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Former covert field agent for the Prime Minister, Felicia Adler wants a normal life living as a wealthy widow. Unfortunately, a man from her past won’t allow her this comfort. He is back to bring havoc into her life and play with her heart just as he’d done four years ago. But her mother’s disappearance forces Felicia to rely on him. If that’s not enough, her spirits are trying to keep her out of danger and help her find love in her life, once again.

Investigative officer for the London Metropolitan Police, Sebastian Harrington travels all the way to North Devon to find the thief he has been hunting for over a year now. When he meets her face-to-face, he is shocked to see the woman who’d stolen his heart and crushed it four years prior. Now he needs to find evidence against her, have her arrested, and transport her back to England to stand trial. If only his heart would allow it.

Will this Christmas season teach them about forgiveness? 
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Chapter One
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If Sebastian Harrington had asked the people in high society whether they thought the widow, Lady Adler, was a thief... they would laugh in his face. Why would the young widow want to steal jewels when she was wealthy in her own right after receiving a large inheritance after her husband’s death?

Inwardly, Sebastian chuckled. He didn’t believe for one moment that Lord Adler had died because his heart had failed. Sebastian would bet money that the young widow had been behind her husband’s death.

Of course, he would have to solve that case at a different time. Today, he was after a thief.

Recently, Sebastian had heard a rumor that Lord Adler had been deeply in debt at the time of his death. Could Lady Adler still be wealthy after the creditors had been paid? This was the reason for Sebastian’s clandestine visit to her place of residence. Lady Adler’s manor resembled the stately home of the Duchess of Devonshire, except that it was charmingly smaller. The structure had two stories, and four gray marble pillars in the front.

Cautiously, he crept around the outside of the manor, bundling his warm overcoat closer around his neck. The crisp winter night air nipped at his face and hands, making him think he should have worn gloves during this outing.

The half-moon suspended in the cloudless sky was his only light. As he passed by each window, he glanced inside. The scent from the bushes wafted around him, making him sneeze, but he continued to push his way through. His foot bumped against a large rock, and he stumbled. Thankfully, he quickly righted himself before landing on the ground.

From inside the dining room window, Sebastian noticed the crowd. Hitching a breath, he pulled back and flattened himself against the outer wall. As an experienced spy, he knew to stay in the shadows.

Sebastian had been chasing this particular thief for almost a year. The trail had died in London, but then, not too long ago, his contacts had informed him that a woman matching the thief’s description had been seen in North Devon. There was no hesitation on his part. He was determined to catch this woman and make a name for himself.

This specific case started when thefts from wealthy homes surrounding London were reported. It was most interesting that the jewelry pieces taken were only those items purchased from distant countries. Sebastian had studied the homes that had been robbed and interviewed those involved, but no clues had been found. Remarkably enough however, there was only one person linking them together – the young widow with white-blonde silk hair and a body of a goddess, Lady Adler.

Coincidence? He thought not.

Since he’d been in North Devonshire, he had spoken to the local police and, just as he’d suspected, they too, were having some of their wealthier homes broken into and jewelry stolen.

Sebastian slowly peeked inside the window again. About twenty guests filled Lady Adler’s dining room, all appearing to enjoy dishes of mutton, pickled crab, and what looked to be potato pudding along with broccoli ala sauce.

The evening’s brisk breeze picked up, causing the branches from the bushes and nearby trees to sway with the rhythm of the wind. He muttered under his breath. This would not only make it colder outside, but listening for sounds around him would more difficult. But what other choice did he have?

Sebastian skimmed his gaze over the guests. Most of the women were blondes, but only three were darker in color. He sighed heavily. Checking for hair color wasn’t good enough. He had to remember the woman’s other attributes.

Since he had never seen the woman up close, he relied on her description from his informants. All he knew was that she was exceptionally lovely, her hair was blonde, and she was petite. After asking questions around North Devonshire these past few months, he learned that Lady Adler was also quite charming, and that her eyes could seduce a monk.

