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      This one is for Susan Elizabeth Phillips: great writer and a
member of the sisterhood. Here’s to friendship.

   
      
      
      PROLOGUE

      
      Late in the reign of Queen Victoria …

      
      She did not dare turn up any of the lamps for fear that some passerby would notice the light and remember it later when the
         police came around asking questions. The fog was thickening outside in the lane, but there was still enough moonlight slanting
         through the window to illuminate the tiny parlor, not that she needed the cold silver light. She knew the cozy rooms above
         the shop as well as she knew her own name. This small space had been her home for nearly two years.
      

      
      She crouched in front of the heavy trunk in the corner and tried to insert the key into the lock. The task proved incredibly
         difficult because her hands were shaking so terribly. She forced herself to take a deep breath in a futile attempt to slow
         her pounding heart. After three fumbling tries she finally got the trunk open. The squeaks of the hinges sounded like small
         screams in the deathly silence.
      

      
      She reached inside and took out the two leather-bound volumes she had stored there. Rising, she carried the books back across
         the room and placed them in the little suitcase. There were dozens more books downstairs in the shop, several of which would
         have fetched nice prices, but these two were far and away the most valuable.
      

      
      She had to limit the number of books she took with her; books were heavy. Even if she could have carried several more it would
         have been unwise to do so. A large quantity of valuable volumes missing from the shelves downstairs might arouse suspicion.
      

      
      For similar reasons she had packed only a minimal amount of clothing. It would not do for the police to discover that a supposed
         suicide had taken most of her wardrobe with her into the river.
      

      
      She closed the bulging suitcase. Thank heavens she had not sold the two volumes. There had certainly been times during the
         past two years when she could have used the money, but she had been unable to bring herself to let go of the books her father
         had treasured the most. They were all she had left, not only of him, but of her mother who had died four years earlier.
      

      
      Her father had never really recovered from the loss of his beloved wife. No one had been greatly surprised when he put a pistol
         to his head following a devastating financial loss. The creditors had taken the comfortable house and most of its contents.
         Mercifully, they had deemed the vast and distinguished library of little value.
      

      
      When she had found herself facing the customary career choices available to women in her position—a miserable life as a paid companion or a governess—she had used the books to do the unthinkable and, in Society’s opinion, the unforgivable:
         She had gone into trade.
      

      
      In the eyes of the Polite World, it was as though she had magically ceased to exist. Not that she had ever been acquainted
         with anyone from that world. The Barclay family had never moved in Society.
      

      
      Her knowledge of book collecting and collectors, garnered from her father, had made it possible to begin turning a small profit
         after only a few months in business. In the two years that the shop had been open she had succeeded in establishing herself
         as a small but successful dealer of rare books.
      

      
      Her new life, with its sensible wardrobe, journals of accounts, and extensive business correspondence, was a long way from
         the comfortable, genteel world in which she had been raised, but she had discovered that owning and operating her own shop
         was deeply satisfying. There was a great deal to be said for having control over one’s finances. In addition, as a shopkeeper
         she had at long last been freed from many of the stultifying rules and restrictions that Society placed on well-bred single
         ladies. There was no denying that she had gone down in the world, but the experience had allowed her to take command of her
         own destiny in a way that had never before been possible.
      

      
      Less than an hour ago, however, the dream of a bright, independent new future that she had begun to fashion for herself had
         been destroyed. She was now in the midst of a nightmare. She had no choice but to flee into the shadows, taking only a handful
         of personal items, the day’s income from book sales, and the two precious books.
      

      
      She must disappear—she understood that quite clearly—but she had to ensure that no one would feel compelled to search for
         her. Her feverish inspiration came from a report in the press that she had read a few days earlier.
      

      
      … For the second time in less than a week the Polite World mourns the shocking loss of a socially prominent lady. Sadly, the
         river has claimed another victim.
      

