being serious.

“Of course, we would have to be extremely discreet if we want to continue to have sex, you know that, right?” he said.

“Yes, I know that,” I replied. “I think we can manage to have our encounters without any problems at all.”

I hugged him tightly knowing this was not the end of us. This was just the beginning. We lay there and eventually drifted off to sleep. It was the perfect ending to a perfect night. I could not have dreamed of a better evening than the one I had just experienced.


Chapter Thirteen

I awoke the next morning and rolled over to greet Edward, but found his side of the bed empty. Edward was not there. I looked around the room and did not see him. On the chair, I saw a robe draped over the back of it.

Edward must have woken up early and left the robe for me to use. I got up and put the robe on. I could smell his scent on it as I pulled it tightly around my body, tying the belt across my belly.

I opened the bedroom door and the smell of breakfast cooking hit me right in the face. My stomach rumbled as I remembered how hungry I was. After using the outhouse, I made my way to the kitchen. A maid was cooking and looked over at me as if I was not supposed to be in there.

“Have you seen Edward?” I asked her.

“He is in the Parlor, Miss,” she replied.

“Thank you.”

I went into the parlor and found Edward sitting in a chair reading the newspaper. Hearing my footsteps, he dropped the paper and smiled at me. I walked up to him and bent over, giving him a kiss.

“Sleep well?” he asked.

“Yes,” I replied. “When did you leave?”

“Oh I got up rather early,” he replied. “I didn’t think it would be appropriate for the help to find me in bed with a strange woman. My father would have a cow!”

“Good point,” I replied. “Going to be hard enough explaining a robed woman in my house as it is.”

“Indeed it will be,” he replied laughing. “Shall we have breakfast?”

“Oh, please. I am famished!” I replied.

We sat at the table, and Edward rang the bell for the maid to bring us our food. The woman I had spoken to in the kitchen brought a large tray of food and set it on the table in front of us. Eggs, ham, and biscuits smelled heavenly.

I poured myself some tea and loaded food onto my plate. Edward looked at me sort of funny like.

“Sorry, I’m famished!” I told him.

“By all means, eat up,” he replied.

The food was wonderful and probably tasted better than it normally would have due to my intense hunger. I sat back after taking the last bite of my biscuit and signed with satisfaction. I was content and full.

“We will go to the jailhouse this afternoon for the arraignment, then tomorrow we will catch a train back to St. Louis,” Edward told me.

“Do I really have to see him?” I asked.

“Yes, unfortunately, you do. But don’t worry, there will be no way he can touch you. You will be completely safe.”

I smiled at him knowing he would not let anything happen to me.

“By the way, I had Sadie fetch a dress for you so you would have something clean to wear. I hope it fits,” he told me.

“Well, thank you. That was awfully thoughtful of you,” I replied.

I got up and turned towards the stairs, but stopped mid-stride. I turned back towards him and lifted my finger to him, indicating I wanted him to follow me. He got up from his chair and did as I had motioned.

Once we were in the room, I closed the door and pushed him to the edge of the bed. I undid his pants and dropped them to the floor. Pushing him back, he sat down on the edge of the bed. I got on my knees and moved my head down between his legs and looked at his cock as I stroked it.

“I need to please you,” I told him.

I moved my head closer and sucked his cock into my mouth. If he could make me come with his mouth, then  I could make him come with mine. I began sliding my mouth up and down his shaft as his size began to increase, and his cock got harder and harder.

Soon, he was completely erect and I worked on making him come. I sucked with each pullback of my mouth on his shaft, tasting his pre-cum. I flicked the tip and wiggled my tongue at the opening in the top. His hands moved to the back of my head as he guided me in pleasing him.

I tried to take as much of his length into my mouth as I could without choking on his rod. He seemed to enjoy this. I lightly fingered his balls as I worked on making him come. I could tell he was getting close by his breathing and the movement of his hips. Then, I felt him begin to stiffen up and knew he was about to let loose.

I plunged my mouth down as far as I could, letting his cock hit the back of my throat. That was enough to make him come. I felt a twitch or two from his shaft, then the pulsing from the night before as his hot spunk coated my throat.

I had not thought about the taste, but it was sort of salty and tasted like his morning coffee a bit. Not entirely unpleasant. I sucked as much of his cum as I could, then let his slowly shrinking cock slip from my lips.

