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Chapter One

Boston – 1890
Deeply tired and sorely agitated, he could not remember the last
time he felt so miserable. He wanted to get this meeting over with
so he could get a hot bath and needed sleep before beginning the
long journey to Denver. It was already May. He wanted to avoid
traveling south in the heat of summer. He always hated the hot
humid nights, whose suffocating heat seemed to suck out his
breath out of him. He preferred the cold crisp airs of winter.
The gentleman he had come to meet with was busy chatting
with others. Rich, spoiled women gossiped, flirted and posed in
their silks and satins, clothes which cost small fortunes to most.
They did not care, or need to, about the cost, he thought. They
might wear each gown only once – a wasteful decadence which
disgusted him. They dressed and talked to win the attention of
prosperous men who might be lured into marriage. The men
bragged about their money and properties and sport. Among
themselves, he knew they also bragged of all the women they
bedded.
His own people led simpler lives: dependent on the land,
appreciative of what they had, honest and loving to each other.
Waiting on these others felt like wasting time. He knew that each
and every day his own people fought to survive. If they failed,
they would soon be wiped out like the buffalo they loved.
His mission to help his own people was too important for
him to let these people get under his skin. His quest for any
information on the renegades who tried to destroy his people
kept him here. He smoked a cigarette in the garden and waited
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for the man he came for to pry himself away. Leaning against a
pillar in the dark, unseen, he let the cool breeze relax him. Soft
sounds of the violins from inside seemed to sing along with the
steady chirping of the crickets. He missed the plains and their
cool nights.
Hearing the name Cole caught his attention. He heard a
grating female voice gossiping nearby. “He must feel like a
fool… can you imagine he actually thought she would leave
Boston to go off to some dirt farm in, where was it? Nebraska?
Oh my, isn’t that like on the other end of the world? …And not a
good one? He looked like a pathetic puppy when she laughed at
him. And who wouldn’t laugh at the sheer foolishness? … I did
not think she would be so cruel though.”
“Well, you know her,” replied another voice. “She believes
she deserves some kind of prince, nothing less. She goes from
one conquest to another taking everything she can before she
leaves for someone new and richer. She thought Cole came from
old money and lots of it. I think she actually liked him. He was
quite handsome. Damn near everyone was after him when he
first came here to go to school.”
“I think none of us minded that he was tall, blonde and those
blue eyes… what a charmer! Hell, I would have gone off with
him for a month or two, just to bed him. I heard he was well
endowed and quite good.”
The gossipers moved away. He missed the next few things
they said, which was fine with him. He felt ready to explode.
His attention returned to the man with whom he finally had
the opportunity to speak. Before moving away to engage
him in conversation, he heard one of the voices again: “I bet
Sarah would have loved it if he asked her to be Mrs. Cole
Covington.”
Before he left, he found out everything he could about the
whore called Bradford and how she had used Cole. He wasn’t
surprised to learn that her father was one of the richest and most
influential men in Boston. At the moment she was probably in
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bed with her next conquest. He had promised to take her to Paris
and shower her with all that he could give to her.
Earlier, he’d gotten good information from a playful tramp,
which had been very helpful while on her knees trying to open
his pants. He shook his head thinking of how men were always
accused of trying to get into ladies’ britches. He could not count
the number of times he’d had fine women begging him to fuck
them. He often enjoyed using a spoiled brat for pleasure, but
now he wanted to keep all senses alert for what he planned.
Outside, he waited and watched the house. Everything
was set. He watched as Richard Bradford left for the club. The
servants retired at nine. He entered the house with the silence of
a cat.
He went to the bedroom where he expected her to be, but
it was empty. He moved down the hall towards a light shining
from under a door, which he opened quietly and slowly. His eyes
were assaulted by the brightness of so much pink frill, satin and
fresh flowers. This was a place designed for a pampered bitch.
Everything was kept in order. A king-size brass bed was piled
with what he was sure were silk-perfumed sheets and many
pillows to lay her rich little head on. A dressing table held a huge
gold mirror, so she could constantly look at and admire herself,
and a large variety of creams and lotions and perfumes to keep
her looking pretty. A large jeweled box on the dresser was likely
filled, he supposed, with expensive baubles given by her many
fooled lovers. If he were a thief, he would have taken all of it and
sold it; the profit might give him land, a house and some horses.
He was tempted for a moment, but that was not what he was here
for. She was sitting on the divan, sewing a ball gown – some
silly pink satin thing. Of course it was pink. Why didn’t she have
the servant doing that? It didn’t matter. He came up behind her.
He covered her mouth with one hand and grabbed her hair at the
back of her neck. He jerked her head back.
“Do not make a sound or I will kill you. Do exactly as I
say. We do not have much time, so do it quickly. I will allow
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you to pack a few items – a dress, riding clothes and absolute
necessities a woman will need for a long trip.”
He slowly removed his hand from her mouth. She felt the
gun barrel at her back. She had not felt it before. She got up
and headed slowly to the wardrobe without turning around. She
could not use anything in there; everything would be too loose.
The only riding outfit was that frilly gown. She started to fret,
then became angry. How dare he come into her home and order
her around like some servant – or worse? She suddenly turned
around to face her kidnapper.
It was a mistake. She looked at him and thought she felt
weak – she was sure her heart stopped for an instant or two,