      
      Mrs. Victoria Hastings, said to be overcome by one of her recurrent bouts of despondency, threw herself off a bridge into
         the cold, merciless depths of the Thames. The body has not yet been recovered. Authorities speculate that it was either washed
         out to sea or else became tangled in some sunken wreckage. Her devoted husband, Elwin Hastings, is reported to be distraught
         with grief.
      

      
      Readers will recall that less than a week ago, Miss Fiona Risby, the fiancée of Mr. Anthony Stalbridge, also cast herself
         into the river. Her body, however, was recovered…
      

    

      Two ladies who moved in the Polite World had thrown themselves into the river in the same week. In addition, each year desperate
         and depressed women from far less exalted stations sought the same escape. No one would think it peculiar when it was discovered
         that an unimportant bookshop owner had committed suicide in a similar fashion.
      

      
      She wrote the suicide note with trembling fingers, concentrating hard to find the right words, convincing words.
      

      
      … I despair. I cannot live with the knowledge of what I have done this night, nor can I face a future that offers only the humiliation
            of a public trial and the hangman’s noose. Better by far the ultimate oblivion of the river …

      

      She signed her name and put the note on the small table where she had been in the habit of taking her solitary meals. She
         anchored the piece of paper with a small bust of Shakespeare. It wouldn’t do to have it fall to the floor and perhaps go unnoticed
         by the police.
      

      
      She put on her cloak and took one last look around the sitting room. She had been content here. True, the loneliness was sometimes
         hard to bear, especially at night, but one became accustomed to it. She had been thinking of getting a dog for companionship.
      

      
      She turned away and picked up the heavy suitcase. Once again she hesitated. There were two hats hanging on hooks in the wall:
         a summer bonnet and a large-brimmed, feather-trimmed affair that she wore when she went out walking. It struck her that it
         might be a very good thing—a very convincing thing—if the feathered hat turned up floating near a bridge, perhaps snagged on a rock or a bit of drifting wood. She seized
         the hat and clapped it on her head.
      

      
      Her gaze went to the curtain that concealed the bedroom. Another shudder slammed through her at the thought of what lay on
         the other side.
      

      
      Clutching the suitcase, she hurried downstairs and into the back room. She opened the door and stepped outside into the dark
         alley. There was no reason to bother with a key. The lock had been shattered less than an hour ago when the intruder had forced his way inside.
      

      
      She went cautiously along the alley, trusting to her memory of the narrow passage behind the row of shops.

      
      With luck it would be a few days before anyone started to wonder why Barclay’s Bookshop had remained closed for an extended
         period of time. But sooner or later someone—her landlord, most likely—would become alarmed. Mr. Jenkins would pound on the
         door for a time. Eventually he would grow angry. He would take one of the keys from the ring that he always carried and open
         up the shop, demanding the rent.
      

      
      That was when the body in the upstairs room would be discovered. Shortly thereafter, the police would begin their search for
         the woman who had murdered Lord Gavin, one of the wealthiest, most distinguished gentlemen in the Polite World.
      

      
      She fled into the night.
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      One year and two months later…

      
      The mysterious widow had vanished again.
      

      
      Anthony Stalbridge prowled slowly along the shadowy hallway, watching for a crack of telltale light beneath a door. All of
         the rooms appeared to be unoccupied, but he knew she had to be somewhere in the vicinity. A few minutes ago he had caught
         a glimpse of her disappearing up the dark flight of servants’ stairs.
      

      
      He had given her a little time before following her up the cramped staircase. When he emerged on the bedroom floor, however,
         Mrs. Bryce was nowhere in sight.
      

      
      The muffled strains of a waltz and the dull roar of champagne-inspired conversation emanated from the ballroom. The ground
         floor of the Hastings mansion was ablaze with lights and crowded with elegantly attired guests, but up here there was only
         the dim glow of an occasional wall sconce and an ominous silence.
      

      
      The house was a large one, but the only occupants were Elwin Hastings; his very new, very rich, very young bride; and the
         staff. The servants slept below stairs. That meant that most of the bedrooms on this floor would be empty.
      

