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        London

        May, 1821

      

      

      Weary of trying to find an acceptable bride, Simon Garrison Nugent, Earl of Fielding, had ceased all attempts at marriage and was currently steering clear of debutantes. Instead, he chose to pass his evenings with friends.

      At his age of three and thirty, marriage was expected. He knew it had to happen soon if he was to maintain his dignity. After all, the longer he remained unattached, the more it looked like he’d not yet recovered from losing his fiancée to another man.

      It had been three years since the incident, yet it still rankled.

      Gabriella, now the Duchess of Huntley, would have made the perfect countess. The very idea of her choosing an ill-bred ruffian, even if he did happen to have a prestigious title, was bad enough without Simon having to worry about what people would think of the next bride he picked. She would have to be at least as high born, graceful, and accomplished as Gabriella. Raised to manage large households and host grand events with natural flair, the Duchess of Huntley had proven herself to be an undeniable asset to her husband. Unfortunately, Simon had not yet found another lady who compared.

      Seated in a quiet corner of White’s together with Baron Hawthorne and the Earl of Yates, Simon sipped his brandy and tried to force his thoughts away from the past by focusing on what Yates was saying.

      “It was never meant to get this out of hand,” Yates explained while looking precisely like the sort of man whose neck was being squeezed by a noose. He was a good fellow – one of the few who seemed to tolerate Simon’s company – though sadly too kind for his own good, seeing as he’d gotten tangled up with an untitled woman who lacked a dowry and connections. “All I meant to do was help the girl. She’s a friend of my sister’s, after all.”

      “If every man with a sister offered to step out with all her unremarkable friends, he’d have gotten himself engaged a dozen times over,” Baron Hawthorne muttered. He tossed back the remainder of his drink and poured himself another. “It’s your own damn fault for being too nice.”

      “He’s right, you know,” Simon said. 

      Stretching out his legs, he crossed them at the ankles and cradled his snifter between his hands while pondering Yates’s dilemma. Apparently there had been a compromising situation which just happened to have been witnessed by a group of matrons hoping to find a reprieve from the stuffy ballroom.

      Simon sighed. “The trouble is,” he said, deciding to meet Yates's gaze dead on, “hell, the trouble has always been, that she's not your equal. Socially, I mean.”

      “Well done, Fielding,” Hawthorne said with a smirk. “It’s always good to know you’ll remind us of what’s acceptable.”

      Simon fought the urge to roll his eyes. “Tell me I'm wrong.” His demand was, as expected, met by silence. Not even Yates attempted to argue. “Miss Harlowe is not countess material. This doesn't mean she cannot be perfectly lovely, but no matter how you turn it, she'll always be born into the wrong family.”

      There was a heavy moment of silence, and then Hawthorne asked, “Has your outlook on life always been this sunny?”

      Simon snorted. “I’m just trying to be realistic. If Yates marries Miss Harlowe, he will no longer be welcome in certain circles, people will talk, and his life as he knows it will be forever changed, which I very much doubt is something he wants.”

      “From determined wife hunter to cynical loner,” Yates murmured, his narrowed eyes fixed on Simon with interest. “Don’t think I’ve forgotten your eager pursuit of Gabriella Matthews. Hell, you were even engaged to her for what, ten seconds or so, roughly four years ago?”

      “The Duchess of Huntley?” Hawthorne inquired with wide eyes. “I don’t recall that at all.”

      “Three,” Simon clipped. “It was three years ago.”

      “You must not have been at the Coventry Ball that season,” Yates said to Hawthorne. “Fielding announced the betrothal – even kissed Gabriella before one and all – only to let the whole thing fizzle away into nothing. A short while later, Huntley and Gabriella were married, and you,” Yates tilted his almost empty glass in Simon’s direction, “haven’t proposed to anyone since.”

      “Perhaps because I haven’t met anyone else worth asking,” Simon said.

      Yates leaned back, his expression suddenly distant and thoughtful.

      “I think you need to fall in love,” Hawthorne told Simon with a grin.

      “God forbid,” Simon muttered. Worrying over his future was difficult enough without throwing love into the mix.

      “I don’t think he believes in love,” Yates said.

      Simon gave his friend a deadpan look. “Of course I do. There have been so many blissful unions of late, I’m inclined to believe we live in a world full of rainbows where cupids lurk behind every bush. Even Carlton Guthrie, the Scoundrel of St. Giles – a man I would have sworn had no heart – is smitten with his young wife.”

      “Sounds like an epidemic.”

      Simon snorted in response to Hawthorne’s comment and took another sip of his drink.

      “By the by,” Yates murmured in a more discreet tone than earlier, “I’ve promised Celeste I’d try and find her a new protector, in case this thing with Miss Harlowe doesn’t blow over and I end up marrying her.”

      “I don’t understand why you’d want to give up your mistress if you’re not in love,” Hawthorne said.

      “Out of respect for my wife,” Yates said. He emitted a heavy sigh and looked at Simon. “I don’t suppose you would be interested?”

      “I’m afraid not. In my experience mistresses are demanding and hard to get rid of.” His last one had even made a spectacle, chasing after him on Oxford Street when he’d tried to end things with her. It had been most embarrassing.

      “Celeste isn’t like that. She’s quite agreeable and sweet.”

      “Nevertheless,” Simon said.

      “No wife or mistress,” Hawthorne said with a pitying look that put Simon on edge. “You must be in need of a good tup.”

      “It’s not so bad,” Simon said.

      Hawthorne raised an eyebrow. “Really? How long has it been since you last had a woman?”

      Simon shrugged. He hated this – hated being made to feel lacking in some way. Attempting to show indifference, he busied himself with refilling his glass. “Three months or so.”

      “Damnation,” Yates murmured.

      “Hell, it’s no wonder you look so tense.” Hawthorne reached inside his jacket pocket, retrieved a card, and handed it to Simon. “If I may, I suggest you stop by Amourette’s on your way home tonight.”

      “It’s a brothel, is it not?” Simon asked. When Hawthorne nodded, Simon instinctively winced. “I don’t think so.”

      “I think it would be good for you,” Hawthorne said.

      Simon glanced at the card, then swung his gaze back to Hawthorne. “This is in St. Giles.”

      “Well, yes. But it’s clean,” Hawthorne promised, “and so are the women. In fact, they receive regular health checks at the local clinic.”

