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Chapter 1
A Thief in the Night

| looked deep into the dark brown eyes of the
man who stood before me holding a pistol in his
hand. His eyes were more threatening than the
pistol, for they stared deeply into my soul.

| found myself growing weaker as he watched
me—hungrily, 1 might add, like a fox with a
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trapped hen, knowing it had its prey and had all
the time in the world to enjoy the Kill.

“Is this what you want?” I asked, holding out
my heart-shaped locket.

“Aye, that and more.” He smiled. His thin
golden-colored mustache curled upwards at the
corners of his mouth. The deep tan of his skin and
dark vermilion of his lips gave contrast to the row
of perfectly white teeth, which gleamed even in
my darkened chamber as he grinned at me...as if
there had been a joke made and only this
handsome stranger knew its punchline.

“Surely you would take only that which a lady
might offer, and nothing more.”

“Surely I would take whatever the lady has to
offer; everything the lady has to offer.” His grin
widened.

“I beg of you, sir; please leave me my
dignity.”

Outside the window | could hear the
approaching sound of boots upon cobblestone. My
wild-eyed thief also heard the soldiers
approaching.

“M’lady, it seems that | have much less time
than | had hoped to enjoy your company.”

He held up the necklace and smiled at the
locket which he had opened and which he now
kissed and closed, draping the chain over his head
to hang around his own neck.

“I leave you now to wonder what the night
might have held for the two of us.”

With that, he brushed his lips across mine,
then leaped to the windowsill and swung himself
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outward, landing in the flower garden two floors
below. He landed quietly. The soft dirt in the
flowerbed not only cushioned his fall, it quieted
the sound his boots might have made on hard dirt.

As he crouched there, two of the Redcoats
hurried by looking for him.I looked down from the
window. He looked up and saw me watching him.
For a moment his face showed concern that |
might alert the soldiers. From the other side of the
hedge a rough-looking officer with a saber in his
hand looked up at me and shouted, “Miss, have
you seen him?”

The thief squatted in the flowerbed, hidden
from view except from my perch in the window. |
looked at him briefly then stared at the officer and
pointed in the direction the two previous soldiers
had taken.

“He went that way,” I lied, forcing a tremor of
feigned fear in my voice.

“Thank ye, ma’am,” the officer said and
ushered his men onward in the direction | had
pointed.

| looked again at the thief. He stood, smiled at
me, doffed his high-plumed hat and made a
grandiose bow. Replacing the hat on his head, he
blew me a quick kiss and winked conspiratorially
at me. He ducked through the thick hedge and
made his way across the courtyard to the far wall.
Climbing it as though he were a monkey boy, he
reached the top, took one last look in my direction
and was gone in the night.
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“Oh, my!” I felt weak enough to drop. I made
my way to my bed and sat down upon it just as
Aunt Eller opened the door and rushed to me.

“Oh, my poor baby. Did he hurt you?”

“N—mno, not really. All he did was take my
necklace.”

“Thank heaven that’s all he had time to take.”

“Aunt Eller!”

“Shush, child. You are no longer a little girl.
Your body has developed enough for any man to
want you as a lover. You must be careful how you
act in front of men from now on. It is said this
very same thief took more than a mere necklace
from Lady Covington when he visited her in the
night last week.”

| giggled.

“But I never saw him before tonight. I’d never
flirted with the man. And, as to Lady Covington, |
never heard...”

“Nor has Lord Covington, I assure you. But
gossip flows from the servants like water from a
spigot. She’s a lady and out of respect for her the
word will never be widespread, | assure you. But
Lord Covington is so much older than she and this
thief has gained quite a reputation with the ladies
that 1 am sure Lord Covington is wondering what
has put such a smile on his ladyship’s face.”

Just then there came a rapping upon my door
and George, the manservant, stuck his head in.

“Lieutenant Carstairs, mum. He wishes to...”

The lieutenant pushed his way past the
manservant and entered my room. He was the
same officer that | had spoken to from my
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window. He addressed me in a cautious manner,
taking time to form his words carefully and
precisely. “I need to know, Lady Esther, if you are
absolutely certain of which direction you pointed
as to where the thief had escaped.”