      
      Vacant bedrooms at a large party sometimes proved tempting to guests in search of a location suitable for an illicit tryst.
         Had Mrs. Bryce come up here to meet a man? For some obscure reason he did not care to contemplate that possibility too closely.
         Not that he had any claim on her. They had shared a few dances and some cautious, excruciatingly polite conversation at various
         social affairs this past week. That was the extent of their formal association. But his intuition—not to mention every masculine
         instinct he possessed—had warned him that in reality they were engaged in a reckless fencing match. It was a match he had
         no intention of losing.
      

      
      Since their first meeting, Louisa Bryce had done her best to discourage his attentions, verbally at least. That was not entirely
         unexpected, of course, given the old scandal linked to his name. What intrigued him was that she seemed to go out of her way
         to put off every other man in the room at every party she attended.
      

      
      He was a man of the world. He knew that there were some women who were not attracted to men in a sexual manner, but, on the
         few occasions when he had coaxed Louisa out onto the dance floor and into his arms, he had been convinced that she was as
         sensually aware of him as he was of her. The waltz was an excellent test for that sort of thing. Then, again, perhaps he was
         deluding himself for the oldest reason in the world: He wanted her.
      

      
      She could not know that her scholarly gold-rimmed spectacles, unfashionable gowns, and earnest, painfully dull conversation
         only served to fascinate him. The studious, boring veneer was so manifestly fraudulent. He had to admit, however, that it
         appeared to be quite effective on the rest of Society. Her name was not connected to that of any gentleman. He had made a
         point of confirming that fact, discreetly, of course. As far as he could tell, Louisa was not involved in an intimate liaison
         with a man.
      

      
      The lady was most certainly a mystery, and one of the most mysterious things about her was her stealthy curiosity concerning
         their host tonight, Elwin Hastings, and the gentlemen involved in Hastings’s new investment consortium.
      

      
      A door opened at the far end of the hall. He moved into the deep shadow of a small alcove and awaited developments.

      
      Louisa emerged from the room. He could not see her features clearly in the gloom, but he recognized the uninspired maroon
         gown with its unfashionably small bustle. He also knew the proud tilt of her chin and the graceful set of her shoulders.
      

      
      In spite of the decidedly indiscreet situation, or perhaps because of it, a hot thrill of desire tightened his lower body.
         He watched her coming toward him out of the shadows and remembered how she had felt in his arms when he had danced with her
         a short time ago. She had done her best, as usual, to appear prim and boring, but no amount of stilted conversation could
         disguise the wary intelligence and intriguing challenge in those amber eyes. Nor could any amount of dull chatter detract
         from the feel of her elegant spine beneath his palm. He wondered if she realized that the harder she tried to discourage him,
         the more he felt compelled to discover her secrets.
      

      
      She hurried along the hall, oblivious of his presence, going back toward the servants’ stairs. The light from a wall sconce
         gleamed briefly on the rims of her spectacles. He was debating whether or not to step out into her path and confront her or
         continue to follow her when a rough voice rumbled from the top of the servants’ stairs.
      

      
      “Who goes there?” a man asked sharply.

      
      It was a demand, not a question, and it was not delivered in the polite, deferential tone of a servant.

      
      Quinby. One of the two guards who accompanied Hastings everywhere lately.

      
      Anthony reached out an arm, seized Louisa as she went past him, and dragged her to a halt.

      
      She turned toward him, mouth opened on a small shriek of startled surprise. Her eyes were very wide. He clamped his free palm
         over her lips.
      

      
      “Hush,” he said into her ear. “Trust me.”

      
      He pulled her tightly to him and kissed her hard enough to enforce silence.

      
      She resisted tensely for a couple of seconds. He deliberately deepened the kiss, demanding a response. Abruptly, she stopped
         fighting him. In that searing moment of intimate contact something as highly charged and as electrifying as a lightning bolt
         flashed between them. He knew she was aware of the sensation. He could feel her sudden, shocked reaction. It had nothing to
         do with the approach of the guard.
      