      “That may well be,” Simon said, “but it’s still located in the worst possible part of Town. You can’t honestly think I’d go there.”

      “Why not?” Hawthorne asked. “I do.”

      “Yes, but Fielding isn’t like you,” Yates said. “He’s much more…”

      “More what?” Simon asked when Yates failed to finish his sentence.

      Yates averted his gaze. “Never mind.”

      “No,” Simon said, unwilling to let the comment go. “I’m more what?”

      “Reserved,” Yates said. “And stuffy.”

      “I beg your pardon?”

      “What he means to say,” Hawthorne murmured, bringing Simon’s attention back to him, “is that you don’t want to take any risks.”

      “I fail to see how that’s a bad thing,” Simon said with a frown.

      Silence followed before Yates quietly asked, “Has it never occurred to you that Gabriella chose Huntley because he was more exciting?”

      Simon stared at his friends. “No. Not once.”

      “You’re an unmarried man,” Hawthorne said, looking Simon straight in the eye. “A trip to Amourette’s won’t tarnish your reputation. If anything, it will make you more normal and less…”

      “Less what?” Simon prompted when Hawthorne’s words trailed off.

      The baron shrugged. “Boring, I suppose.”

      Simon stared at him. “You think I’m boring?”

      “You don’t really have any interesting stories to tell,” Yates said.

      “Because you never do anything worth mentioning,” Hawthorne added.

      Simon looked at them each in turn. “If I’m so boring, then why the hell do you keep my company?”

      “You’re my moral compass,” Hawthorne said.

      “Considering some of my other friends,” Yates said, “being seen with you on occasion is good for my reputation.”

      “We enjoy playing cards with you too,” Hawthorne added. “You’re not easy to beat.”

      “Right,” Simon said when neither man added anything further. He stood. “I think it’s time for a change of scene.”

      “Don’t be like that,” Yates said. “We’re just being honest.”

      “Yes. Thank you for that.” Simon glared at them both. “I’m leaving.”

      “It’s only a little after nine,” Hawthorne protested. “Please don’t tell me you’re already going home.”

      “Of course not,” Simon said. It had been his intention to do precisely that. A warm bath and a glass of brandy before bed would be heavenly, but with his friends pressing him for an answer, he quickly changed his mind. “I’m doing something different.”

      “Are you really?” Hawthorne asked.

      “Yes.” Simon added a nod. “If you can visit Amourette’s, then so can I.”

      “Do you think he’ll really do it?” Yates asked Hawthorne while Simon started toward the exit. He’d not gone more than two paces before he heard Hawthorne say, “Probably not. Care to wager?”

      Gritting his teeth, Simon continued toward the foyer where he collected his hat and gloves before stepping outside. Everything he’d ever done had been with Society’s approval in mind. His parents had drilled the notion of keeping a perfect façade in place at all times into him from an early age. When he’d taken a fall as a child, tears had not been permitted.

      “You must never look weak,” Papa had said while Mama denied him the comfort he’d so dearly wanted.

      This, together with countless other lessons in how a peer ought to behave, had shaped his awareness of how the world perceived him. It was among the reasons he’d always allowed Society to dictate his actions and his behavior. But maybe it was time for a change – time for him to break free just a little.

      He’d show his friends. Stuffy and boring indeed. Ha! A detailed description of Amourette’s interior would prove to them both he’d been there. And then they’d be forced to eat their words.
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      As had become her habit of late, Ida Veronica Strong snuck from her bedchamber at Amourette’s and made her way quietly onto the landing. She was supposed to remain hidden, but after four years of doing so, of not venturing out, and of only engaging in conversation with the women who worked here, she’d begun relaxing that rule a little. Her aunt, Philipa Harding, who ran the brothel, would disapprove if she knew. And perhaps she’d be right to do so. Philipa had made a promise to Ida’s father – had assured him she would protect his daughter and keep her safe from those who’d betrayed him. And so she had. With Carlton Guthrie’s help.

      Once the Scoundrel of St. Giles, now the Duke of Windham, the former crime lord who’d owned The Black Swan tavern and whose real name was Valentine Sterling, had come to her rescue before, one year ago when she’d been kidnapped and made available to the highest bidder at a vile auction. He was a good man at heart and although Ida knew much of London continued to fear him, the story of his plight along with the truth concerning his actions had helped redeem him. Principled and a longtime friend of Philipa’s, he’d placed Ida under his protection as soon as he’d learned of her situation. And when he’d married Lady Regina Berkly last year and relocated to Windham House, he’d told Ida to seek him out if she ever needed his help.

      She hoped it wouldn’t be necessary. One year still remained until she reached her majority and received the money her father had left her, but once she did, she would be free to go anywhere in the world. Free to start over somewhere fresh where no one would know who she was. Free to put the loneliness of her current existence behind her. Free to marry and start a family of her own, preferably with a man who could love her as much as her father had loved her mother. Most importantly, she would be free to escape the danger she faced until she got out of the country.

      Death had almost claimed her once before because of the threat she posed. Shot and left for dead after publically vowing to hunt down the man who’d sent her father to the gallows, she’d heeded her aunt ever since, had accepted that her life was not worth risking – that it wasn’t what her father would have wanted – and that it was best to stay hidden.

      Lowering herself to the floor at the top of the stairs, she prepared to watch the goings-on in the foyer below. The men who came here to enjoy a decadent evening of debauchery included only those with enough coin to afford it. This wasn’t the sort of cheap establishment one might expect in St. Giles, but one that prided itself on quality. The exclusivity kept the riffraff away and even resulted in the occasional peer walking through the doors.

      Everything was possible here, every fantasy just one payment away from being realized. Provided no harm came to the girls. They weren’t dressed in common clothes but in silk and lace with dozens of ribbons, the occasional feathers, and enough crystal beads to dazzle any man looking to have a good time. Few clients were bachelors. The majority were either betrothed or married, which was why Amourette’s was as popular as it was. Because it promised discretion.

      Leaning forward for a clearer look, Ida watched as Philipa played the hostess. She paired each man who arrived with one of the available courtesans, who then either escorted her companion into the parlor or upstairs to her bedchamber. None of the men ever spotted Ida. They were much too preoccupied by the courtesans to do so, and in any case, she was sitting away from the steps, on the landing just past the spot where the banister turned.