I stood up and dropped my robe, then moved onto the bed.

“My turn,” I told him.

I got up by his head and lifted my leg over him, straddling his face. I let my pussy drop down to his mouth and moaned as his tongue touched my folds. Just the heat from his mouth sent tingles down my spine. I had goosebumps all over me as he began to lick my pussy lips.

I felt his tongue probing my pussy as he slid it in and out of me. My hands were twisting and tugging at my nipples as he settled in on my clit. I moved my hips back and forth with his tongue making sure he licked me properly. Being on top, I could control where his tongue went.

I felt the familiar pressure of my orgasm building and longed to feel the pleasure I had the previous night. I worked my hips faster and faster as he licked me. I felt his chin making contact with my pussy and the feeling of something almost penetrating me made it all the more intense.

“Oh god, I’m going to come!” I squealed.

I cupped my tits and felt the surge of ecstasy begin to flow through my body. I leaned forward and put my hands on the headboard and steadied myself as I came hard. My toes curled and my tits tingled as the pulsing of my pussy slowed with the trailing off of my orgasm.

Spent, I moved off Edward and lay down on the bed. He rolled to my side and hugged me.

“I don’t want this to end,” I said softly. “I want to have you forever.”

“In time, in time,” he replied.

He kissed my shoulder, then got up and left the room with his clothes bundled under his arm. I got up and saw the dress hanging on a hook and went over to check it out. It was green with black lace trimming the hem and sleeves. It was a beautiful dress.

I slipped it over my head and found that it fit nearly perfectly. He had a good eye for sure. I did my best to make myself presentable, then left the bedroom and walked downstairs. Edward looked up at me from his chair and smiled.

“You look beautiful,” he said.

I blushed and thanked him.

“We have a couple of hours before we have to be at the jail,” he said. “How about I take you down to the office and introduce you to my father.”

“I would love that,” I replied.

“Alright, let me fetch my coat and we’ll be off,” he said.

He got his coat and we left the house and got into the carriage awaiting us. The clip-clop of horseshoes on the cobblestones gave way to the sound of people walking and talking. The bustle of the city was upon us in no time.

The carriage took us to an office not far from the docks. Edward exited the coach, then took my hand and assisted me. Once out of the carriage, I stopped and took a good look around. I had not seen much of the city when we had first arrived, at least not this part.

There were so many buildings filled with offices and shops. I had never seen a business district this large before in my life. We walked about a block down, then he opened the door for me that led into a very nicely decorated office.

“Morning, Sally,” Edward said to the woman seated at a desk.

“Good Morning, Edward,” she replied. “Your father is waiting.”

“As always,” he said.

He ushered me into the large office at the back of the main room where an older gentleman was seated. He had thinning, gray hair and a rather large mustache. The lines on his face showed his many years of power and authority.

“Edward, good to see you back,” he said. “And who might this lovely flower be?”

He rose and took my hand, kissing it. I now knew where Edward got his charm.

“This is Elanor, father,” he replied. “This is the woman I told you about.”

“Ah, yes indeed I do remember,” he said. “Please, take a seat. Edward tells me your family arrived from England several months ago to establish his business, is that correct?”

“Yes, sir, it is,” I replied.

“And how do yo0u find America to be?” he asked.

“Rather large and busy,” I replied.

They both laughed at my observation.

“Edward tells me you were almost taken and sold on the market,” he said as he lit his pipe and leaned back in his chair.

“I’m afraid that is true,” I replied. “If it were not for Edward, I cannot imagine where I would be right now.”

“As I am told. Of course, there is the nasty business of identifying the scoundrel who tried to take you.”

“Yes, we attend to that shortly.”

“As unpleasant of a task that may be, your willingness to do this ensures many other women do not befall the same fate you have just escaped. I commend you for that.”

“Thank you, sir.”

“Father, I must take a short leave beginning tomorrow,” Edward told him. “I will be accompanying Elanor back to the Missouri territory and to her family. I want to ensure her safe arrival.”

“Oh? And once she is there?”

“I suppose I will spend some time with her family.”

“I see,” he said winking at me.

I suspected he knew something I did not. It was as if a game was afoot and I was supposed to know the outcome. I just smiled back at him.

“Take your time, son,” he replied. “We will survive in your absence.”

“Thank you, father,” Edward told him.