      
      Quinby’s heavy footsteps sounded in the hall. Anthony swore silently. He wanted nothing more than to continue kissing Louisa.
         He longed to drag her into the nearest bedroom, put her down on a bed, strip away the spectacles and the plain gown …
      

      
      “What are you two doing up here?” Quinby demanded.

      
      Anthony raised his head. He did not have to pretend a show of reluctance and irritation. Louisa stepped back, frowning as
         though she, too, was vexed by the interruption. He noticed that behind the lenses of her spectacles her eyes seemed a little
         unfocused and that she was breathing quickly.
      

      
      “It seems we have company, my dear,” he said evenly.

      
      Quinby was almost upon them. Big and broad-shouldered, he was dressed in a dark overcoat. One of the pockets of the coat sagged
         with the weight of the object inside. A large, expensive-looking gold-and-onyx ring flashed on one hand.
      

      
      Louisa rounded on the guard. Anthony sensed that she was unnerved, but she covered her reaction quite admirably by opening
         her fan with an irritated snap.
      

      
      “I do not believe we have been introduced,” she said in a voice that could have frozen a furnace. Although she was a good
         deal shorter, she somehow managed to look down her nose at Quinby. “Who are you to accost us?”
      

      
      “No offense, ma’am,” Quinby said, his hard eyes on Anthony, “but no guests are allowed on this floor. I’ll see you both back
         downstairs.”
      

      
      “We do not require an escort,” Anthony said coolly. “We know the way.”

      
      “Indeed,” Louisa said. “We most certainly do.”

      
      She collected a handful of her skirts and made to sweep past Quinby. He reached out and caught her elbow.

      
      She gasped, as though shocked to the core. “How dare you?”

      
      “Beggin’ your pardon, ma’am, but before you go, I’m obliged to ask what you were about up here,” he said.

      
      She glowered through the lenses of her spectacles. “Take your hand off me immediately, or I shall see to it that Mr. Hastings is informed about this incident.”
      

      
      “He’ll be informed about it in any event.” Quinby was clearly unruffled by the threat. “It’s my job to tell him when this
         kind of thing happens.”
      

      
      “What kind of thing, for heaven’s sake?” she shot back. “Whatever are you implying?”

      
      Anthony looked at Quinby. “Remove your hand from the lady’s arm.”

      
      Quinby’s eyes narrowed. He did not like taking orders, Anthony thought.

      
      “At once,” Anthony added very softly.

      
      Quinby released Louisa.

      
      “I’ll be needing an answer to my question,” he growled, his attention still fixed on Anthony. “Why did you come up here?”

      
      The question was clearly aimed at him, Anthony realized. Quinby was no longer concerned about Louisa.

      
      Anthony captured Louisa’s elbow in a proprietary manner, a lover’s manner. “I should have thought the answer is obvious. The
         lady and I came up here to find some privacy.”
      

      
      He could tell that Louisa was not thrilled with the implications of that explanation, but she clearly knew that she had no
         alternative other than to follow his lead. To her credit, she did not miss a beat.
      

      
      “Evidently we shall have to go elsewhere, sir,” she said.

      
      “So it appears,” Anthony agreed.

      
      He tightened his grip on her elbow, turned her around, and started toward the main staircase.

      
      “Now, see here,” Quinby said behind them. “I don’t know what you two are about, but—”
      

      
      “Precisely,” Anthony said over his shoulder. “You have no idea at all what my very good friend and I are doing up here, and
         that is the way it will remain.”
      

      
      “I was hired to keep an eye on things around the mansion,” Quinby announced, pursuing them down the hall.

      
      “I understand,” Anthony said. “However, the lady and I were unaware that the upper floors of the house were forbidden territory.
         We certainly saw no signs to that effect.”
      

      
      “Of course there aren’t any signs,” Quinby growled. “Folks like Mr. Hastings don’t go around posting signs in fancy houses
         like this one.”
      

      
      “Then you can hardly blame us for wandering up here when we concluded that we desired to get away from the crowd downstairs,”
         Anthony said pleasantly.
      