      Her face pressed against the balusters for a better view. She’d recognized the previous man who’d arrived. He was a regular client who came once a week and always asked to see the same girl. Ida watched as her aunt escorted him toward the red parlor, engaging him in conversation as they went. Their voices eventually faded, leaving nothing but silence behind in the now empty foyer.

      The front door opened again and a new gentleman entered. Seen from above, it was hard for Ida to gauge his height except by measuring him against the painting that hung immediately to his left. His shoulders appeared to reach the lower part of the frame, making him several inches taller than she. He removed his hat, allowing her to see the top of his head, which was covered by lustrous hair colored in shades of oak and chestnut brown. His build was both imposing yet somehow elegant at the same time. Perhaps because of the authoritative way in which he moved that suggested high social standing and power.

      He glanced around and, finding no one about, looked up.

      Ida froze. Even though she knew she ought to hide, she could not seem to move. Her gaze locked with his, her heart pounding harder with each passing second. Heavens, he was far more handsome than she had expected, perhaps the most handsome man she had ever seen.

      Eventually, it was he who spoke. “You there.” His voice was not unpleasant, but the arrogance of his tone made Ida tense with irritation. “Will you keep me waiting forever or do you plan on serving me? I haven’t all night.”
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      Hawthorne hadn’t exaggerated his description of Amourette’s. Simon was impressed with how nice and respectable the building looked, considering its location and the business it housed. The tavern next door, slightly askew with timber-framed walls leaning into the street, seemed to fit the area better. By contrast, Amourette’s appeared to have been built with a love for precision.

      When he’d first stepped inside, he’d been both surprised and relieved to find the place empty. In spite of what his friends had said, he’d worried about potentially coming across someone who might know him.

      As it turned out, his concerns had been unfounded. Unsure of how to proceed, he’d remained where he was. Waiting. Wondering if he should call out for some assistance.

      Until he’d glanced up and spotted her.

      Even though the woman was partially hidden behind a railing, her eyes peered through the dimly lit interior to hold him captive. She shifted her gaze to the doors on either side of him before responding. “It will likely take an hour before one of the women is free and ready to accommodate you.” Her eyes met his once more. “They’re all fully occupied at the moment.”

      “You’re not,” he said with challenging boldness.

      Her eyes narrowed. “I’m not available,” she told him plainly.

      He tilted his head and continued to study her. It was impossible for him to see her entire face, but based on her eyes alone, he believed she had to be somewhat pretty. “A pity,” he finally murmured.

      There was a pause, and then she slowly stood, revealing a heart shaped face with a delicately positioned nose, a wide mouth with a plump lower lip, and hair spun from strands of gold.

      Simon's gaze followed the woman's every movement as she began descending the stairs. She was slim of build with curves in all the right places, and it occurred to him that pretty didn't suffice when it came to describing her. Stunning was a much better word. 

      His heart kicked up a notch.

      “If you’re willing to wait, I can have some food brought up from the kitchen,” she said. “A plate of sandwiches perhaps? There are also newspapers available to help you pass the time.”

      Simon merely nodded while she stepped off the bottom step. She passed him and as she did, he caught a whiff of something wonderfully fragrant, a blend of citrus and honey. He was almost tempted to lean in and sniff the air, but managed to resist the urge at the very last second.

      Instead he turned, following her movements as she continued toward the front desk. “Name?” she inquired. When he didn’t answer immediately, she glanced up, her eyes wide and, he noticed for the first time, a bright shade of blue. “It doesn’t have to be your real name.”

      Unsure of which pseudonym to provide, he stared back at her for a long drawn out moment while giving the matter some thought. “Mr. N will do,” he eventually said.

      “Excellent.” The woman made a quick note. “And do you have any particular tastes, Mr. N?”

      Was she serious? Simon flexed his fingers. He’d not expected her to ask such a personal question or for a visit to a brothel to be so complicated. With the tip of her quill hovering in mid-air, the young woman kept her eyes trained on the paper where she’d been writing, her bent posture offering him a delicious view of her décolletage.

      “Why do you need to know that?” Simon asked.

      She took a deep breath. Expelled it. Her bosom rose and fell in response. “Some of the women here specialize in more uncommon modes of…um…gratification.”

      Simon forced his gaze toward the more appropriate vicinity of her head. Was that discomfort he heard in her voice? A bit unusual for someone in her line of work. 

      “I see.” He paused while trying to decide what to say. The first word that came to mind was no. He'd never been the daring sort and generally let other men behave like scoundrels while he did his best to look respectable. Except, maybe Hawthorne and Yates were right. Maybe he did need a healthy dose of excitement in his life. Truth be told, he was so damn tired of always being proper, and besides, he was here now, in a place where no one would judge him. Taking comfort in this he leaned forward and said, “Does asking her to pretend she’s my maid fall into that category?”

      There was no mistaking the pink hue that colored the woman's cheeks. “No.” The word seemed to catch in her throat. The quill scratched across the paper as she made a note of his comment.

      “How about if…” Accommodating himself to the role he'd chosen to play for a moment, he deliberately let his voice trail off and pretended to ponder all manner of vice. But just when he'd settled on the perfect suggestion, he noticed her bracelet.

      The air rushed from his lungs and before he could think, he reached out, grabbed her wrist, and jerked it toward him. “Where did you get this?”

      Naturally, the woman tried to pull her wrist back, but Simon was stronger and refused to release her.

      “Let me go,” she demanded while glancing around as if seeking assistance. 

      “Not until you tell me why you’re wearing this.”

      She went utterly still and her eyes grew impossibly wide. “It was a gift,” she whispered. “I…I don’t know where it was purchased, if that’s what you want to know.”

      Simon narrowed his gaze, gave the bracelet one final look, and let her wrist go. “It isn’t. I already know that part.” She took a step back, dropping the quill in the process. “Matthew Strong ordered it from a jeweler on Bond Street when he returned from France. He said it would make a fine gift for his daughter.”

      Panic materialized on her face. When she spoke again, her voice was hoarse. “Why would you say that?”

      “Because I was there.” Her lips parted with pure shock and Simon studied her features more closely. It couldn't be. Not here in a brothel. And yet the resemblance was now unmistakable. Filled with disbelief, Simon stared back into her gorgeous blue eyes. “My God. You’re her, aren’t you? You’re Ida Strong.”

      She shook her head and stepped back further. “I should tell the girls you're waiting.”

      “One moment. I have questions pertaining to you and your father.” Simon rounded the desk but Miss Strong was swifter.