He stood there with a look of frustration on his
face; his hands propped on his hips, his feet spread
wide apart, his bushy eyebrows lowered and a
deep flush covered his cheeks. His nostrils flared
widely and wildly as he waited for an answer.

“Oh, sir. I am not sure, now. I approached the
window to look for the thief and | heard someone
running off in the direction I indicated. | thought it
was him.”

Clearly the lieutenant didn’t believe me. He
snorted loudly, wiped a hand down his face and
looked away. It was one thing to question a lady
of royal blood, quite another to challenge her
openly without proof.

“Thank ye, miss. Sorry to have troubled ye
again.”

Lieutenant Carstairs bowed politely, turned
and stormed out of my chambers. A moment later
I heard him grumbling beneath my window.

| moved across the room while Aunt Eller
chatted incessantly about the condition of living in
a coastal town with so many thieves and killers
about.

Looking out my window, | saw that one of the
lieutenant’s men had stepped through the
hedgerow and was holding a lantern high above
his head as he pointed out where the thief had
landed and made his way through the hedge.
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He and the lieutenant, followed by four
soldiers with rifles, traced the thief’s path from the
house across the yard and to the point where he
had disappeared over the wall.

| drew back from the window as the lieutenant
looked back in my direction. Afraid of what he
might say to Father, or to the magistrate, |
resolved myself to act as frightened as the
situation demanded.

| knew Father would be concerned only for my
safety...and of course, my virginity...and that he
would care less about the necklace. After all, he
had purloined it himself from the neck of some
other lady on one of his boardings of a French
ship.

It was ballyhooed loudly around the
celebration that followed that trip that the necklace
was the last thing Father had taken from off the
lady’s body just before he took her greatest
treasure. | had asked him what the men had meant
by that, but he never told me.

“There are matters you will learn about as you
grow older, my princess.” What I did know was
that we were buccaneers and to us such trinkets
were spoils for the taking. In that sense, we had
more in common with the night’s thief than we did
with the king’s soldiers.

At the same time, we were tied to the throne
by blood. Father was first cousin to the king, not
part of the family that was in the king’s favor, I'm
afraid. We were somewhat outcasts through a
dalliance Father had made early in life with a lady
to whom the king, then a prince, had been
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courting. When the prince discovered one night
that Father had ‘plucked’ the rose in the garden
before the prince had been able to sample its
fragrance for himself, a lifelong hatred began
which still held to this day.

The result, even though Father was titled, was
a denouncing by the prince when he became king.
Father would not share in the fortunes of the realm
so he had taken to the trade of robbing the Spanish
and French ships of their treasures; taking their
livestock, butchering it and cooking it right there
on the docks, selling the meat to anyone, including
the unknowing ship crews whence the stock had
originally been claimed.

It was a wonderful life and Father became
rich, but he never took me along on any of his
journeys until I had reached my teen years. Had |
been born a boy, | would have shared in his
adventures much sooner, | am sure.

Nevertheless, | loved my life. Up until now, it
had been filled with simple merriment with teas
and gardening and watching Punch and Judy
shows in the park.

| must admit that after tonight, though, my life
would take on new meaning. It must, for the
young thief had stolen more than just my
necklace.

He had stolen a little girl’s innocence—
mentally, if not physically—and at seventeen, had
opened my eyes to a new awakening. He was a
beautiful man, a dangerous man, and a man of
considerable experience with the ladies, according
to Aunt Eller.
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Would | ever see him again? | hoped so. For
even with the danger he presented, there was
something so charming about him that made my
heart flutter each time | remembered those
piercing dark eyes burning their way into my very
soul.

I had thought about boys before, of course, but
now | was thinking about being with a man. What
would it be like to make love to him? I liked what
| saw and had we been blessed with more time,
I’m sure | would have willingly submitted myself
to him.

| slept a fitful sleep, tossing among my bed
sheets. | dreamed of the thief climbing through my
window, bending low over my bed and warming
my neck with his hot breath.