A horse’s neigh rang out in the distance. Startled, Sebastian jerked away from the window and searched the grounds. Down the slope of the yard were several carriages. One of the horses couldn’t stand still, even though the driver tried to calm the animal.

Sebastian breathed easier and glanced back through the window, locating the blonde women once more. He ruled out those who appeared older than thirty, since he was told that Lady Adler was younger. He also ruled out the chunkier women, since he knew his thief was slender. That left three women. Two of them were easy to study, wearing gowns made from the finest material and appeared to be in their mid to late twenties. The third lady sat at the head of the table, her back toward him. The light from the chandelier gave the blonde ringlets hanging well past her shoulders a hint of brunette mixed with the blonde strands. Now he wondered if he should include this particular woman as a suspect or not. 

Another sound, masked by the wind, ripped through the air. It almost sounded like a branch snapping. He quickly glanced up to the trees. The wind wasn’t blowing hard enough to break the limbs, which meant...  

He swung his head in the opposite direction, wondering if a servant had detected his presence and was coming to find him. But Sebastian couldn’t see anyone coming toward him. Only the drivers by the carriages were sharing the evening shadows, and they were far away enough not to see an intruder.

When a shout of laughter echoed through the dining room, he whipped his gaze back inside. The guests all had their attention on the lady at the head of the table with her back to him. Although her hair wasn’t light enough, he still wondered if this was indeed the hostess—the woman he was after. 

She reached across her plate with her left hand and moved the silver serving bowl in front of her an inch or so to the right. The large diamond ring circling her fourth finger glinted under the light of the chandelier hanging above the table. 

As an investigator for the Metropolitan Police over the past four years, he’d learned to follow his instincts. After collecting evidence and statements from witnesses, he pondered over the suspects for hours, trying to discern who was guilty. Most of the time, his gut told him he was right.

There had been a time a few years back when his instincts had failed him. He was trying to solve a case dealing with an art thief—or so he’d thought—and yet, the woman he trusted and had nearly given his heart to, lied to him. The end result was that the case fell apart. Sebastian was blamed and almost arrested for the thefts. The incident nearly ruined his reputation. To this day, he continued to blame that woman. Felicia Hamill was pure evil wearing the disguise of a beautiful face and angelic laugh. Unfortunately, her deceit and betrayal had turned her repulsive in his eyes.

Sebastian shook away the dreadful memory. There was no use dwelling on the past. He had another case to crack. His instincts wouldn’t fail him now.

The woman sitting with her back toward him, gestured with her hand, and a footman immediately hurried to her side. The servant bent closer as she whispered something in his ear. The man nodded, straightened, and quickly left the room. Without a doubt, the woman in question was Lady Adler who apparently, didn’t had darker blonde hair now.

It didn’t take long before the group rose and left the dining room. From Sebastian’s hiding space, he tried to see which part of the house the guests would be going to next. Thankfully, it only took a moment to realize they were moving into the next room. 

He highly doubted he’d catch her stealing from her own guests. It didn’t take a professor to realize she wasn’t foolish enough to do that. However, she would certainly do something this evening that would let him know if he had his thief. From his experience, thieves usually slipped up when they were in a relaxed situation, and what was more relaxed than having a dinner party in one’s home?

Pushing through the shrubbery, he made his way toward the next window where light poured into the darkened night. He needed to keep watch, no matter how many doors she had opened. 

A branch scratched his cheek. Another branch whipped across his forehead, stinging his skin. Finally, he made it to the other window, and just as he did before, he cautiously leaned toward the pane, ready to peer inside.

“I say, sir.” The man’s voice came from behind Sebastian. “Do not move another inch, or I shall shoot you for intruding.”

Panic sliced through him, and he snapped his head around toward the direction of the man’s shaky voice. As Sebastian’s vision focused on the man standing in the shadows, he recognized the lanky footman he’d seen inside whispering to Lady Adler. The servant grasped a pistol in his unsteady hand, pointing it toward Sebastian.