      Before he was able to reach her, she darted toward the nearest door and thrust it open. “Vince. I need your help.”

      “Miss Strong. Wait!” Simon strode toward the room she’d disappeared into.

      “What’s going on?” a deep voice asked from within.

      “He grabbed my wrist,” Simon heard Miss Strong say as he reached the room. “You must make him leave.”

      “Miss Strong,” Simon shouted with every hope of calling her back, “I merely—”

      A massive man with a frosty glare stepped into Simon’s path. Behind him, Simon could see a few men, thankfully none he recognized, being entertained by Amourette’s women. Some were clearly indifferent to the disturbance, carrying on without pause, while others stopped their kissing and fondling to stare first in Miss Strong’s direction and then in his.

      Simon instinctively backed up a step. So much for keeping a low profile.

      He cursed himself, and then he cursed her. Why the devil did she have to run off?

      The giant took one step toward him and then another, forcing Simon back even further in the direction of the front door. “We don’t like trouble ’ere, and we sure as ’ell don’t tolerate anyone botherin’ the girls.”

      “But I just—”

      “Ye need to leave.”

      “I don’t suppose I could speak with the owner?” Simon tried.

      The giant crossed his arms and raised an eyebrow. “She’s busy.”

      “Of course she is,” Simon grumbled as he turned away. The only response he received was the sound of the door swinging shut behind him as he left.

      Knowing he was unlikely to find a carriage nearby, he began making his way back toward Oxford Street. Miss Strong was supposed to be dead, yet here she was, clearly alive and well. He needed to know how that could be. He needed answers only she could provide. More than that, her father had been a good man – one of the finest Simon had ever known – and if there was some way in which he could right the wrong he’d once done Matthew Strong, Simon knew he would have to at least try.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Two

          

        

      

    

    
      “I’m afraid it’s worse than we feared,” Philipa said when she brought a tray up to Ida the following day. It was past noon – the usual time for breakfast in a place where no one retired until the early hours of the morning.

      Accepting the tray, Ida set it on her bed and drew a shuddering breath. She’d hardly slept a wink. After Mr. N’s departure, she’d fled upstairs to her bedchamber, locked the door, and prayed no one had taken notice of her or him or the name he’d bandied about without a care in the world. Apparently, that was not the case.

      “How bad is it?” she asked her aunt, perching beside the tray and pouring a cup of tea. Her fingers shook with trepidation.

      Philipa sat in the only chair the room had to offer. “One of the men who were here last night must have been a reporter, because you made the headlines. Traitor’s daughter resurfaces in a local brothel. Or something to that effect.”

      “Oh God.”

      “The article itself went on to describe the events that led to your father’s death. Of greatest concern of course is that your name was mentioned along with your location and the fact that you’re very much alive.” Philipa shook her head. “What on earth were you thinking?”

      “It never crossed my mind that I would be found out by a man I’ve never even met.” Ida tried to sip her hot beverage, but it was hard forcing the liquid down. Frustrated, she set her cup aside and glanced at the toast her aunt had prepared. She wasn’t the least bit hungry. “I’m sorry. It was stupid of me to show myself, but he was clearly the sort of man who would have given Amourette’s a bad name if he was dissatisfied with the service.”

      “That would have been a risk I was willing to take.”

      Meeting her gaze Ida told her, “In the end it was the bracelet that gave me away. He recognized it.”

      “Well, there’s no use worrying over how it happened now. What’s done is done,” Philipa said. “What matters is that you are no longer safe here. You’ve got to leave, Ida. As soon as possible.”

      “I know. I’ll go to Guthrie. He always said I should come to him if I was in trouble.”

      “Yes. He told me the same thing and I think—”

      “Philipa?” Scarlet, a long-time employee of Philipa’s, gave Ida’s door a gentle rap before popping her head into the room. “There’s a man downstairs inquiring after Ida. He says he was here last night and that he would like to speak with her.”

      “No,” Ida said. “Tell him I’m not here.”

      “Vince already tried that, but as it turns out, the man is an earl and refuses to be turned away.”

      “Nevertheless,” Ida said, “I wouldn’t be in this mess if it weren’t for him. He’s the one who outed me. My name and location are in the paper. I simply don’t trust him. Earl or not.”

      “All right.” Philipa stood. “I’ll speak with him myself. In the meantime, you will grab whatever you need and head out the back. Go to Number Two Soho Square. That’s where Guthrie lives. And, Ida?”

      “Yes?”

      “Let me know when you’re safe.”

      “Of course.” Ida gave her aunt a swift hug and then proceeded to do as instructed. She grabbed a satchel from under her bed, shoved some clothes and other personal items into it, and exited her room.

      “It is imperative that I speak with her,” a man’s voice insisted. “Just… Oh, for heaven’s sake!”

      “My lord,” Philipa could be heard saying, “you cannot go up there. My goodness, Vince. Do something.”

      Ida didn’t hesitate one more second. With her satchel flung over her shoulder, she ran.
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      The same giant Simon had come across last night – Vince, he supposed – grabbed Simon by the front of his jacket, and hoisted him up until he was teetering on his toes.

      “I just want to speak with Miss Strong,” Simon gasped. “Why the bloody hell can’t you grasp that?”

      “My lord,” the woman who’d introduced herself as Philipa Harding, Amourette’s proprietress, said with an impatient roll of her eyes, “might I suggest you calm down?”

      “It would help if this person would let me go.”

      Ms. Harding sighed and tilted her head in a manner that instantly got Vince to loosen his hold. Simon rocked back on his heels for a moment before regaining his balance. He gave Vince a glare, then addressed Ms. Harding. “I was perfectly calm until I was told no one here knows of anyone named Miss Strong. It has even been suggested that I imagined her while in a drunken stupor.”

      “Such things have been known to happen,” Ms. Harding murmured.

      “Right.” Simon raked his fingers through his hair and glanced around. “I just wanted to ask her about her father. And to find out why she’s here of all places when I’ve thought her dead for the last four years.”

      Ms. Harding gave him a serious stare. “Then I shall wish you better luck elsewhere, my lord, for I do not know the woman you’re seeking.”

      “But—”

      “Good day, Lord Fielding.”

      Simon clamped his mouth shut and clenched his fists. He was being dismissed – turned away – lied to.