      
      “Hold on,” Quinby said.

      
      Anthony ignored him. “I believe my carriage will provide the seclusion that we are looking for,” he said to Louisa in a voice
         that was loud enough to carry back to Quinby.
      

      
      She slid him an uncertain look, but mercifully she kept her mouth shut.

      
      They started down the staircase. Quinby stopped at the top. Anthony could feel the guard’s eyes boring into his back.

      
      “We’ll have to leave now,” he said very quietly to Louisa. “If we don’t, he will be even more suspicious.”

      
      “I came here with Lady Ashton,” Louisa said uneasily. Her voice was equally low. “I cannot simply disappear; she’ll be frantic.”

      
      “I’m sure one of the footmen will be happy to convey a message to her informing her that you left with me.”
      

      
      She stiffened. “I cannot do that, sir.”

      
      “I don’t see why not. The night is young, and we have so much to talk about, do we not?”

      
      “I do not know what you mean. I appreciate your timely intervention back there in the hall, but it was not at all necessary.
         I could have handled that man. Now I really must insist—”
      

      
      “I’m afraid I am the one who must insist. You have aroused my curiosity, you see. I will not be able to rest tonight until
         I obtain some answers.”
      

      
      She gave him another quick, suspicious look. He smiled, letting her see his resolve. Her expression tightened, but she did
         not argue further. She was too busy plotting her escape, he thought, timing it, no doubt, to coincide with their arrival back
         in the ballroom, where the presence of the crowd would discourage a scene.
      

      
      “You will have to forget any notion you might have of abandoning me, Mrs. Bryce,” he said. “One way or another you will allow
         me to take you home this evening.”
      

      
      “You cannot force me to get into your carriage.”

      
      “I wouldn’t dream of using force. Not when calm reason will very likely work just as well.”

      
      “What is the nature of this calm reason?”

      
      “Why don’t we start with the observation that you and I appear to have a mutual interest in our host’s private affairs.”

      
      He felt her take in a quick, startled breath. “I have no idea what you are talking about.”

      
      “That was Hastings’s bedroom you emerged from a few minutes ago.”
      

      
      “How do you know that?” she said. “You are guessing.”

      
      “I rarely guess, Mrs. Bryce. Not when I have the facts before me. I know that was Hastings’s bedroom because I obtained a
         floor plan of the house yesterday.”
      

      
      “Good heavens, sir.” Sudden comprehension and something that looked a lot like unmitigated relief brightened her face. “You
         are a professional burglar. I had began to suspect as much.”
      

      
      A proper, well-bred lady would have been horrified, he reflected. Louisa did not seem the least bit put off by the notion
         of being escorted by a member of the criminal class. Instead, she was clearly intrigued. Delighted would not be too strong a word. He had been right: She was a most unusual female.
      

      
      “You can hardly expect me to confirm your suspicions,” he said. “The next thing I know you’ll be summoning the police and
         having me arrested.”
      

      
      To his astonishment, she laughed. The sound captivated him.

      
      “Not at all, sir,” she assured him with an airy wave of her fan. “It is nothing to me if you make your living by stealing
         from the likes of Elwin Hastings. I must say, this news does explain a few things, however.”
      

      
      It occurred to him that the conversation was veering off in a rather bizarre direction.

      
      “What do you mean?” he asked.

      
      “I will admit that ever since I met you at the Hammond ball I have been quite curious about you, sir.”

      
      “Should I be flattered or alarmed?”

      
      She did not answer that question. Instead, she smiled, looking as satisfied and smug as a small cat curled in front of the
         fire.
      

      
      “I thought from the first that there was something decidedly mysterious about you,” she said.

      
      “What was your clue?”

      
      “Why, you asked for an introduction and actually danced with me, of course.” She flicked her fan open and closed in a small
         gesture that implied she had proved her point.
      

      
      “What is so odd about that?”