“You are quite welcome. It’s the least I can do for a hero.”

“Well, we must be off father,” Edward said as he stood up. “I will be by in the morrow to say my goodbye’s.”

“Until tomorrow then,” he replied.

He stood up and accompanied us to the door, stopping to kiss my hand one last time.

“Do come and visit again soon,” he told me.

“It would be my pleasure,” I replied.

He turned and headed back to his office as we left the building and returned to our carriage. It was time to face my kidnapper and finish this journey. My heart raced and my palms began to sweat as I nervously awaited our arrival at the jail.

“You’ll be fine, just relax,” Edward told me.

I must have looked affright to him. We pulled up in front of the jail, and Edward opened the door.

“Shall we?” he asked.

“Let’s get this over with,” I replied.

He walked me into the jail where the constable showed us to the viewing room. Once inside, I saw a line of men all lined up against a wall.

“Alright then miss, can you point to the man who kidnapped you?” he asked me.

I looked up and down the line until I recognized Johnathan.

“Number six,” I replied.

“Are you sure, ma’am?” he asked me.

“Positive, that’s the man who took me from my family.”

“Good enough,” he replied. “Thank you for coming here, miss.”

“You are welcome,” I replied.

We left the jail and got back into the carriage. I felt like a weight had been lifted off me.

“Whew, that was nerve-wracking,” I told Edward.

“You did fine, just fine,” he replied.

“I feel so relieved,” I told him. “I feel like the world just got a bit easier to live in.”

“Well, it is for you and probably scores of other women.”

I smiled at him as he ordered the coach home. The ride back was quiet as I looked out of the window and contemplated our journey the next morning. I was rather fond of New York and it’s bustling life. I was not looking forward to returning to the dusty and primitive life back in Missouri.

But my family was there, and they needed to know I was safe. They needed to see I was safe, and so I resolved myself to enduring what I had to in order to make sure they were comfortable knowing this.


Chapter Fourteen

After dinner that night, Edward dismissed the help and asked me to the back porch. He had some wine and glasses sitting on the small table.

“Please, have a seat,” he told me.

I took my seat and waited as he poured my wine.

“I trust a blush is okay with you?” he asked.

“Yes, that’s fine,” I replied.

He capped the wine, then sat in his chair. He picked up his glass and held it towards me.

“To the start of a wonderful relationship,” he said smiling at me.

“Yes,” I replied.

We tapped out glasses and sipped our wine.

“You know, I really love this house,” he said after a short pause.

“Oh? And why is that?” I asked.

“Privacy. I can do whatever I want and not have to worry about my neighbors seeing what I am doing.”

“And just what is it you would do that you would not want your neighbors to see?” I asked as I took a sip of my wine.

“Funny you should ask.”

He set his glass down, then got up and stood in front of me. He bent down as if he was going to kiss me, but instead of kissing me he began to undo the top of my dress. I started to protest but then decided to see where this was going. With the top of my dress now open, he pulled the material down until my tits were completely out and in plain view for anyone to see.

I was a bit nervous at this and wanted to cover them up.

“Please, leave them out,” he told me. “I think you’ll find the freedom exhilarating if you but give it a little bit of time.”

I agreed and sat there sipping wine with my tits fully exposed. I have to admit, acting like nothing was amiss as I sat there half naked, sipping wine really began to turn me on. My nipples were completely hard as we sat there in the cool night air.

I could feel a slight breeze caressing my tits as it flowed around my naked flesh. Edward would steel looks at me, which added to my sexual tension. Just knowing he wanted to look at my tits made me horny.

“Do you like this?” I asked after a long while.

“But of course,” he replied. “It shows you are willing to be submissive to me.”

“And that pleases you, it turns you on?” I asked.

“Yes, of course, it does,” he replied.

Edward then set his glass down on the table and began to unbutton his trousers. I watched as he pulled them open, then pulled out his half-hard cock. He took hold of my hand and moved it to his cock, then let go of it. I began to stroke it as he picked his glass back up and took a sip.

Now I was really getting horny! Not only were my tits exposed, but I was sitting out in public with a hard cock in my hand! I had never even considered something this erotic before! I could feel the moisture between my legs as we sat there like this.

“How about we take this to another level?” he asked me.

“And just how do we do that?” I asked, almost afraid of his answer.