      Furious, he stormed from the building and searched the street for the hackney he’d hired. He hadn’t relished having his own – the one with the Fielding crest on each side – sitting outside a St. Giles brothel in broad daylight. With a quick glance in both directions, he promptly cursed. Of course the damn thing had driven off. Why wouldn’t it have? Considering the luck he was having it would probably start raining too at any moment.

      Christ!

      There was nothing for it but to start walking. Lingering in this unsavory neighborhood certainly wouldn’t help. Turning, he avoided making eye contact with a scruffy man who’d just dragged his weight onto the opposite street corner using his crutches. Two other men with snarly expressions started in Simon’s direction. Eyes trained straight ahead, Simon skirted Amourette’s and began hurrying back toward Oxford Street in the hope of escaping what could potentially turn into a nasty fight if they tried to rob him.

      He rounded a corner, darted down an empty alley, and arrived in a wider street where he found two women sitting outside on a doorstep, each with an infant in her arms. Bleakness was etched upon their faces, the rags they wore so filthy he felt his insides twist in response. Without thinking, he retrieved a couple of coins, one for each, and handed them over.

      “Thank ye, sir,” one of the women muttered.

      Simon nodded and started walking away when he glimpsed a female figure up ahead, hurrying along in the same direction he’d been heading. His pulse leapt in recognition. The edge of his mouth drew upward. He quickened his pace, determined to catch Miss Strong, when he realized he wasn’t the only one following her. A man wearing an oversized coat and with a brown cap pulled down over his brow appeared to be dogging her movements.

      Unease pricked the back of Simon’s neck, increasing tenfold when she disappeared down a side street and the man pulled a knife from his pocket while hurrying after her. Simon started to run while terror ripped through him. He’d failed her father once. He would not fail her as well.

      A scream pierced the air, turning the blood in his veins to ice.

      No.

      He reached the street and darted down it, spotting Miss Strong and her attacker almost at once. “You there! Let go of that woman right now.”
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      Even though Ida had known the article in the morning paper would put her in danger, she hadn’t imagined an attempt on her life so soon. She’d been completely unprepared for it, and since the area wasn’t exactly the sort where one could rely on anyone rushing to help, she’d realized she would have to fight off her assailant alone.

      So she’d screamed and kicked while using her hands to push against him, only vaguely aware of the shout that distracted him from his purpose. Her assailant froze and spat out a curse. Breathing heavily, he glanced toward the approaching figure, then promptly shoved her aside and took off.

      Ida stumbled and spun. She barely had time to take a deep breath before strong hands grabbed her. A solid wall dressed in superfine wool and infused with the rich scent of leather, musk, and a hint of coffee, held her in place. The familiar smell of the man who’d caught her was unmistakable. It was the same man from last night. For all she knew, she’d escaped one attacker only to land in the arms of another.

      Increasingly frightened, Ida jammed her heel into his shin.

      “Bloody hell.” He promptly released her. “I’m only trying to help.”

      “Help?” She glared at him. “I was almost killed because of you.”

      He frowned. “Because of the article in the paper?”

      “Why else?”

      He glanced around. “I can think of any number of reasons in this area.”

      “That wasn’t an ordinary robbery.” Keeping a cautious eye on him, she went to collect the satchel she’d dropped in the scuffle. “I was perfectly safe at Amourette’s. No one knew I was there until you came along and ruined everything.”

      “I’m sorry. I didn’t know you were hiding.” He stepped toward her and she lurched back, placing her satchel between them. “Please. I mean you no harm.”

      She scoffed in response. “Forgive me, but I don’t know who you are, which means I have no reason at all to trust you. On the contrary, you’ve proven extremely unhelpful thus far.”

      “Aren’t you forgetting that I just saved you?”

      “Like I said, doing so wouldn’t have been required if you’d kept your mouth shut in the first place.”

      “Fine.”

      “Fine,” she echoed and started backing away.

      “Listen to me,” he said.

      Instead, she turned and set off once more.

      “Your father was a friend of mine,” he called after her. “We fought together in Spain.”

      Ida stilled. If he truly wanted to hurt her, he probably would have done so by now. Instead, he’d come to her rescue, and while she still had no clue who he was, it might be wise to actually hear him out.

      Expelling a breath, she gave a small nod and turned to face him. “Who are you?”

      He seemed to be studying her with the same degree of uncertainty she felt for him. “Simon Nugent. The Earl of Fielding.”

      “Well. I’m sorry about your shin.”

      His lips quirked. “I’m sure I’ll survive.”

      Ida hid a smile. “Good.”

      A brief silence followed before he asked, “Were you being honest just now? When you said you were almost killed because of me?”

      “Yes, although to be perfectly fair, it’s a bit more complicated than that.”

      “Does it by any chance have something to do with the statement you made right after your father’s hanging, about finding the man who ought to have died in his stead? As I recall, you went missing immediately after.” When she didn’t respond, he said, “I’d like to know more. Perhaps I can even help.”

      “Really?” She gave him a dubious look. “You’re a peer of the realm and I’m supposedly a traitor’s daughter. Do you honestly think a collaboration between us would work?” She shook her head when she saw the hesitance in his expression and swung away from him once more. “I don’t need your help, Lord Fielding. I’m perfectly fine on my own.”

      “I’m not leaving you after what just happened,” he said when he caught up and fell into step beside her. “Do you at least have somewhere safe you can go?”

      “Yes.” She would find Guthrie and ask him for help, not with running away, but with facing the villain responsible for her father’s death and for the attacks on her own life. The man deserved to be found and brought to justice. Her father deserved to have his name cleared.

      Four years ago she’d relented because she’d been scared, but she was older now and more furious than ever before.

      Nothing was going to stop her from finding out who was behind this.

      “Good. Then I will escort you there.”

      “You really don’t have to.”

      “I absolutely insist.”

      Ida clenched her jaw and tightened her grip on her satchel. He clearly wasn’t going to leave her side, and the truth was she wasn’t keen on walking alone after what had just happened. So they continued to wind their way through the intricate maze that was St. Giles. The air was thick with the pungent stink of refuse, and with dusk starting to fall, the streets here would soon be filled with criminals.

      “Come on,” she said, cutting across to Crown Street where they were less likely to be accosted. Quickening her pace, she led Fielding north toward Soho Square.

      “I should have known you’d come here,” Fielding said when they reached Windham House.

      Ignoring him, Ida climbed the steps and knocked. The heavy iron knocker fell hard against the front door. First once, then twice, until Guthrie’s butler finally answered.

