
  
    [image: How To Save A Spy]
  


  
    
      How To Save A Spy

      DUKE OF LIES

      
        (DEVILS OF DALSTON #2)

      

    

    
      
        JANE CHARLES

      

    

  


  
    
      How to Save a Spy

      Copyright © 2026 by Jane Charles

      

      All rights reserved.

      

      The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental and not intended by the author.

      

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form by any electronic or mechanical means—except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles or reviews—without written permission from the publisher or author, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law.

      

      This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please return and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of the author.

      [image: Vellum flower icon] Formatted with Vellum

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Prologue

      

      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

      
        Chapter 14

      

      
        Chapter 15

      

      
        Chapter 16

      

      
        Chapter 17

      

      
        Chapter 18

      

      
        Epilogue

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            About How to Save a Spy

          

        

      

    

    
      As war wages in the Caribbean and preparations are made for a British invasion of French-held Martinique, Rhys McNaught is sent to the island to gather pre-invasion intelligence by The Lion Watch, a covert spy agency. Even though he is aware of the danger if caught, Rhys also enjoys living on a tropical island far removed from a gloomy and cold England, and the peace of being alone.

      After spending the Christmas holiday with family, Miss Tempest Driscoll and her five younger sisters set sail from Barbados to their home in Dominica on a British cutter owned by her uncle. When their ship is attacked by a French brig and seriously damaged, the captain has Tempest and her sisters delivered to a Martinique beach for safety, where she is forced to find shelter for her siblings.

      When Rhys returns to his home with gathered intelligence, he is stunned to find that six females have taken up residence in his home, a once-abandoned ramshackle hut beneath the shelter of the trees. He wants them gone but also knows that he must protect Tempest and her sisters until he can get them off the island before they are discovered by the French or the British invade and they are caught in the battle.

      When danger finds them, Rhys is willing to sacrifice himself while Tempest must choose between escaping with her sisters or following her heart to save her spy.
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      Spring, 1810 ~ London

      

      Rhys McNaught, formerly a spy for the Home Office, was miserable!

      He had become disenchanted with the profession that had at one time brought excitement, fear and danger but soon reduced him to being nothing more than an eavesdropper.

      It began when he was assigned to the Alien Office and tasked with finding French spies in London. His immediate supervisor was convinced that anyone who came from France, or knew anyone in France, must be a spy and Rhys spent countless hours listening to conversations as well as intercepting letters and messages to translate, before seeing that they were sent on. He’d had liaisons with French women who were once of their aristocracy, as well as dressmakers and maids.

      In the two years that he had prowled London and visited bedchambers, not one French spy was discovered.

      He’d rifled through desks and dressers, followed and listened, seduced and danced and finally concluded that those he worked directly under in the Alien Office were paranoid. His supervisor, who happened to be a pompous arse, younger son of a lord who had been forced to go into trade, had hoped to make a name for himself and thought himself to be superior to those he saw as beneath him.

      Just because someone was French did not mean they were in England on behalf of Napoleon.

      Rhys was also just as certain that there were likely some French spies in London. They had just never crossed his path because had they, Rhys was confident that he would have discovered the truth. Nobody had ever slipped by him.

      When Rhys had asked to be reassigned, it was promised but never given and that was the reason he had resigned a year ago.

      Since, he had considered politics or becoming a diplomat. It was the course his uncle had strongly pressured him to pursue, but it was no more exciting than listening to women compare silks in a dress shop owned by a French modiste.

      A wife wouldn’t cure the tedium either, which had been another suggestion from his uncle.

      Yet, he had to do something.

      He took another drink of wine and stared out over the ballroom filled with the titled and untitled, privileged and shallow, all enjoying themselves as if England was not at war and men were not losing their lives in battles far away.

      Why was he even here?

      “I do not believe I have ever witnessed anyone as miserable as you in a ballroom.”

      “Ennui,” Rhys responded to Leander Ashby, Duke of Lionston, as he approached.

      Lionston had once served the Crown but when he unexpectedly inherited the title, he was forced to return to England and step away from intrigue and espionage.

      The two had crossed paths in France and they had worked together on occasion. That was before Rhys had been assigned to listen to gossip in London.

      “There are far more interesting places you could be.”

      “I am very much aware and the reason I plan to leave England behind me.”

      “I had heard.”