He stood up once again and moved in front of me. This time, he held out his hand and assisted me in standing. Once I was prone, he bent over and lifted my dress by the hem. He pulled it over my head and off my body. He left my stockings on but removed my knickers.

With the exception of my stockings, I was now completely naked in public.

“There, much better,” he said appraising me. “Please, sit.”

I returned to my chair and so did he. I resumed playing with his cock as I sat there with nothing on.

“Quite liberating, isn’t it?” he said as he looked me over.

“Indeed,” I breathed.

My tits tingled and goosebumps ran down my body from my head to my toes. I began to move my hips as I tried to massage my clit with my closed thighs. Fuck was I horny! He reached over with his left hand and began to tug and twist at my erect nipple.

I moaned and my eyes rolled into the back of my head as I savored the little shocks traveling to my wet pussy. Each tug or twist sent tiny shocks down my body, causing me to move my hips even more.

“Why don’t you move your legs over the armrests,” he told me.

I did as he instructed, having my pussy now wide and completely exposed. He moved his hand down between my legs and let his finger slide down my slit, between my folds. I moaned and grabbed his arm, wanting to feel more of this.

He moved his hand back and sipped some more wine. He set his glass down, then reached over and grabbed my left hand. He guided it to my pussy and helped me rub myself.

“Now there’s a good girl,” he said quietly. “Show me how you like your pussy touched.”

He removed his hand and I took over pleasuring myself. I widened my legs even further to give myself plenty of access. I moved my hand up and down my pussy as I imagined it was his hand on me.

I closed my eyes and thought of what it felt like to sit out in the open and play with my pussy while he watched me. I could feel his erect cock in one hand, and my wet pussy in the other. I had never fingered my pussy before, but now that I was no longer a virgin, I pressed two of them inside of me.

I moaned and moved my hips as my fingers penetrated me. I imagined it was his stiff cock fucking me. The sound of my juices making a sucking noise as my fingers went in and out of my cunt was music to my ears. It let me hear what I was feeling.

Edward stood up and walked to my side. With his erect cock bouncing in front of me, he pushed my head to him.

“Suck my cock,” he told me.

I eagerly sucked his fat cock into my mouth and began to suck it hard and fast. The faster I sucked him, the faster I fucked my pussy. I wanted to cum, I wanted to cum right now! I moved my fingers to my clit and moaned as the new sensation kicked in.

Edward was now moving his hips and fucking my mouth. I no longer needed to move my head. With him doing most of the work, I could concentrate on making myself come. I rubbed my clit as I imagined it was his tongue licking me. I felt my passion rising and knew I was about to come.

With a huge wave of ecstasy and a surge of pleasure, my body began to quiver and shake with my orgasm. I grabbed onto Edwards ass with one hand and pulled him to me, sucking his cock deep into my mouth. I needed him to come. I needed to taste his jizz!

Edward moaned, and then with one twitch of his cock, he began to shoot his cum down my throat. I held his cock in my throat as long as I could while we both came. When his cock went limp, I let it out of my mouth and relaxed back into my chair.

Edward bent down and kissed me. He then returned to his chair and sat down. He moved his hand to my thigh and set it on me. Each touch of his hand made me quiver. My whole body was now very sensitive. The slightest touch made me convulse.

“My god did I enjoy that!” I told him.

“Good, I’m glad,” he replied. “Once I recover, I will fuck you as well.”

I shuddered just thinking of his cock in my pussy.

“How long does it take to recover?” I asked him.

“It varies, but normally about thirty minutes or so,” he replied.

I was ready now, but I knew there was no way his cock was going to get hard again that fast. I knew from the night before that it didn’t work like that. I sipped my wine and awaited his readiness.

“When we get ready, there is one more thing I want to try with you,” he said.

“Oh? And what is that?” I asked.

“I want to tie you up,” he replied.

“I’m not too sure about that,” I replied.

After being kidnapped and being imprisoned, I wasn’t exactly ready to let someone restrain me again.

“Trust me,” he said. “It will be done in such a way that if you really wanted to get out of it, you could.”

“I presume you have done this sort of thing before?” I asked.

“A couple of times,” he replied.

“And why would I want to do this?” I asked.

“Well, some women find it rather enjoyable to be dominated and unable to defend themselves in a sexual situation,” he said. “Some do not. The only way to know is to try it. If it does not appeal to you, I will stop.”