      With one raised eyebrow and a pinched expression, the butler regarded them with reserved interest. “Yes?”

      “Is Guth…er…the duke at home?” Ida asked.

      “No. He is not.”

      Ida’s stomach clenched, but she refused to give up just yet. “What about the duchess?” Ida had met Regina a few times before and considered her a friend.

      “I’m afraid she’s also away.”

      “Away?” A horrible sense of foreboding settled over Ida’s shoulders.

      The butler raised his chin a notch. “The duke and duchess have travelled to Scotland. They’re not due back for another three weeks.”

      “Dear God.”

      As if sensing her distress for the first time, the butler’s expression relaxed a little. “If you have urgent business, you may leave a note, and I shall make sure it is posted to them.”

      Ida considered the offer. By her estimation it would take one week, possibly more for her message to reach them and at least another for them to respond, at which point they would almost be back in London anyway. Not to mention she really didn’t want to disturb their holiday with her concerns. “Thank you,” she said, “but there’s no need.”

      “Perhaps you would care to leave your name?”

      “No. I should go.” As it was she’d already stood about on the front step for too long. “I will call again once the duke and duchess return.”

      “As you wish,” the butler murmured. And then the door closed, leaving Ida alone with Fielding without the slightest clue what to do next.

      He grabbed her upper arm and drew her swiftly around the side of the building.

      “I propose we go somewhere more conducive to conversation,” he said as he glanced around. “There’s a decent tavern about a mile’s walk from here.”

      “I’d rather not.” Even if Fielding had known her father, he was still a stranger to her. The last thing she wanted to do was depend on him in some way or become his burden.

      As if disagreeing with her, her stomach rumbled.

      “You’re obviously hungry. Making sure you’re properly fed is the least I can do after all the trouble I’ve caused.” He leaned in, causing a prickly heat to wash over her skin. “I can assure you I harbor no ill will toward you. If I did, you would already be on your way to my secret lair.”

      “Nevertheless,” Ida stubbornly muttered while trying to picture what Fielding’s secret lair might look like. Judging from his neat appearance it was probably sparsely furnished and tidy, with furniture upholstered in—

      “Nevertheless?”

      She stared at him. “Are we hiding for my sake right now or for yours?”

      Fielding blinked. “Yours, of course.”

      “Really?”

      “Very well, if you must know I think discretion would serve us both well at the moment.” When she prepared to argue, the edge of his mouth drew upward in a manner that served to disarm her completely. He swept his arm forward. “Windham can’t help you right now, but I am prepared to do so instead. Shall we proceed?”

      Seeing no other option, Ida relented with a small nod and stepped past him, only to hear him sigh. “It’s not that way, Miss Strong.”

      Ida turned, waited for him to indicate the right direction, and promptly adjusted her course. He fell into step behind her, telling her where to turn as they went.

      Besides this, they refrained from speaking until they were comfortably seated in a private corner of The Red Cockerel, each with a tankard of ale. On the table between them was a platter containing a tempting selection of various hams and cheeses. Ida grabbed a couple of pieces and popped them into her mouth.

      “I was very sorry to hear of your father’s passing,” Fielding said while Ida continued to eat. “Considering everything he and I went through together, it came as quite a blow.”

      Ida snorted. “Really?”

      “You don’t believe me?”

      “Well, I don’t recall you coming to his aid when he needed help.”

      He sighed, scrubbed his jaw with his hand, and eventually took a long gulp of his drink. “You’re right. I should have done more.”

      Ida waited for him to return the tankard to the table then asked, “Why didn’t you?” When he didn’t answer, she snorted again and pushed back her chair. “You’re just like everyone else.”

      She started to leave but he caught her wrist and pulled her back. “You’re wrong about that.” His eyes moved to the chair she’d vacated. “Please sit.”

      “Why should I?”

      “Because unlike everyone else, I believe your father was innocent.”

      Ida lowered herself into her seat and gave him a hesitant look. “He never mentioned you.” She felt like it was a fact worth stating if only to see how Fielding responded.

      “To do so would have forced him to speak of the war, to relive the horror. I’m sure that’s something he not only wished to avoid but to spare you from having to hear of.”

      “Perhaps.” It was true that her father had never once told her of his experience in battle. Whenever she’d pressed him to do so, he’d changed the subject or told her it wasn’t worth talking about.

      Fielding took another sip of his drink. “The fact is Matthew Strong saved my life.”

      Ida couldn’t look away. Not with this new piece of information hanging between them. So she stared into Fielding’s brown eyes, noting the dark mahogany outer ring circling the lighter gold center. His dark blonde hair had since fallen into disarray with several stray locks now brushing his brow. Square-jawed with an aquiline nose and a perfectly shaped mouth, the earl possessed the sort of looks with which it was hard to find fault. So Ida was oddly pleased to see that the left side of his mouth rose slightly higher than the right when he smiled. An almost unnoticeable flaw to offset his perfection.

      She leaned forward, curious to hear his story and ridiculously eager to learn more about her parent. Fielding might be a stranger, but if he’d fought side by side with her father during the war, he offered her a connection she couldn’t pass up.

      Provided what he said was true, that was.

      She eyed him with apprehension. “Explain.”
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      Simon didn’t hesitate.

      “Wellington had besieged Burgos in the north of Spain, but the French launched a counteroffensive in an attempt to recapture Madrid.” Simon dropped his gaze to his tankard and paused for a moment to compose himself. When he looked up, he met her gaze with renewed resolve. “The attack forced the army’s retreat into Portugal and led to thousands of lives being lost. I was shot in the back while riding alongside your father. When he saw me go down, he pulled his horse to a halt and risked his own life to save mine. There’s no doubt in my mind that I wouldn’t be here today if it weren’t for him.”

      Angling her head in a pensive manner, Miss Strong seemed to scrutinize his appearance. Her next words proved him correct. “You don’t look like a soldier. And as the current Earl of Fielding, you must have been earl back then as well or at the very least your father’s heir, which would have made your participation in war unlikely.”

      She doubted him and while he couldn’t blame her for that, he desperately wanted her trust. Without it, she’d never accept his help, and while he had to admit he’d wanted nothing more than to apologize and ask a few questions of her when he’d set out for Amourette’s earlier, the situation had changed. He’d seen someone try to kill her. All because of something he’d done.