      Rhys narrowed his eyes on the duke. How could he possibly know that he intended to sail to Antigua. He’d not mentioned it to anyone…Yes, he had, just last month when he was talking with an old and close friend, Oliver Sellars. They had met in Boodle’s, their preferred Gentleman’s Club for the very reason that it was less political.

      This was proof that one must always be careful of what was said in public because one might never know who was listening. He should know. That is what he used to do for a living.

      “Come with me.”

      “Where to?” Rhys asked.

      “Away from here.” Lionston groaned as he looked over the dancers as if he had little tolerance for simpering misses and spoiled lords.

      Intrigued, Rhys set his glass aside and followed his former colleague from the ballroom where the duke hailed a common hackney.

      Perhaps Lionston hadn’t given up his habits of being inconspicuous.

      He stepped inside while the duke gave directions, not that Rhys could hear him but assumed they were off to White’s or Boodle’s since they were members of both.

      “It has been what, a year, since you resigned your post?” Lionston asked after the hackney had pulled into traffic.

      “Yes.”

      “And now you’re dissatisfied?”

      “Yes, which I am certain you can understand, though perhaps being a duke is as intriguing as your previous activities.”

      “I likely would be had I…We will discuss what I have been doing when we are free of this conveyance.”

      Intrigued, Rhys settled back and watched out the window but grew concerned when they did not stop at White’s or Boodle’s but continued through Covent Garden until the hackney came to a stop at the corner in an often-dangerous rookery, one he was familiar with. There was little of London that he did not know well after years of following supposed spies and other enemies of the Crown.

      “Did the driver misunderstand the direction?”

      “He did not,” His Grace answered as he pushed the hackney door open and stepped out.

      Rhys slipped his knife from inside his suitcoat then grasped the hilt and tilted it back, the blade hidden along his wrist and lower arm, tucked against his side and ready to use as he stepped into the shadows of a building.

      “This way,” Lionston said and started walking south. He also avoided being near the street and crossed the opening of an alley with caution, their senses alert to danger.

      Rhys may have retired from the Home Office a year ago, but he had been an agent long enough that caution and readiness were second nature.

      When Lionston stopped at a large dark door and produced a key, Rhys stood at his back and watched the area so that they could defend against a surprise attack from thugs, and only relaxed his guard after the door was opened, they both entered and His Grace once again set the lock.

      “This way.”

      Muted voices came from deeper in the warehouse, somewhat echoed, but they were too far away for Rhys to make out what was being said or who they belonged to.

      When His Grace lifted a lantern then opened a door to enter, Rhys once again followed and stopped in the center of a large room. His host went about lighting candles then took a seat behind a large oak table littered with sketches and maps, a stack of files at the corner.

      “Sit.” Lionston gestured to the seat on the other side.

      He did so but continued to look around. Books and ledgers were on a shelf, and more maps upon the wall where cities were circled.

      “Shall we continue our conversation?”

      “Yes, I am most intrigued,” Rhys answered.

      “As to your comment on being dissatisfied, my answer is that I likely would be if I had not started my own agency. Obviously, I could not say so in the hackney where I might be overheard.”

      It took a moment for Rhys to realize what Lionston had said, and he leaned forward.

      “Your own agency? As in agents, espionage, secrets?”

      “One with individuals in possession of particular skill sets that allow us to assist in matters most urgent or longer missions.”

      “You are hired by individuals?” Was his agency more similar to Bow Street, but made up of spies?

      “Or the Crown.”

      “Your own Home Office?”

      Lionston chuckled.

      “Does this agency have a name?”

      “The Lion Watch,” he answered. “It is a living network that stretches across the country and beyond, poised to act against threats.”

      Rhys glanced back at the maps, continents and countries, together it was a view of the world. How could Lionston’s reach be so far if the circles indicated the location of an operative of The Lion Watch? At least, that is what he assumed, though they could be areas of interest.

      “Why are you telling me this?”

      “I intend to recruit you.”

      Rhys pulled back, the faintest beat of excitement and anticipation pulsed through his veins, something he had not experienced in a long time.

      He thought he was done with spying, but perhaps he had been working for the wrong agency.

      “Your gift for languages. Your ability to listen, hear without anyone noticing your presence. You’re a chameleon that blends. There are times that I have missed you in a place when I knew you were there. Such skills would be useful in intelligence gathering.”