I sat there thinking of what he had just told me. I suppose he was right. Even when I was kidnapped, the thought that Johnathan might take me at any moment did excite me to an extent.

“Alright, I’ll agree,” I told him. “But you have to show me how I am to be tied, and how to release myself should I wish to.”

“Agreed,” he replied.

He stood up and took off his clothing, then had me stand as well. He placed me in between two pillars on the porch and had me spread my legs wide. He walked behind me and I heard him rustling with something. When he returned, I saw the ropes. He tied on arm up to a pillar, then proceeded to show me how to release myself. It was easy enough, so I let him continue restraining me.

My hands were tied up and out. My legs were restrained wide with the ropes attached to the same pillars. I was now standing spread eagle on the patio, tied between the two pillars. If I thought sitting on the porch naked was exciting, imagine my feelings now!

He stood in front of me looking me up and down, admiring my body. He walked up close and grabbed my tits, squeezing them hard. He grabbed both of my nipples between his forefinger and thumb, then began to twist and tug them. I moaned as juices began to run down my inner thigh.

His hand slid between my legs and cupped my pussy. With one swift move, he slapped my pussy causing me to yelp and jump. It stung at first, but then his warm hand soothed the pain and made it even more intense. He did this several times, then walked behind me.

He slapped my ass several times just like he had my pussy, rubbing out the pain each time. I felt his breath on me as he moved closer, sending shivers down my spine. He was right, being restrained did make me horny. I felt his body begin to touch me, then the feel of his hard cock against my ass.

He reached around me and began to massage my tits as his cock slid between my folds, teasing me. I moved my hips trying to get that cock to go inside of my cunt, but he just kept rubbing it on me. He knew I wanted him to fuck me, he knew how badly I wanted him.

He teased me, even coming around in front of me and pressing his cock against my stomach. By now I was begging him to fuck me.

“Oh god, I want your cock in my pussy. Please, please fuck my cunt, please!” I begged him.

He got behind me and I felt the head of his cock separate my folds as he began to penetrate me. I shuddered at the feel of him going inside of me. He started slowly with me meeting his slow thrusts with my hips pushing back against him. His hands slid around me and grabbed my tits. I moaned as he massaged them, squeezing them and playing with my sensitive nipples.

As his speed increased, he slipped one hand down my body and began to rub my clit. I was shaking and moaning as the feeling of both my clit being rubbed and my cunt being fucked was almost too much of a sensation for me to handle.

“OH…MY…GOD!!!!” I wailed.

It was about the only words I could utter. It was like I was in a trance as I felt his cock rubbing against my pussy walls. Each thrust hit a spot deep inside of me and was almost as intense as his finger rubbing my clit was. I felt the orgasm building from deep within me. I started to build slowly, then surged all at once as I exploded into the most intense orgasm I have ever felt.

I gripped the ropes as tightly as I could. All I could do was moan and shake violently as he continued to fuck me. My head had flopped back, and I felt his tongue on my neck. With a hard thrust, his cock went deep inside of me and began to pulse. He was now coming inside of me.

The combination of his orgasm and mine just made mine even more intense. My body was shaking and quivering as I struggled to control myself. But it was useless. I was a wet noodle in his hands, and he knew it. My orgasm began to die down, and I needed to be released from the ropes. My arms needed blood flowing to them once again.

Edward released me, then helped me to my chair. We sat there and regained our strength without uttering a word. After what seemed like an hour, he stood up and offered his hand.

“Let’s go to bed, shall we?” he asked.

I got up, gathered my clothing as he gathered his, then followed him upstairs. He helped me to bed, then go in and snuggled up close behind me. With his arm wrapped around my body, I drifted off into the deepest sleep I can ever remember having.


Chapter Fifteen

“Wake up,” I heard Edward say as he kissed my cheek.

“Good morning,” I said in my sleepy voice.

He pulled me over to him and kissed me. He pushed the hair from my face and stared into my eyes.

“I don’t know how I managed to get you, but I’m glad I did,” he said.

I hugged him and kissed him.

“So am I,” I replied.

We got up and got dressed, then packed our luggage. We had wired father yesterday to let him know we were on our way today. We wanted them to be at the station when we arrived. Johnathan left instructions with his help before closing up the house. We got into the carriage and headed to the train station.