      “Wellington isn’t hindered by being one of the highest ranking peers in the land. He’s both a duke and a field marshal.” He sighed when she failed to comment. “I was a twenty-year-old viscount when I set off to liberate Spain from the French. My motive for joining the army had more to do with proving my worth to my father than helping a country I felt no allegiance toward, and while my mother protested my decision, no one else did. So I left, secure in the knowledge that my younger brother would step in as heir if I were unable to do so.”

      Simon tightened his grip on his tankard and tried not to let his thoughts linger on Jack. His brother with his ready smiles and debonair manner had been incredibly charming. He’d been the one all the women preferred. The scoundrel no one saw coming. Simon cast the unpleasant thought aside and cleared his throat.

      “While I appreciate your telling me this,” Miss Strong said, “I prefer not to rely on a stranger I met in a brothel.”

      Simon’s mouth dropped open. “Are you honestly going to judge me for being at Amourette’s when you yourself work there?”

      Her cheeks turned a bright shade of pink. “Forgive me. I meant no disrespect.”

      He stared at her. “Of course you did, but that’s beside the point.” Her eyes widened and he allowed himself a brief moment of satisfaction over shocking her in return. It wasn’t something he had a habit of doing, and yet it had the most curious appeal. Studying her, he asked, “Do you know the identity of the person who wants you dead?” When she didn’t respond he decided to ask a different question. “Do you know how they managed to pin the blame on your father?”

      “It’s really none of your concern.” She glanced at the door and drummed her fingers against the tabletop.

      “Perhaps not.” He covered her hand with his and almost snatched it back again at the jolt of awareness the contact caused. It had been an impromptu gesture intended to show support and reassurance. Instead, it made his heart thump harder. Still, he fixed his gaze firmly on hers and tried to ignore the look of surprise in her eyes. And then he said, “But I would like it to be.”

      “Why?”

      “Because I owe it to him and to you to do more.” Simon curled his fingers around hers and held on tight. “Miss Strong, he saved my life and yet I failed to defend him. Please, let me be of assistance.”

      She shook her head. “You have no idea what you’re asking for.”

      “What do you mean?”

      “I’m no longer going to run and hide. After what happened today, I plan to resume the work I began four years ago.” When he raised one brow in question she said, “Vengeance is what I seek. Against the man who committed the crime my father was accused of carrying out.”

      Simon withdrew his hand from hers and sat up straight. “Do you have any leads?”

      She tightened her jaw. “In spite of your wishes, it’s probably best if you don’t get involved.”

      When she prepared to leave, he grabbed her wrist once more and held her in place. “It would take a powerful man to do as you suggest. A member of the upper class.”

      She gave a small nod.

      “Then all the more reason for you to accept my help.” When she glanced at the exit he quietly added, “I know you’d prefer the Duke of Windham’s assistance, but since he’s not here, I’ll have to do.”

      The dubious look she gave him prompted him to add, “I have means, connections, and access to Society, without which you won’t get very far.”

      Apparent disagreement forced her eyebrows up a notch. “I’m not completely helpless, you know. I can afford a room to let for the next few months.”

      Panic rushed through him. “The devil you can. My God, if you think for one second I’m letting you wander off on your own without protection after someone just tried to kill you, you’re in for a surprise, Miss Strong.”

      Her lips quirked. “All right. If it means so much to you.”

      “It does.”

      Expelling a sigh, she resumed her seat, took a sip of her ale, and popped another piece of ham in her mouth. “Just as long as you don’t complain when you start regretting your offer.”

      Simon relaxed with a grin. Besides being the loveliest woman he’d ever seen, Miss Strong was also without a doubt the most stubborn and cynical. Working with her would likely be a challenge. But for a man who was starting to realize how bored he was with the humdrum of everyday life – of always playing by the rules – the opportunity Miss Strong offered, the chance to seek out a bigger adventure and be more daring, was one he couldn’t pass up. Least of all when it gave him the chance to do right by Matthew.

      First, however, there were some practical matters to discuss. He studied her for a moment, then said, “You’ll need a place to stay.”

      “An inn could work,” she said while munching on another piece of cheese. “With more people about than at a boarding house, I should be safer though it probably would be pricier.”

      Simon shook his head. “You’re not staying at an inn or anywhere else I can’t keep an eye on you.” When she opened her mouth to speak, he cut her off. “Our goal will be to unmask the man who led to your father’s wrongful conviction and caused his death. Considering the attempt that was already made on your life today, I’d say he plans to get rid of you fast. We have the small advantage of him not knowing where you’ve gone for now, but that doesn’t mean he won’t manage to find you again eventually. Especially if you plan on hunting for him as well.”

      “My lord—”

      “I own an extra townhouse.” He’d bought the place for his mother to live in when he and Gabriella had gotten engaged. For some peculiar reason, letting Miss Strong use it, knowing where she would be day and night, held a curious appeal. “There’s no staff there at the moment, but it shouldn’t take long to hire a cook and a maid, perhaps even a good-sized footman to keep you safe. I’ll set you up there as soon as we’re done here.”

      “Absolutely not.” Miss Strong’s cheeks turned a deep shade of pink. Leaning forward, she whispered, “I would be completely reliant on you for all things and…and…

      “And?”

      “People will think I’m your mistress.”

      Simon stared at her blankly. “I don’t really see the problem.”

      She crossed her arms and huffed out a breath. “Of course you don’t.”

      He made a sincere effort to understand her issue with what he believed would be a step up from being a St. Giles whore. Really, he should be the one insulted, not her. “It’s not as if you’re a gently bred young lady and I’m actually asking you to be my mistress.”

      “I know,” she agreed, her gaze averted.

      “And I won’t expect you to pay me back in sexual favors if that’s your concern. I promise.” Her eyes widened with a surprising amount of shock for a woman who earned her way in precisely that manner. “Of course, it wouldn’t be very practical if we’re to help you move about in Society. Perhaps it would make more sense for you to be my ward. As such, you would be residing at a respectable address, your wardrobe would not set you apart from any other lady of the ton, and most importantly, it would allow us the freedom to meet in private whenever we choose to discuss our plan. No one would question me visiting you, though you might need a chaperone.”

      As soon as the culprit they sought was found and brought to justice, Miss Strong would be free to remove herself from his life once again. It would be as if she’d never existed, as if—

      “I don’t like it.”