      
      “Gentlemen never care to make my acquaintance, let alone take me out onto the floor. When you danced with me again at the
         Wellsworth reception I realized immediately that you were perpetrating some clandestine scheme.”
      

      
      “I see.”

      
      “I assumed, of course, that you were using me as a cover to conceal your interest in some other lady.” She paused delicately.
         “A married woman, perhaps.”
      

      
      “You have obviously spent a great deal of time and energy thinking about me in the past few days.”

      
      As much time as he had spent contemplating her, he thought. He found that satisfying.

      
      “You were a puzzle,” she said simply. “Naturally I felt the need to find an answer. I must say, this is a most fortuitous
         turn of events.”
      

      
      They arrived in the front hall before Anthony could come up with a response to that statement. A footman in old-fashioned
         blue-and-silver livery, a powdered wig on his head, stepped forward.
      

      
      “Mrs. Bryce’s cloak, please,” Anthony said. “You may summon my carriage and then inform Lady Ashton that the lady has left with me.”
      

      
      “Yes, sir.” The footman hurried away.

      
      Louisa made no further protest. Anthony got the impression that she was as eager to be away now as he was. Apparently the
         idea of setting off into the night with a professional thief did not worry her overmuch. He was not sure how to take that.
      

      
      The footman returned with a dull maroon cloak that matched the dull maroon gown. Anthony took it from him and arranged it
         around Louisa’s shoulders. The small act of gallantry would send a message that would not go unnoticed. If Hastings questioned
         him later, the footman could say in all honesty that Mrs. Bryce and Mr. Stalbridge appeared to be on very intimate terms.
      

      
      The carriage appeared at the foot of the steps. Louisa allowed herself to be handed up inside. Anthony followed before she
         could change her mind.
      

      
      He sat down across from her and closed the door. The dark confines of the cab enveloped them. In the intimate space he was
         intensely aware of Louisa’s delicate scent, a mix of some flowery cologne and woman. He was half-aroused, he realized. He
         had to force himself to concentrate on the business at hand.
      

      
      “Now, then, Mrs. Bryce,” he said, “where were we?”

      
      “I believe you were about to tell me something of the nature of your unusual profession.” She reached into her muff and withdrew
         a pencil and a notepad. “Would you mind turning up the lamps? I want to take notes.”
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      There was an acute silence.
      

      
      Louisa looked up. Anthony was gazing at her, dumbfounded. She gave him what she hoped was an encouraging smile.

      
      “Don’t worry,” she said, opening the small, leather-bound notebook that she carried everywhere. “I don’t intend to steal your
         trade secrets.”
      

      
      “Just as well because I don’t plan to reveal them to you,” he said dryly. “Put the notebook away, Mrs. Bryce.”

      
      A little chill feathered her nerves. It was the same shiver of alarm she had experienced when Lady Ashton had introduced him
         to her earlier in the week at the Hammond affair. His name had rung a very loud, clanging bell of warning, but she had assured
         herself that being asked to dance by the man whose fiancée was one of the two women who had drowned in the river a little
         over a year ago was sheer coincidence, not the Dread Hand of Fate. The social world, after all, was a relatively small realm. Nevertheless, when she saw him in the hall outside Hastings’s
         bedroom tonight she almost panicked. He could not know it, but the truth was, encountering him there had given her far more
         of a jolt than she had got from meeting up with the guard.
      

      
      She was certain she could have dealt with Quinby. After all these months in Society the image she and Lady Ashton had worked
         so carefully to establish had been generally accepted. She was Louisa Bryce, the unimportant, unfashionable, excessively dull
         relative from the country whom Lady Ashton had kindly taken in as a companion. There was no reason for Quinby to be overly
         suspicious of her.
      

      
      Anthony’s unexpected appearance in that hall, however, had shaken her nerve. This time there could be no denying that something
         more than coincidence was at work.
      

      
      She had known intuitively from their first meeting that the air of ennui and jaded disinterest that Anthony projected was
         an illusion. For that reason she had been very cautious around him. Perhaps it was for that very same reason he had fascinated
         her from the start.
      