We found our train and handed our luggage to the porter. Our car was a Pullman right behind the engine.

“Go on and board the train, I need to see someone,” he told me. “I won’t be a but a moment.”

I got on the train and made my way to our car. I got seated and looked out of the window. I was looking for Edward in the sea of people gathered at the station. So many people. Then I spotted him. He was standing near the exit and was talking to some woman. I watched as he held her hand and spoke to her. I wondered who she was.

Then, he leaned in and kissed her. Not a deep kiss, but a kiss none the less. Who was she, and why was he kissing her? Did he have another lover he was leaving behind? Was I being used all this time? My heart raced and my thoughts began to swarm all over the place.

I told myself it was nothing. I told myself that there had to be more to it than what I had seen. But as Edward walked towards the train, I could the woman looking after him with tears rolling down her cheeks. Edward was almost to the train when he turned and waved goodbye to her. She blew him a kiss, then he boarded the train.

“Ah, a nice room indeed,” he said as he sat down beside me.

I was so confused and not sure what to feel that I just sat there and looked out of the window. I was afraid of what I might say or do if I looked at him right now. I didn’t really hear what he was saying. I was lost in my thoughts and struggling with my feelings.

“Elanor, are you okay?” I heard him saying.

“Huh? Oh, yes, just fine,” I replied.

I managed a small smile before returning my gaze out of the window. I wondered if he even knew I was upset. I wondered if he even had a clue I had seen him. I had no choice but to stay with him until we reached Missouri. Without him, I would never get home.

“I’m tired,” I said as the train began pulling away from the station. “Think I’ll take a nap.”

I leaned over towards the window and closed my eyes. Maybe I could sleep most of the way and not have to deal with all of this. I knew I should just talk to him, but I was confused and upset which clouded my thinking. I just needed to get to Missouri. Surely I could play the part until then.

I felt Edward nudge me awake, and I looked over at him through my sleepy eyes.

“Time for dinner,” he said smiling at me.

“Already?” I asked.

“You’ve been sleeping quite a while,” he told me.

I got up and followed him to the dining car. Most of the people paid no mind to us. I figured they probably thought we were newly married. I was quiet through dinner, and Edward seemed to sense something was wrong. I assured him there wasn’t, and we finished our dinner without incident.

Once we were back in our car, he tried to get friendly with me, but I rebuffed his advances claiming a headache. He understood and backed off.

“Train rides always make me sort of sick,” I lied.

“Well, let’s just make you as comfortable as we can,” he replied.

The trip was going to take several days, but I knew if he thought I was being sick that he would be extra loose with me and not press sex or conversation. I was constantly at odds over what to do. By the time we arrived, I had all but convinced myself that he had a mistress.

We arrived in the late afternoon, and I was excited to see my family. Father and mother smothered me with affection, then James and Thomas tried to be nonchalant with me. I knew their hearts were good, but young boys were not into the whole affection thing.

“Thank you so much for everything you have done,” Mother told Edward.

“It was my pleasure,” he replied. “In fact, I was planning to ask if I could court Elanor.”

Father and mother both beamed with pride and replied with a  resounding yes.

“I would be honored to have you call on her,” father replied. “But how are you going to do that from New York?”

“I am planning on staying here for a while,” Edward said. “You never know, I may find I like it out here more than back east.”

My parents were ecstatic with my new beau even if I wasn’t really sure at this point.

“I’ll fetch the luggage,” father said after we had finished our greetings.

With the luggage loaded into the wagon, we set off for the long trip home. It was late in the afternoon when we set off, and I was thankful James and Thomas were there to keep Edward occupied with their questions.

It was dark when we arrived home, and father allowed Edward to sleep on our couch for the night. Edward thanked him and assured him he would find a temporary place the next day. We all headed to bed for the night. I said goodnight to everyone then went into my bedroom and closed the door.

I cried for a while as I struggled with my emotions and how to handle Edward. I fell asleep wondering what I should do. Surely the first light of the day would give me a sign.

I woke up and got myself dressed, then left my bedroom. Edward was up and sitting at the table talking with father while mother made breakfast.

“Good morning,” Father said.

“Good morning,” I replied.

“Sleep well?” Edward asked.

“As well as I could,” I replied.

“Your father has agreed to let you accompany me while I search for housing today,” he told me.

“Oh, good,” I replied.