      And, in an instant, the potential thrill of once again being embroiled in espionage disappeared.

      “No.” He would not return to eavesdropping for anyone. It was intrusive and people were not as interesting as they believed themselves to be. “Such assignments are the very reason I resigned my position.”

      “I am aware, but your silence also makes you deadly, along with your knife. You can silence for good, or temporarily and until you have gained your information. Few are as talented as you at interrogation.”

      Rhys would not be swayed by mention of his other talents, ignored by the Alien Office.

      “I have retired from espionage.”

      “If you do not work for me, you will be recruited by the Home Office,” Lionston warned casually with a shrug. “I am a better employer. Further, I will always trust your instincts and I pay better wages. Your skills are valuable to me, even if the Alien Office has not utilized your talents.”

      “The Home Office nor the Alien Office can force me back into duty.” Such a threat was not going to convince Rhys to work for Lionston. “I will no longer eavesdrop no matter the wages.”

      “I am giving you an opportunity that they will not.”

      “How do you even know they want me back?”

      “When the Crown lacks the agents for particular missions, they have reached out to The Lion Watch because there is very little that we cannot do.”

      “Is that because their spies now work for you?”

      “My network is stronger, better, and more skilled, and I am very particular about who I approach for The Lion Watch. If there is the slightest lack of trust or if I know someone is known to have been sloppy in their work, they are not wanted by me.”

      Rhys noted that His Grace did not actually answer his question, which led him to believe that others dissatisfied had sought a better option. “And you wish to recruit me into your elite group of spies.”

      While intrigued at what His Grace was about, and interested in what The Lion Watch could accomplish, Rhys had no desire to return to that type of work. The thrill had lost its appeal.

      “You are the perfect person for this assignment, which is why I wanted to reach out to you first.”

      He was going home to Antigua. He was done with espionage.

      “I appreciate the offer but I must decline.”

      “The Home Office plans on having someone call on you in two days and they will not allow you to dismiss them. It is better if you work for them but through me.”

      “They cannot force me back,” Rhys argued once again.

      “Do you forget they have the power to do whatever it is they wish.” Lionston reminded him.

      “They still cannot force me to return to my former position,” Rhys argued.

      “They plan on calling your debts due and seeing that you are thrown into debtor’s prison if you refuse the mission.”

      Rhys wanted to believe that his former employer would not stoop so low, but he knew that they would without hesitation to get what they wanted. While his debts were not great, they were enough that he could not afford to have already sailed home.

      “What is so important that nobody else can do this mission?”

      “I cannot tell you unless you agree.”

      “I cannot agree unless I know what I am getting myself into and the likelihood of being killed,” he raged.

      “Listen to my proposal first,” Lionston insisted.

      Rhys crossed his arms over his chest and leaned back in his chair. It wasn’t as if he had a choice, since his future may very well depend on it. Or he could disappear before the Home Office found him. His funds may be low and he may be in debt from not working for a year, but he was far from destitute and if there is one thing that a spy learned to do well, it was vanish without a trace.

      “Instead of calling your debts due, I will see them paid.”

      It must be a dangerous mission if Lionston was going to be so generous. And for that reason alone, he had Rhys’ attention.

      “Once it is complete, you can settle in Antigua.”

      How important was this mission that he would be given what he wanted in the end? Rhys had worked in espionage, and for the government, for too long to know that there was always something held back and not mentioned until it was too late to back out.

      “That is it? One mission and I will no longer be working for you?” Lionston had to believe that Rhys was not so foolish as to believe such a request was so simple.

      “You will continue to work for me,” he answered. “Remember, I have agents beyond England.” He gestured to the maps on the wall, confirming what Rhys had wondered about the locations of spies. “You will be my man in the Caribbean.”

      It had been difficult enough to get messages to and from England while they were working in France. The Caribbean was on the other side of the ocean. “How will you communicate?”

      “When I become aware of a need in the Caribbean, I will write, using a code. Your instructions and mission will be contained within. Since it takes at least a month to sail from London to Antigua, the assignment will be fully detailed for you to see it through to the best of your ability. I will await your reply when the mission is complete, which means you will be an independent agent to decide how best to go about achieving the required results without interference from anyone.”