Little did the servant know that Sebastian had been expertly trained to snatch the weapon away in a split second, however, nervous shooters were always trigger-happy. He would not push his luck this time.

He slowly lifted his hands. “I’m unarmed,” he lied, since he always carried a knife in his boot.

“Lady Adler wishes a moment of your time.” The footman motioned with the pistol. “Please follow me, sir.”

Confusion filled Sebastian as he carefully stepped out of the bushes. “I don’t understand. What do you mean she wishes a moment of my time?” He pointed toward the wall. “I was obviously hiding. How does she know I’m here?”

The corner of the man’s mouth lifted victoriously on his stern expression. “Oh, believe me, Lady Adler knows everything.”

Sebastian would admit the woman was crafty, but he certainly wouldn’t go as far as to say she knew everything. However, this evening, she was proving him wrong, which of course he didn’t like one bit.

He followed the servant through the manor’s wide entryway. Several paintings of landscapes hung on the walls, as well as green, silver, and black tapestries. The footman continued down one of the side corridors with Sebastian at his heels. More paintings hung on the walls, reminding him of the time he’d tried to catch a fraudulent artist. Several expensive vases and small statues sat on small tables in between each room. Lady Adler must be an art collector... or she had stolen them. 

Finally, the footman stopped at the last room located at the end. He knocked and poked his head inside.

“Lady Adler? I brought the man as you requested.”

“Splendid. Show him in.”

Her voice was soft, but thankfully, there was no underlying irritation in her tone.

The servant opened the door wider and motioned for Sebastian to enter. Curious, he stepped inside and doffed his hat. The lighting was surprisingly dim. Even the fire in the hearth didn’t give off much light. 

Lady Adler stood in the back of the room near a small bookcase. Once again, she wasn’t facing him. He grumbled under his breath. Would he ever get to see her face?

He waited a good two minutes as she pretended to search for a book, her delicate fingers skimming over the shelves. Now that he was able to get a better look at her, he realized she did fit the description he’d been given. She was slender, and nicely so, and very petite. She wore a long-sleeve blue gown with white bows lined down each arm. Her hair appeared silkier now that he could see better, but it still didn’t wasn’t as light as he’d been told.

He quickly took his fill of the room before she could turn around. This had been a gentleman’s study at one time. The tapestry was brown and black, as well as the heavily-cushioned chair by the hearth. Sebastian half-expected to see heads of animals mounted to the wall and the rifles used to kill them. Perhaps that was in one of her other rooms.

He was tired of the game of silence she played with him. She had him brought in at gunpoint, and he wasn’t about to let her take charge now that they were alone.

He cleared his throat. “Madam, would you mind telling me why you had your footman drag me in here?”

“What is your name, sir?”

He gritted his teeth. Why wasn’t she turning to look at him? Obviously, she was trying to hide something. “I’m Mr. Sebastian Harrington, if you must know.”

Her shoulders shook as she released a small laugh. “I should have suspected.” 

That laugh! It was as if he was suddenly standing in the Thames wearing nothing but a towel in the dead of winter. A chill, as numbing as frostbite covered him from head to toe. The ice blocks around his heart thickened in protection.

Slowly, she moved away from the bookcase, coming toward him. As she stepped into the light, his gut twisted with recognition. Those high cheekbones, the dimple in her right cheek when she smiled, and the way she haughtily lifted her chin could only belong to one woman.

Felicia Hamill—the woman of his nightmares.

Shaking her head, she stopped behind the desk. “Oh, Bash, why do you insist of spying on me?” Her gaze dropped to his cheek, and she immediately pulled out a white handkerchief from her sleeve. She moved toward him, handing him the cloth.

His gaze bounced between her face and the handkerchief, but he didn’t take it. He couldn’t. Anger filled him, and all he wanted to do was wake up from this awful dream. 

He fisted his hands by his sides as his whole body stiffened. She’d caused so much turmoil in his life, making these last four years nearly torturous. She was the reason he’d stopped his small detective business and joined the Metropolitan Police. And she was the reason he had a hard time trusting his friends, and especially the women who had come into his life.