I knew this would give us some private time, and I made up my mind to clear the air. I needed to know what this woman was to him. I needed to know I was his one and only.

We ate breakfast, then father hitched up the team and let Edward and me leave together. We stopped at the sheriff’s office to see if he knew of any places. He told us of a small house not too far from town that used to be home to the school teacher. He told Edward he could stay there temporarily if his suited him.

We didn’t talk on the ride out there, I was lost in thought and worried about how to approach the subject. Edward was busy taking in the sight of the countryside. He had never seen terrain like this before.

At last, we arrived at the house and Edward helped me down from the wagon. We went inside and looked at it. It was definitely small but big enough for him to stay in for a short while.

“Something has been bothering you,” Edward said without turning around. “Care to share with me what that is?”

“I saw you with that woman at the station before we left,” I started. “I saw you kiss her. I saw her shedding tears and blowing a kiss to you. Am I just a toy for you to use? What is she to you anyway?”

He turned and faced me. He had a serious look on his face as he stood there with his hat in his hands.

“That was my sister,” he replied. “I cannot believe you thought I was using you. After everything we have shared, after everything I have done to help you. Do you really trust me that little?”

I felt ashamed now. I knew I should have addressed it as soon as it happened.

“I’m sorry,” I told him. “I was confused and didn’t know how to talk to you about it.”

“That does not excuse the lack of trust,” he said.

I could tell he was angry with me, and I deserved it.

“I should just go back to New York,” he said quietly. “If you can’t trust me, then there is no way we can be together.”

He walked past me and out to the wagon. I followed after him apologizing profusely.

“I told you I was sorry,” I said as I got on the wagon. “What more do I have to do to convince you it was a mistake?”

“I don’t know if you can,” he replied. “I have never had anyone mistrust me.”

I just knew I had ruined things. I tried to talk to him, but he just ignored me and stared straight ahead. I finally gave up and fell silent. If I could not make a mistake, then there probably wasn’t anything I could say or do to fix this.

We arrived back home, and Edward went into the store with me following behind him.

“Sir, if you would be so kind, could you provide me transportation back to the train?” he asked.

“Is everything alright?” father asked him.

“No, not really,” Edward replied. “I think it’s best I return to New York at present.”

“Sure, if that’s what you have to do,” father replied.

Father got mother and had her tend the store as he helped Edward pack his luggage into the wagon. He never even looked back at me as they set off for the station. I ran upstairs and threw myself on my bed and began to cry. I had ruined everything! Everything we had shared, every sexual ecstasy was now gone.

Mother came up and tried to talk to me, but I shut her out. I just wanted to be alone. I did not want to share my pain with her, not yet. The life I had imagined myself leading with Edward was now gone, replaced by images of being a farmer’s wife and toiling in the garden.

Sleep was not easy to come by that night, but eventually, I did fall asleep.  I think I wore myself out crying and that let me fall asleep. Pure exhaustion.


Chapter Sixteen

I felt someone prodding me awake. I could tell it was still dark, so I rolled over to see who was bothering me. As my eyes came into focus, I realized it was Edward. I sat up quickly and threw my arms around his neck and began sobbing.

“I’m so sorry,” I cried.

“I know, I know,” he replied. “I had a long talk with your father on our wagon ride. He is a very wise man.”

“Why, what did he say?” I asked as I wiped the tears from my eyes.

“He told me the story of him and your mother and how they almost didn’t get married,” he started. “It moved me to rethink my leaving.”

I had heard that story so many times growing up. Father had thought mother had another love interest and did not want to intrude upon it. He was a gentleman and would not steal her from another. But he soon found out that mother was simply a friend of the other man, and was secretly wishing for father to court her.

Had it not been for a friend of his making him ask her for courting privileges, they may have never married. He soon realized the error of his thinking and wound up marrying mother. This was the story father told Edward.

“He made me realize that we are not all perfect,” he said. “We never know how others see things, and it is up to us to make sure they see them correctly. The right thing would have been to take you with me and introduce you to my sister.”

“I promise not to jump ever jump to conclusions ever again,” I told him.

“And I promise to always tell you what is going on,” he replied.

We shared a deep kiss, then Edward returned to the living room and the couch for much-needed rest. I lay back down on my bed and smiled to myself knowing everything was going to be alright.