      Had the Alien Office allowed him to do the job as he thought best and not saddled him with an incompetent fool, he would still be working for them. Instead, a man who had never been on a mission, had decided how he should go about uncovering French spies and the means used, while he dismissed all suggestions from Rhys.

      “I cannot imagine that you will have much need of my talents.”

      Lionston may have been a great spymaster when he was with the Home Office, but to run a spy ring around the world could even be beyond his abilities.

      “One never knows when an agent is needed and that is the reason I am placing men and women in various locations. Those that I trust to see a matter through without the need to supervise. Also, agents who may discover unbeknownst to me, or anyone in England, threats to the Crown to be dealt with, in protection of England, without waiting for response or permission. We have been in those situations before when we were looking for one person but found something equally as dangerous not yet discovered and needed to be neutralized. It is because those situations may arise that I only recruit those who I know will be discrete and fully investigate to make certain of the facts before taking action and without having to wait for permission,” he explained.

      Trust! And respect, which was something that was not given in his position with the Alien Office, which believed that each action he took needed to be dictated by them for fear that Rhys did not know what he was doing after he’d spent years on the Continent without error.

      “When not working for me, you are free to fish or ferry people between the islands.”

      Someone definitely had been listening to his discussion with Sellars since his friend was the only person he had shared his plans with.

      “What if I do not want to work for you any longer—after I have completed the mission you have yet to share?”

      “Then do not.” Lionston shrugged.

      It could not be that easy, but he would accept the offer. His debts would be paid and he would be free to travel home.

      “Very well, what is this mission that I am the only one suited to take on?”
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      January, 1809 ~ Martinique

      

      Soon, if all went as planned, Rhys’ obligation to The Lion Watch would be at an end.

      That had always been his intention when he received the assignment to travel to Martinique, one of the few islands in the Caribbean still controlled by the French, who were soon to be ousted by the British.

      The residents of Fort-de-France, the largest city on the island, had been suspicious of him at first. Not that he could blame them. In their position, he would also wonder why an Englishman would want to live on Martinique. It wasn’t just those who had lived for generations on the island, but the French soldiers too, which is why he used the truth to win them over. There were still residents who remembered his mother and her family, though only distant relatives remained. When he described his dissatisfaction with England as a whole, little of it a falsity, he was welcomed.

      His home, more of a hut than a house, had been found by a scout after Navy intelligence was informed that he would infiltrate the island community and gather information.

      It had also secretly been made habitable prior to his arrival and even though it had only one room, there was a bed, table and benches and even a cook stove. After he had purchased other necessities, there was nothing else that he needed and Rhys was quite happy in his home, sheltered by the trees at the edge of the beach.

      The other reason the British had chosen this place was because beside the hut was a sheltered and hidden cove where a small boat could be hidden when dispatches were delivered and received.

      Rhys had imagined that this hut had once been the hideaway for a pirate because he could think of no other reason why it would have been built. Well, unless it was someone like him who did not want to be bothered by people.

      As for those in Fort-de-France, they thought he had come across the abandoned house by accident and decided to live there.

      It was far enough away from town that nobody ever bothered to visit. Some residents thought he was mad for wanting to live in such solitude, others thought he had a problem with drunkenness because he purchased large quantities of rum, or perhaps it was both. He did not care what others thought because the hut, and the solitude, were perfect for him. And, if he drank large amounts of rum, it was no one’s concern because it did not hinder his ability to do the job for which Lionston had hired him.

      With a crate of supplies, details and information in his mind, Rhys trekked down the newly worn path through the forest from Fort-de-France, eager to put his supplies away and take a nap. Then he would pen the final coded dispatch of what he had learned and have it ready for when the next boat arrived either that evening or tomorrow night. He also hoped that he would be provided with a date for when the British intended to invade Martinique so that he could be removed from the island before he was caught in the middle of a battle.

      As he reached the back of the hut, Rhys stopped and listened, everything about him alert. He was not alone but he had not yet determined who was here or where they were. He just knew his home, or the area surrounding it, was being occupied by someone else.

      He tilted his head to listen and wondered if the boat had been sent in earlier than planned, but he would already know because the man would have been watching for him and made his presence known, mainly because he had an aversion to being shot, which had almost occurred the first time the messenger arrived and ended up surprising Rhys. If anything, the man was now the very opposite of quiet.