In my dream, | opened my eyes to see him
smiling at me. He bent his head low over me and |
felt the warmth of his lips on mine, felt the
wetness of his tongue as he probed deeply past my
lips and into my mouth, stabbing my own tongue
with his.

| felt his hands on my shoulders holding me
down, lowering themselves to my breasts, pulling
the gown away to expose my nipples to the cool
night air.

The sensation of them growing as he tweaked
first one then the other, then the lowering of his
head as he licked each nipple, causing them to
grow even larger, then taking them into his mouth
one at a time and pulling on them with his teeth.
Gently, like the fox nuzzling at the hen, he took




The Buccaneer’s Daughter
his time to sample the blood that boiled within my
veins, controlling me with his lovemaking. |
couldn’t help myself. I moaned loudly and curled
my legs upward into a fetal position, digging both
my hands between my legs and pressing deeply in
that moist place where I so ached for his touch.

Then it was over. The dream faded and along
with it his face, his hands on my body, his warm
body pressing against me, his hot breath on my
neck. Everything, all gone.

The night closed in around me in total
darkness. | awoke to sunlight coming through the
window and to sheets moist with perspiration and
a more concentrated pool of moisture in the center
of the bed.

| first blushed my shame, then my delight that
| had been made love to, even if only in my
dream, for it meant what Aunt Eller had warned
me about. | had become a woman.




Del Garrett

B 5 -6

Other Books by
Del Garrett

SHADOWLIGHT — Ace reporter Rio Shannon
searches for the girl of his dreams in a nightclub
called The Silk Rose—a place where a woman can
break his heart and government hit men can break
his neck. But what’s life without a little adventure?

“A well told tale,” according to MysteryFiction.net.

WHILE THE ANGELS SLEPT — When Lydia Taylor’s
husband dies in an auto accident in Los Angeles, he
leaves her so well off she becomes a target for scam
artists. Lydia accepts an offer from close friends to
stay at their villa in Carmel, but an international
gang of art thieves has other plans for her.
Goodreads says, “Del Garrett possesses the
fantastic ability to spin a suspenseful tale, full of
vivid imagery and a strong attention to the detail
surrounding each scene.”

TEXAS JusTICE — An old political enemy sends a
killer bounty hunter after a retired Texas Ranger
who killed a man in cold blood. The Ranger’s
adopted son has to track him down before the bounty
hunter can find him.

10



The Buccaneer’s Daughter
Part | judged as finalist in international eBook
competition; Part 11 won a 1st Place Westward Ho
award.

WHISPERS IN THE WIND (THE SEARCH FOR JACK
THE RIPPER) — Late night danger lurks for the fallen
angels in London’s Whitechapel District. Chief
Inspector Lionel Diggins. coping with his own
personal demons, the death of his wife and his
alcoholism, vows to track down the vile killer before
Saucy Jack strikes again.

“An intriguing look at the Jack the Ripper
murders. Chief Inspector Diggins is a wonderfully
noir character. Mr. Garrett does disturbing and
icky very well.” — Cam Robbins, Novelspot Reviews.

DeEL GARRETT’S FLEA MARKET TALES — A
collection of his award-winning or previously
published short stories, including A Matter of
Principal, the Civil War story purchased and
published by Louis L’ Amour.

“A recommended read,” says Shadowlight Review.

THE EL DorADO TRAIL — Kindel eBook — A
murderous outlaw kills a storekeeper and steals his
money. U.S. Marshal Matthias Lawton rides The El
Dorado Trail to bring his man to justice. Trouble is,
there's three brothers and only one of him; that is
until he gets help from an unlikely source—the
cousin of the man who just tried to kill him.

A previously 1st Place winner at the White County
Creative Writers conference.

11



Del Garrett
Del Garrett’s books are available on
Amazon.com. Feel free to leave a review.

For more information about the author,
visit his web page:
www.authorsden.com/delgarrett

12


http://www.authorsden.com/delgarrett