      Of course she didn’t. Stubborn and cynical to the core, she had probably conjured all manner of ulterior motives and ways in which he meant to use her to his advantage.

      “All right.” He folded his arms, placed both elbows on the table, and leaned toward her. Her irises flared and his muscles flexed in response. Something about his nearness disturbed her, though judging from her rosy cheeks, not on account of fear. “Do you have a better suggestion?”

      There was a long drawn out pause, after which she finally shook her head. “No.”

      Simon allowed himself an inward smile. Although he had his own apprehensions, he had to admit that having Miss Strong around for a while might prove interesting. “So it’s settled then?”

      Her rigid posture turned less combative. She blew out the most capitulating breath he’d ever heard. “Yes.”

      A strange surge of victory swirled inside him. “Good.” He indicated her tankard. “If you’re done, we can be on our way. The house isn’t far.”

      Looking as though she wished she could stay at the tavern for the next decade, Miss Strong grudgingly stood. “Thank you for the food and drink,” she said once they were back in the street. Darkness had fallen while they’d been talking.

      “It was my pleasure.” Simon nudged her away from the edge of the pavement so he could assume the precarious spot and linked his arm with hers. She was stiff, yet oddly alluring. “Since we’ll be working together, perhaps we should try to become better acquainted.”

      Her eyes remained fixed on a spot straight ahead, giving no indication that she’d even heard him. He cleared his throat and tried not to feel affronted by her lack of interest in him she showed. “Perhaps we can start with something simple. Like our ages.” How in God’s name knowing when they’d each been born would help forge a bond he’d no idea, but it was the first question that came to mind. And besides, he actually was curious to know how old she was. “I was born on September thirteenth. I’ll be three and thirty in a few months.”

      “I will be twenty in July,” she said, angling her head just enough to glance up at him. “On the fifteenth.”

      A soft sparkle in her eyes and the hint of a smile teasing her lips nearly made him loose his footing. She truly was stunning. Especially when she let down her guard. Unable to make his mouth work, Simon merely stared at her until she broke eye contact and returned her attention to the distant horizon.

      Simon nodded, even though she wasn’t looking at him and would not be able to see. “How did you end up at Amourette’s?”

      There was a brief hesitation and then, “Philipa Harding, the woman who owns Amourette’s, is my mother’s sister.” Simon didn’t know what precisely to say to that. As if sensing his befuddlement, Miss Strong chuckled. “I see I have managed to shock you into silence.”

      They reached a wider street and crossed to the opposite side. Still unsure of how to respond, Simon kept silent and was glad when Miss Strong continued with her account.

      “My mother and aunt were orphaned when they were six and ten. Thankfully, a decent couple who couldn’t have children of their own took them in. But they had little more than love to give them, so Mama and Philipa were forced to leave and find work for themselves when they each turned sixteen. Both lacked the necessary education required for well-paid employment, so it was a struggle. Eventually Philipa gave up and turned to prostitution. By the time Mama had to find work for herself, Philipa had earned enough to ensure her younger sister would not have to head down the same path as she. She paid for Mama to take cooking lessons. When Papa sought a cook for his new home in London, she answered the advertisement, and that’s how they met.”

      “That’s quite a romantic tale.”

      “One that came to a very sad end the day Mama died,” Miss Strong reflected with a wistful murmur. They turned a corner. “Papa was away at war when consumption took her. When he returned and I told him what had happened, the light in his eyes faded and never fully returned.”

      “He must have loved her deeply.”

      “Yes. He did.” She gave Simon an assessing look – the sort that seemed to pierce his soul. “Papa was a good, kindhearted person. He was raised as a gentleman, so one would think Mama’s relationship to a whore would have put him off. But it didn’t.”

      “Because his love for her was greater than his concern for respectability?”

      Pity—for him, he realized with some indignation puckered her brow. “No. It was because a person’s character always mattered more to Papa than where they came from or what they did for a living.” She gave a soft snort and turned her attention away from him once more. “And as far as character goes, Philipa possesses one of the finest.”

      Except she was still a whore as well as the owner of London’s most infamous brothel. Simon considered this for a moment and almost felt compelled to give his cravat a tug. As a man who’d always avoided the tiniest whisper of scandal, who’d sought respectability at every turn, deciding to seek adventure with a woman who sold herself to men for a living filled him with discomfort. Not that he was about to renege on his new arrangement with Miss Strong, but he supposed it would be odd if the situation didn’t alarm him to some degree. After all, he was completely new to risking his reputation. Going to Amourette’s was the most daring thing he’d ever done in that regard. It had been meant as a brief departure from Social stricture. Instead, it had launched him straight into danger and mayhem with a woman he barely knew and with whom he would have wanted nothing to do until he’d met her last night.

      Hell, if someone had suggested he’d be risking his social standing right now in order to help a traitor’s daughter he’d found in a brothel, he would have laughed and then bet his fortune on them being wrong.

      “What about you?”

      Simon blinked. “What?”

      “I’ve told you a great deal about myself and how I came to be where I am. So what about you?”

      “Well, I was born into a wealthy upper-class household with little effort on my part.” He shrugged to dismiss a strange new feeling of inadequacy he’d never experienced before. “My father died while I was away in Spain, and I just lost my mother last year.”

      “Oh.” Her free hand settled over his as they walked. “I’m so sorry.”

      Even though his mother had been difficult to please, and he’d always felt like she’d been unreasonably critical of him, Simon knew she’d just had his best intentions at heart. No one will care much about what your brother does, Simon. As the heir to the earldom, all eyes will be upon you. One wrong move and your entire reputation will be put into question. Never forget that. Appearances matter.

      “Thank you.” He instinctively glanced around to make sure no one he knew was about.

      “At least you have your brother for support.” Her lips settled into a flat line. “Going through loss as an only child is incredibly hard.”

      “Yes,” he muttered while blindly placing one foot in front of the other in order to keep on moving. Discussing Jack was not going to happen.

      “Are the two of you close?”

      Simon took a deep breath. His stomach was rolling over with nauseating rapidity. “Not anymore.”

      “Oh. What a shame.”

      Too agitated to comment, Simon focused on the hard click of his heels against the pavement. He was immensely glad when the building they were headed toward came into view and prevented further questioning.

      “Here we are,” he said and promptly steered Miss Strong up the front steps. Reaching inside his jacket pocket, he retrieved the necessary key and unlocked the door. “After you, if you will.”
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remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