because there before her stood the god Apollo himself. He
leaned against the bedpost with one arm, as the other casually
pointed a gun at her. He was not tall, but he was taller than
she was and he had the look of a man you did not challenge.
And he had a gun. He wore all black: boots, pants and a tight
faded black shirt that seem to be molded to fit across his broad
shoulders. Biceps bulged beneath the seams. He seemed tense
as a cat ready to pounce, looking at her as if she were a tiny
mouse. His face was her undoing – its golden tanned skin
accentuated his eyes. His eyes were the deep blue of a calm
ocean. She was reminded of the time her father had taken her
family to the island of Jamaica. She remembered how she loved
the color of the ocean as it lapped the white sandy beaches: the
blueness of the water, gleaming and inviting, hypnotizing as his
eyes were then.
The room suddenly felt very hot and steamy. He had small
shadow of a beard framing his lips. The bottom lip was full, and
she thought of how one could take it into one’s mouth and nip at
it and run one’s tongue along it, dreaming of the pleasure those
lips could give. His hair was a dark brown, close to black, wavy
as it fell to the nape of his neck. She wanted to grab that hair and
pull his head towards hers. She was instantly mesmerized and
stood there gawking at him as if time stood still. Bad men are
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not supposed to look like this. His voice startled her and brought
her back to reality.
“Are you through with your inspection or should I turn
around so you can get the total view?”
“What?” she could barely speak.
“Are you done gawking at me? I would like to get a move
on.”
She straightened herself up. She knew she was gawking at
him like a stupid girl, but she did not like that he knew it, or how
he seemed to enjoy it with a smug grin.
“I was not gawking. I was thinking about how much trouble
you are going to be in if you think to continue with this outrageous
plan of yours. I should warn you, you will not get away with
this. My father will turn up the whole city looking for me.”
“Then it is a good thing we will be out of this city. I said
riding clothes, to ride. Move it. Time’s running out and you have
already wasted too much time staring. Either take some things
now or I throw you over my shoulder and you have nothing. I
warn you, it is going to be a very long trip.
As she slowly put things in the bag he threw at her, she asked
him where he was taking her.
“Shut up and move.”
The next thing she knew, he was shoving her things into her
bag. Then, before she could protest, he threw a black cloak over
her and slung her over his shoulders like a sack of potatoes. He
was as strong as he looked. He carried her swiftly, quietly down
the stairs warning in a whisper not to scream or he would kill her.
Before she could think of trying to break free, they were
outside. He put her down for a second, removed the cloak, and
vaulted expertly onto his horse. He leaned down and hauled her
up in front of him. They rode quickly through the city. They
reached the train station just as the train was about to leave. If
only she had taken her time a bit more slowly, she thought, they
would have missed it. Then what would he have done? It was the
last train until dawn.
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He warned her again to keep quiet or he would not hesitate
to punish her. He did not say “kill” this time, she noted. The look
in his eyes warned her that he meant what he said. She looked
anxiously around the train. In front of her was a family of four;
a young girl of four or five rested her head on her mother’s lap.
Next to them an elderly gentleman sat across from an old spinster
in black. If she screamed, she thought, not one of these people
could help her. They might get hurt – or killed. She would have
to wait for a better opportunity.
He asked her, “What’s the matter princess, no white knight
to save you?”
That took her by surprise; he seemed to know what she was
thinking. Then again, she thought, what would anyone else in
her position do? Was she supposed to sit there meekly and let
him take her God-knows-where?
She closed her eyes. Again, she thought of her family trip to
Jamaica. Her mother had been so sick and the trip had done her
much good. That summer was the last they had all spent happily
together; the ocean was refreshing and filled with treasures she
was never able to find. As she thought about the ocean, she was
reminded of those eyes, which she could feel watching her,
burning. Maybe if he thought she was asleep, he would let his
guard down. When she peeked upward, he was still looking
at her again with that smug grin. There would be a time soon
enough, she thought.
They rode that train for two days. When it finally stopped she
was more than happy to get off. He went back to a side car and
brought out a beautiful black stallion, a saddle and some saddlebags and bedrolls. It was the most beautiful horse she had ever
seen. He talked to it, rubbing its neck and feeding it small treats.
As he saddled the beautiful animal, the horse nodded its neck and
rubbed his masters’ chest, acknowledging him, and he smiled. To
her it was a devastatingly beautiful smile that lit up his face.
So, he does have feelings, she thought. As she stood there
watching him she did not know why she did not scream or run.
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He brought the horse over. The smile was gone. The warning
was back in his eyes. They mounted the horse and rode over to
the livery stable. He reminded her to stay quiet or else.
She thought she had been quite good considering the
circumstances, yet he was treating her like a child. She would
not put up with this behavior from him much longer. She looked
around, planning on screaming for help if help were in sight, but
fate was not on her side. Nearby a young boy was picking out
a pony of his own. A nun walked by on the street, as well as a
very pregnant woman carrying a wrapped lunch, perhaps for a
husband at work somewhere. She didn’t want any of them to be
harmed if she started screaming. He brought out a saddled horse
for her to ride. She decided she would bide her time, still sure
that when the moment was right she would make him sorry he
had made the mistake of kidnapping her.

Buy the B&N ePub version at:http://www.barnesandnoble.com/w/mistaken-identity-joy-mastroianni/11125
11498?ean=2940015693898
Buy the Kindle version at:http://www.amazon.com/Mistaken-Identity-ebook/dp/B009D5J5Q8/ref

7