She shrugged and brought the handkerchief to his cheek. He jumped back and glared. Sheepishly, she showed him the cloth held spots of blood.

“Your cheek is bleeding,” she explained in a kind voice. “It must be because you were sneaking through my shrubbery.”

Sebastian slapped a hand to his cheek, and the sting from where the branches had scratched him throbbed. But he didn’t need her help. Never again.

He breathed slower and tried to control the rage filling every muscle in his body. When he finally collected his thoughts, he folded his arms and glared. “Well, if I had known the thief I was looking for was you, I would have arrested you immediately.”

“Thief?” She threw back her lovely head and laughed as she moved back behind the desk. “I fear you have it all wrong, once again.”

How could he keep a handle on his temper when she infuriated him so? “Actually, I believe I have it right.” Self-assured of his decision, he stepped closer to her desk. “Out of all people, you, my dear, should know my abilities. I have cracked open every single case I have ever had. You, of course, tried to tamper with evidence, but eventually, I figured it out. However, once you left, my stroke of good fortune increased and I have impressed many people over the years, especially the Metropolitan Police.”

She sighed and smiled sweetly. Inwardly, he boiled. Her smile could cut through glass, he was certain of it.

“Bash, I don’t believe you will ever change.”

“I won’t.” He straightened. “Which means, I will find the evidence needed to arrest you, Lady Adler.” He tapped his finger on his chin. “I’m most curious, though. However did you weasel your way into acquiring a title? What lies did you tell Lord Adler to convince him to marry you?”

The softness of her expression changed. No longer was her mouth shaped in a pleasant smile, but instead, her lips thinned into a straight line. Her dazzling blue eyes didn’t twinkle with mirth, but instead shot invisible daggers at him.

She took a deep breath before leaning on the desk and resting her palms on top. She held his gaze. 

“Mr. Harrington, you will never find any evidence, because I’m not your thief. I’m no longer the woman you once knew. When I first met you in London, I used the name Hamill, but my birth name was Templeton. And for your information, I am a lady. Not more than eighteen months ago, I married Lord Edwin Alder. He died six weeks after we wed when his heart stopped.”

Sebastian studied Felicia’s expression and concentrated on her voice. Her tone didn’t give him any reason to believe she was sorry her husband had passed. Her expression was blank. But then, he should be used to that. He had never been able to read Felicia.

“Then what are you doing in North Devonshire?”

She gave him a pitiful look. “My husband had manors all over England because he traveled so much. This place just happens to be one of them.”

He narrowed his eyes on her and nodded. “I also remember how easily you lie.” Cockily, he sauntered toward the window. “I haven’t forgotten what a talented chameleon you were, and so I cannot help but conclude that you must be performing even now.” He stopped at the window and peeked at her over his shoulder. “After all, bad habits are hard to break.”

Sebastian wanted to tear his gaze away from the stunning woman, but he couldn’t, not when several emotions played on her face. Dare he believe she was remorseful? Of course not. As he’d just admitted, she’d been an amazing actress. And yet, he detected tears in her eyes. Unfortunately, she blinked quickly, and so what he thought he’d seen was gone.

“As much as I would love nothing more than to talk about old times,” she said in a tight voice, “as you saw through the dining room window, I do have guests. I need to return to the game room where we are playing cards.”

Confusion filled him once more. He left the window and moved in front of her. Up this close, recollections of when he thought he was falling in love resurfaced, but he quickly ushered out the betraying memories. 

“You saw me through the window? When?” But as soon as he said it, his mind replayed the moment when she had reached in front of her and moved the silver serving bowl. Silently he berated himself. Of course. She had seen his reflection through the silver. Why hadn’t he thought of that before he asked?

Gradually, her smile returned, as did the sparkle in her eyes. “I see from the look on your face that I don’t have to answer that, do I?”

“No,” he grumbled. 