The next morning, Edward went to the sheriff and rented the small house. We all chipped in to clean it up and make it a nice place for him to live in. Our courtship began, and we spent many outings in the desert and mountains practicing sex. There was one time that stood out above the others.

We had been courting for about a month or so when Edward suggested we take a picnic to a grove of trees about a half days ride from town. With mother and father’s blessing, we packed our food and headed out of town. We were maybe thirty minutes into our trip when Edward stopped the wagon.

“You know what’s wrong here?” he asked me.

“No, what?” I asked bewildered.

“Your tits are too hot,” he replied.

I laughed as he undid the top of my dress and let my tits hang out for all to see. He would glance over and watch them bounce up and down from time to time. But I was not going to be the only one exposed. I reached over and unbuttoned his pants, pulling his cock out of them. I rode with his hard cock in my hand.

We had been riding for maybe two hours when I got the bright idea to suck his cock. I leaned over and sucked him into my mouth as he drove the team. I moved my mouth up and down his shaft as his free hand caressed my tits.

It didn’t take him long to shoot his load of cum in my mouth. I swallowed all of it, then sat back up on my side of the wagon.

“I’m turning you into a sexual deviant, aren’t I?’ he asked teasing me.

“It’s all your fault, just remember that,” I told him laughing.

I took his hand and slid it under my dress letting him feel I had no knickers on. His fingers worked on my pussy as we approached the Glenn. He tied the team to a tree and helped me down from the wagon. He spread out the blanket and got the food basket form the wagon.

I lay down on the blanket and he lay beside me. He began to kiss me deeply, then got on top of me. He started sucking and nibbling my nipples as I moaned and ground my pussy into his pants. He moved down my body until his head was between my legs.

I moaned as his tongue began to lick and suck my pussy. I felt his fingers slide inside my cunt as he began to finger fuck me. I had my legs up and spread wide, wanting to feel his fingers going deep.

He licked me to orgasm as I moaned and clung to the blanket. My toes curled as they always did, and shivers ran down my spine. I tried to recover my breathing as he got off of me.

He rolled onto his back and released his cock from his trousers. He was standing hard and erect.

“Get on top,” he told me.

I straddled him and sat down on his cock, cooing as it filled my cunt. I then began to fuck him, moving my hips back and forth and rubbing my clit on him at the same time. I leaned forward and put my hands on either side of him to brace myself.

I started moving my pussy up and down his shaft as I fucked his cock. God did I love the feel of him filling me!

“Oh, god this feels so good,” I moaned.

His hands massaged my tits as I fucked him as fast as I could. By now I was slamming my body down onto his shaft as hard as I could. I needed his cock to shoot his cum deep inside of me. He grabbed onto my ass with both hands and held me still as he began to fuck me hard and fast.

I could hear our bodies slamming into one another as he his hips hit me. I felt my body tense up and knew an orgasm we hitting me.

“Fuck yes!” I screamed. “Oh god, fuck me! Fuck me as hard as you can!”

My orgasm let loose and my pussy began to pulse on his shaft. He slammed his cock deep inside of my cunt and began to have his orgasm. We came at the same time, both of us holding on for dear life as we came hard.

My orgasm began to subside, and I lifted up to kiss him. I had kissed him maybe two times when he got a funny look on his face.

“What?” I asked.

“What is that?” he asked looking past me.

I turned and tried to figure out what it was he was looking at. Then I saw it. It was sparkling in the sun hanging on the tree branch. Edward reached up and plucked it from the tree.

“Elanor, will you marry me?” he asked as he slid the ring onto my finger.

“Yes, yes, yes!” I screamed.

I hugged him and kissed him many times as I sat on top of him, his cock still inside of me.

“I just know we are going to be the happiest couple ever,” I told him.

“I agree,” he replied.

We lay there for a while eating lunch and talking about our future together. We never even thought about the fact that we were both naked out here in the wilderness. It wasn’t until we started to pack things up that we both looked at each other and busted out laughing.

We talked about our plans for the future as we rode back towards town. Edward wanted to live out here near the wilderness. He knew he could assist father with the store and grow it into a large business enterprise.

Upon our return, Edward asked father for my hand, and father readily agreed. We told him of our plans, and he agreed to let Edward help him with the store. Our future was bright as he planned our future together. Who would have ever thought that a trip to America would lead to the love of my life?

THE END
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