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CHAPTER ONE

May 1702

exploded, scattering shot and smoke in all directions. 

through.
He took in the rest of the ship’s deck and at last saw no movement. 

Original Sin with a faster, more 

“Churchill!” someone called urgently from within the captain’s 

in the lap of his daughter Gayle.

panic. “Have we dispatched the navy?”
“We have.” Churchill dropped to his knees to examine the captain’s 
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Churchill grimaced. “Poole is dead.”

left and healthy.”
Original Sin and 

Gayle wiped her forehead on the sleeve of her linen shirt and 

could recall. When they had caught wind that the Royal Navy was 

them, hoping that once night had fallen they could dissolve into the fog 

navy had spotted and overtaken them.

and masts are mostly intact.”

of the captain is a higher price than I’m willing to pay.” Gayle glanced 

to man the Abigail Lee

you’re gone.”
“You’re leaving yourself a sittin’ duck,” Dowd, a dark, stocky 

and a pack of wounded men to defend him.”
“What would you have me do?” Gayle asked. “Original Sin cannot 

chances of remaining unmolested are greater.”
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have my word on it.”

c

calls to the populace and no more admitting sick visitors into his home. 

Damn his father for insisting that he trade his life of entitlement 
for this parade of open lesions and gout. Phillip still recalled his parent’s 

so much as a lump of my spittle.”
Had Phillip known that a doctor saw such disgusting things, 

secured a position (though hopefully a temporary one) as a physician in 

perfect sense.

shelter, and wine helped him ignore theirs.
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didn’t appreciate his gentility, and his poor command of their language 

was either trying to purchase a chicken or a few tomatoes from her, or 
ask her for directions.

God she had accepted his proposal of marriage. Otherwise the last four 

words, and he would simply stare into her décolletage, his mouth agape. 

any luck, somewhat sexually deviant wife, where he could relish living 
the life of a wealthy doctor. He saw himself attending lavish parties, 

aristocratic attention. He could certainly do with a little more of that 
and a little less of the dropsy.

he had let her in.

“I have told you, madam. It is improper for you to refer to me so 
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that damned Italian all the time, he was certain his dream would have 

his father had enough money to make sure that he secured his degree, 
as he had less than a natural proclivity for science and struggled with 
its terminology constantly.

Celia pursed her full lips slightly. “Yes, Doctor.” Her voice was 

tomorrow night’s engagement party. I would like for you to try it on to 

make a man feel that he was worth a king’s ransom. He started to 

watching him preen.
“How does it look?” he asked.

way. “Is it?”

she instructed, and he rapidly did so out of concern. “Hmm, it could 
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“I? Your devoted mushroom dares not,” Celia replied insincerely. 

trusted.”

wait out here for you.”

woman, or if he genuinely did not care for him.

If she knew of anywhere she could simply live as a seamstress and 
thrive as part of the community, she would pack her things right now. 
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nature had not fully revealed itself, and once they were man and wife 

of her girlish dreams. Her cousin had already suggested Celia would 
simply have to take a lover, like most women who married for reasons 

fractured open with a loud crack and three rather seedy pirate types 
greeted her coarsely.

him.

his eyes.

© 2009 Bold Strokes Books



COLETTE MOODY

if things took an ugly turn. “I’m his seamstress.”

head. “Just come help us out a mite, and we’ll let you go unharmed.” 
He picked her up, slung her over his shoulder, and whisked her off into 
the night.

when he saw they had taken nothing of real value.

c

kicking petticoats of a woman draped over Churchill’s shoulder. “What 
the hell is this?”

Churchill snatched the sack from the woman’s head, exposing 
long, dark hair in disarray, wide panicked eyes, and a rather inelegant 

force of her frustration might make her head come clean off her 
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men, I reckon.”
Gayle expected the dressmaker to either faint, cry, or scream like 

some prissy governor’s wife. Instead she simply stood there, then slowly 

Dowd untied her gag and ogled her. “It was this girl or nothin’. 

woman?” she asked.

for a man.”

Abigail Lee, then cast her off and help the others 

though she wasn’t dressed in the extravagant fashion for which 

surely no pirate crew included a female. Celia knew that would never 
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see,” she said, gesturing to an unlit oil lamp.

man.
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