“Splendid. Now I hope you will excuse me—”

“Wait.” He grabbed her arm. Warmth spread through him, starting from where he touched her skin, heading for his heart. Quickly, he dropped his hand. He couldn’t... wouldn’t allow that feeling to return. “Why did you have your servant bring me in here?”

“I had a feeling you were the one spying on me.”

“Why?” He arched an eyebrow.

“I had heard that you were in this area, but I didn’t want to believe it.”

Who could have possibly told her that? He would have to find the person quickly and put a stop to their blathering. “Well, believe it.”

“Now that you know who I am,” she said, “I shall let you leave.”

Shaking his head, he chuckled. “What if I want to stay? After all, I still need to find the evidence to arrest you.”

“I fear, Mr. Harrington, you won’t find it tonight. I need to entertain my guests, which means I won’t have time for you.” She crossed her arms over her bosom. “Now, shall I have Albert show you out or will you be able to retrace your footsteps until you are completely off my property?”

Although he didn’t want to grin, he couldn’t help it. “I can find my way.”

“Splendid. Then I bid you farewell, and I wish you a good evening.”

As he watched her leave the room, his gaze slid down her backside. He’d always enjoyed watching her walk. The sway of her hips and the bounce in her step had always brought a smile to his face. Except, he wouldn’t show that expression this time.

Now that she was gone, temptation swept over him. He should sneak through some of the rooms which was more of a morbid curiosity than anything now. If she had hidden the stolen jewels in this house, she wouldn’t have left Sebastian alone. She trusted him just as much as he trusted her, which was very little. Unless, she left him here as means of proving to him that she wasn’t the thief. He had to remember, she was a clever woman.

Sebastian moved toward the door, but just before reaching it, Albert, peeked inside. Sebastian grumbled softly. It looked as though she hadn’t left him alone after all. Her ever-present guard-dog was on watch tonight.

“Sir, do you wish me to show you out?” Albert asked.

“No, but I thank you for your concern. I know my way.” 

Sebastian placed the hat on his head as he retraced his footsteps. Strange to think that she was back in his life, again. But the odd thing about all of this was, he wasn’t as angry as he figured he’d be. He actually looked forward to the challenge of showing her what a great detective he really was.
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Chapter Two
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Felicia stared at herself in the vanity mirror the next morning. Lightly, she tapped her fingers over the dark circles under her eyes and groaned. How was she going to get rid of these? North Devonshire didn’t have enough facial powder for her to hide the fact that she received absolutely no sleep last night. On the few occasions she had closed her eyes, Sebastian’s handsome face had filled her head. She couldn’t possibly have those images floating in her mind, yet they were there, making her realize she must find a way to remove them.

Unwanted memories returned, breaking her heart that much more. Four years ago, she’d made the biggest mistake in her life. She shouldn’t have fallen in love with a suspect no matter how handsome and charming he was.

During that time, she had worked for Leonard Mortimer, who was in business—covertly—for the Prime Minister. They were in need of female secret agents because there were so many people trying to ruin Queen Victoria. Felicia’s mother, Irene Templeton, had been a secret agent for the prince regent, and Felicia had followed in the same footsteps as her mother. Irene Templeton had been one of the best, and because Felicia had learned well, she considered herself a talented spy.

Unfortunately, Felicia had picked the wrong time, and the wrong place, to retire. 

She’d made a lot of money in her line of business and now she wanted to sit back and enjoy life. That was one of the main reasons she had married Lord Edwin Adler, a man who was twice her age. Fortunately, love was not in their arrangement. Because she was older than most unmarried women, and because of what she had been doing for several years, no other man would have her. 

At least Edwin had been a kind husband. He provided well for her, having a townhouse in London, an estate in North Devonshire, and many other small cottages throughout England. Felicia liked this estate, mainly because her mother lived so close. 

Edwin had told her several times how he liked to show her off to his friends and associates. She had been satisfied with being his much younger wife, but the older man’s heart failed him not long after they had repeated their vows and returned from their honeymoon in Italy.