      Except, the noise he heard now, the scraping of furniture on the floorboards, was not that of his colleague. That man would have no reason to move his furniture about as if he were searching.

      Bloody hell!

      Searching meant the French.

      He had been confident that the true purpose of his being in Martinique had not been discovered, but one could never be too careful and he had a plan of action in the event discovery was made.

      Standing completely still, he took in the area. He noted footprints in the sand and dirt around the hut, further proof that this place had been discovered. A few led to the small door at the back of the hut that faced the forest. But most were along the side of the building.

      Rhys silently set the crate of supplies on the ground, withdrew and checked his pistol to make certain that it was ready to fire, then unsheathed his knife, his preferred choice of defense. He slowly and soundlessly crept along the side of the building until he reached the corner where a raised terrasse had been attached, facing the sea to enjoy any breezes, and partially covered to protect from the sun. He’d slept out here when it became too hot to be inside.

      Slowly he peeked around the corner of the house to find a woman standing on the terrasse and looking out at the sea. Her hands were clasped in front of her and the breeze blew against her deep rose dress, pressing it against her body and accentuating her gently rounded hips, narrow waist and full breasts. He only had a view of her profile but it revealed a slender neck and pert nose, along with her golden hair knotted behind her head, twisted in a manner that led him to believe that she had hastily found an efficient manner in which to keep it out of her way with no concern for appearance or fashion.

      If she were a spy, sent to find him, her failure to remain hidden was a sloppiness that could get her killed.

      “Who are you and what are you doing in my home?”

      She squeaked and jumped as she turned to face him.

      Rhys nearly sucked in a breath and hoped that he did not reveal his surprise at her beauty. The bluest green eyes, the color of the Caribbean, nearly bore into his soul as they were narrowed with her study of him.

      “Where did you come from?” Rhys demanded

      Before she answered, four little girls and another girl who would soon be out of the schoolroom emerged from the house.

      “Where did you come from?” the woman countered.

      “Fort-de-France and this is my home. I want to know why you are in it.”

      She stiffened and lifted her chin. “A boat dropped us off.” Her tone was crisp and authoritative and reminded him of one his sister’s governesses, who had been rather priggish.

      Was she a teacher or a governess and were these her students or charges?

      Not that it made a difference because they were still in his home after they had been dropped off. This wasn’t a place to holiday. It was a French island surrounded by British ships ready to invade.

      “Are they coming back for you?”

      “I do not believe that will be possible.”

      “Why not?” Rhys demanded.

      “Must you yell?” she asked.

      Rhys stomped away to retrieve his crate and returned to the terrasse. “Forgive me if I am out of sorts but I did not expect to find my home invaded when I returned.” He took a step and then paused. “Is this all of you or are there more? A man maybe.”

      “It is just us.”

      Rhys strode into the hut and set the crate on the table. At first glance, his home did not seem to be in disarray and everything was how he had left it, except the long table had been turned with the benches on either side adjusted. It did allow for more room to move about, not that he would comment on that fact.

      He retreated to the terrasse. “When did you get here?”

      “Last evening. I was told we would find shelter here. I assumed the captain meant the hut. He probably did not know anyone was living in it.”

      “What Captain? What boat?”

      “Captain Jonathan Goodard of the Francis,” she answered.

      Rhys tried not to react to the name. However, Goodard knew damn well that he was here.

      “Why did he leave you here and when is he coming back?”

      “He will not be back.”

      “Why not?’

      “His boat was sunk by the French.”

      That was the very ship and captain that he used when messages and dispatches needed to be sent and received.

      “You were on his ship?” Rhys asked. Why did Goodard have passengers? His was a merchant cutter owned by Mr. Philip Chandler of Barbados, and both were part of the network that shared information between the Royal Navy and spies on the remaining French-controlled island in the Caribbean.

      “He was returning me and my sisters to our home in Dominica. We had just spent the Christmas Holiday with my uncle on my mother’s side.”

      “Who is this uncle?”

      Rhys already suspected the name but needed to hear it from her lips.

      She looked him up and down then sniffed and tilted her nose as if dismissing him. “I do not see why that is a concern.” He’d been treated similarly in ballrooms in London and it hadn’t bothered him there and it certainly did not now because Rhys was long past caring what anyone thought of him.

      “I like details,” Rhys grumbled. “What is his name?” he demanded.
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