Now that she knew Sebastian Harrington was in town, she didn’t want to be here. She didn’t want to have another chance meeting that would only bring up old feelings and make her say things that had no business leaving her mouth. He had accused her of lying to him, but the stubborn man wouldn’t admit that he had lied to her as well.

There was another reason she didn’t want Bash around. She learned the last time they were together that her visions made an appearance on several occasions during the time she’d spent with Bash. When she was a young girl, her visions came often, and then they seemed to come back in full force after she’d become a spy for Mr. Mortimer. It seemed she only received these visions when she was in some kind of danger. Would they think she was in danger now that Bash was back in her life?

Shaking off the memories, she frowned. Sadly enough, Bash now thought her to be a thief. What would that insane man concoct in his thick skull next? She honestly, didn’t want to find out. Her heart couldn’t take anymore.

Grudgingly, she dressed and finished her toilette. Today she wore a burgundy day dress with a lavender overlay skirt. Around her neck, she tied a lavender choker. As always, she curled her hair in loose ringlets.

She had errands to run, and now that she was disheartened, she figured she’d pay her mother a visit. Hopefully, her parent could lift her spirits because Felicia definitely couldn’t get through this alone.

What bothered her most about seeing Sebastian again was that he acted as if he loathed her very presence. She rolled her eyes. He was just like all men she knew who never took the blame for anything.

After she’d eaten a breakfast of biscuits and eggs, she slipped on her wool gloves, snatched her bonnet and fur-lined cloak before hurrying downstairs and out the door. Today’s weather was much chillier than yesterday, but she was prepared since there was a thick blanket in the vehicle. It didn’t take the groomsman long, and he had the phaeton ready. She climbed in and took hold of the reins. She guided the horses out of the estate gates and onto the road. 

If not for the slight pounding in her head from last night’s events, she would have enjoyed the serenity of the day. During the warm weather months, she loved riding her steed, and in the winter, she drove her phaeton. She had always enjoyed being one with nature.

A movement from the corner of her eye grabbed her attention. In a split second, a man jumped out of a tree and onto her vehicle, causing it to sway. Screaming, she clutched the seat to keep from falling. A pair of large hands grabbed her arms and held her in place. Once her head cleared from the shock of what had just happened, she recognized the man sitting next to her.

“Sebastian!” She yanked herself out of his hold and slapped his chest. “What in the blazes do you think you’re doing?”

He shrugged, displaying his familiar, self-assured grin as he shifted himself on the seat. “Is it not obvious? I’m going for a ride with you.” He glanced toward the road. “Where are we going this fine morning?”

“We are not going anywhere, because you’ll be leaving now.” She pulled the reins, bringing the horses to a halt.

“No, my dear Felicia. I’ve decided to tag along with you today. It would be much easier to spy on you that way, don’t you agree?”

Just the idea of him being with her the whole day, had her heartbeat skipping with anticipation. Quickly, she doused her silly thoughts. “Actually, no Bash. I want you out. Now.”

He leaned back in the seat and folded his arms behind his neck. She’d forgotten how handsome he was, and this morning, he looked incredible in his long black overcoat over his gray jacket and matching trousers, black vest, and thick cravat over a pristine white shirt. Even his black boots looked freshly polished.

“Sorry, my dear Felicia, but since I’ll be following you, I think traveling together will accomplish more for us than traveling separately.” He peeked at her. “Besides, we have a lot of catching up to do.”

Irritation ran rapidly through her and she gripped the reins harder. “I fear the only catching up you’re going to do is when I push you out of the phaeton and you’ll have to figure out a way to catch up to me.”

His eyebrows lifted. “Then I assume you have accepted the fact that I’ll be following you?”

She clamped her mouth closed. If not, she would start screaming at him. No other man made her switch from one emotion to the next so effortlessly. Four years ago there had been times she’d be in his arms in a passionate embrace, only to want to tear his head off mere minutes later.

“Bash, I’m going to visit my mother, and I don’t want you there.”

“Your mother lives in North Devonshire, too? How convenient.” He sat up straight. “I’ve never met her.”

“Exactly, and I would rather you not.”

“I have an excellent idea.” His amber eyes sparkled as his voice lifted with excitement. “Why don’t I ride with you until you are almost there, and at that time, I shall leave.”

She narrowed her gaze on him, not sure if he was lying. “Will you assure me that you won’t break that promise?”

“I swear to it.” He motioned toward the reins. “Would you like me to guide the horses?”

Part of her wanted him to take control over the horses, but then she remembered that if he did, she would have nothing better to do than stare at him. She definitely didn’t want to do that.

“No, I’m fine.” She shifted in her seat before urging the horses into a trot again. He could talk all he wanted, but she was going to keep her attention on the road.

During the first few minutes of the ride, an awkward silence hung in the air. She preferred arguing with him rather than the nerve-wracking stillness hovering between them. Should she start the conversation? There were so many unanswered questions that needed to be resolved, but she didn’t dare say anything. She wanted the past to stay buried, only because then she could entomb her feelings along with it.

“Something has been on my mind since seeing you last night,” Sebastian said. 

She struggled to keep her gaze forward instead of looking his way. “It has? Amazing that you could think of that in a short amount of time.”

Perhaps she shouldn’t have been rude, but Bash always brought out the worst in her. Of course, at one time, he had brought out the best.

She glanced at him to see his reaction. All he did was arch an eyebrow.

“Aren’t you in the humorous mood this morning,” he said with a lift in his voice.

She shrugged and turned her attention back to the road.

“The reason why you were on my mind,” he continued, “is because when I met you in London, your hair was brown. But now there is a blonder tint to it. If you’re not trying to hide, why then are you not showing your true hair color?”

His question hit her funny, and she blasted out a laugh before she could stop it. “Indeed? That is the question you have had on your mind since last night?”

“Well, that was one of many.”

“Oh, Bash.” She laughed harder. “For a man who boasts on solving mysteries better than anyone, I’m shocked you don’t already know the answer.”

Even though she’d vowed not to look at him during the drive, she couldn’t help but watch his face more intently now. His cocky expression quickly disappeared. Spots of red highlighted his cheeks, proving his embarrassment. And then mere seconds later, his whole face flamed as he glared at her. His nostrils flared as his lips tightened. Once again, she wanted to laugh, but this time she didn’t. She enjoyed catching him off guard.

“You wish me to deduct this little mystery on my own? Fine.” He folded his arms and narrowed his gaze on her. “You colored your hair because you are still in hiding. But let me go one step further in my assumption. You wear lovely, expensive gowns and jewelry, not because your deceased husband was rich, but because you want society to think you are some untouched woman who fits easily with the other ladies of quality. The more I realize you are trying to hide, the more I’m convinced you are the thief I’m searching for, because once again, you are fooling people into believing what you want them to think.”

She couldn’t look at him anymore. He had it all wrong, but telling Sebastian he didn’t know what he was talking about was like trying to convince a dog he was a rat. And in this case, Harrington indeed was both a dog and a rat!

“Let me clear up one thing,” she snapped. “The hair you see now is my true hair color. In London, I had colored it a dark brown.”

“That makes sense, but all it proves is that you are still trying to hide.”

“You think you have me all figured out, don’t you?” She continued to concentrate on the road and driving.

“No, I don’t think, my dear Felicia. I know. You forget, I can read you quite well.”

She shook her head. “I don’t believe you know me at all, Harrington. You never have.”

He leaned closer to her, close enough that his warm breath caressed her ear. His masculine scent of pine teased her senses. She shivered, but she tried not to let him see the effect his nearness had on her.

“And whose fault is that? You have never allowed me to get to know the real Felicia.”

She hated when he was right, but she wouldn’t admit that to him. “Just as you’ve never let me get to know the true Sebastian Harrington.”
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