      
      The realization that he was very likely a professional jewel thief not only reassured her, it had given her a brilliant idea.
         At least it had seemed brilliant at the time. She was starting to have doubts. Perhaps it was not inspiration that had struck
         her a few minutes ago. In hindsight, it might have been foolhardy desperation.
      

      
      She realized that he was watching her with a mixture of amused irritation and relentless determination.

      
      “If you insist,” she said, keeping her tone polite and trying not to show her disappointment. “No notes.”

      
      Reluctantly, she returned the notebook and pencil to the small pocket inside her muff.
      

      
      He had made no move to turn up the interior lamps as she had requested, so his features remained carved in shadows. But she
         had danced with him several times in the past week. His enigmatic eyes and the implacable planes and angles of his face had
         been imprinted on all of her senses. When her gloved fingertips had rested ever so lightly on his shoulder during the waltz
         she had been vividly aware of the strength in the sleek muscles beneath his expensively tailored coat.
      

      
      Dancing with Anthony was like dancing with a particularly well-dressed, well-mannered wolf: The experience was both dangerous
         and exhilarating. Kissing him a few minutes ago had been a thousand times more exciting and, no doubt, a thousand times more
         hazardous. She would never forget that shocking, thrilling embrace in the hall outside Hastings’s bedroom, she thought.
      

      
      There was an aura of cool self-mastery about Anthony, a steely edge that simultaneously attracted her and commanded her wary
         respect. She had heard that he had spent a great deal of time journeying to far-off lands before returning to England four
         years ago. She had a feeling that his experiences abroad had taught him to see beneath the surface in ways that others in
         Society did not.
      

      
      The Stalbridge family was considered by one and all to be heavily populated by eccentrics. For the most part they ignored
         Society. The Stalbridges, however, had become quite wealthy in recent years, and the family’s bloodlines were impeccable.
         Given those crucial factors, Lady Ashton had explained, Society could not ignore the Stalbridges. Anthony and the other members of his family were routinely included on every guest list, although
         they rarely accepted invitations.
      

      
      Any hostess who succeeded in attracting a Stalbridge to a social affair was widely considered to have achieved a great coup.
         The new Mrs. Hastings was no doubt very proud of having lured Anthony to the first ball she had given as a married woman.
      

      
      Satisfied now that the notebook and pencil had vanished, Anthony lounged against the seat and contemplated Louisa with faintly
         narrowed eyes.
      

      
      “What were you doing in Hastings’s bedroom?” he asked.

      
      The conversation was not going as she had intended. She had planned to take charge right from the start, but somehow he had
         seized control and was interrogating her. There was nothing she could do now but brazen it out.
      

      
      “I opened that door quite by accident,” she replied.

      
      “I trust you will not be offended when I tell you that I do not believe a single word of that extremely flimsy story, and
         I doubt if the man who stopped us would have, either.”
      

      
      “I had a perfectly sound story prepared to give that odious creature,” she shot back without stopping to consider her words.
         “If you had not interfered, I would have told him that I was merely looking for a room in which I could repair a tear in my
         gown.”
      

      
      “I don’t think he would have found that story any more believable than I do.” Anthony stretched out his legs and folded his
         arms across his chest. “By the way, the name of that odious creature, as you call him, is Quinby. He is a hired guard. Hastings
         recently employed two of them. Both carry revolvers.”
      

      
      She caught her breath. “Good heavens, sir. Are you telling me that Mr. Quinby was armed?”

      
      “The gun was in the pocket of his coat. I expect he also carries a knife. In my experience, men who grow up on the streets
         are usually quite comfortable with them.”
      

      
      “I see.” She swallowed hard, absorbing the information. “Did you acquire that experience in the course of your travels abroad?”

      
      “You have, indeed, made some inquiries about me. I’m honored to have captured your attention to such a degree.”

      
      She flushed. “Yes, well, as I said, your peculiar interest in me made me curious.”

      
      “I do not consider my interest in you at all peculiar. Trust me when I tell you that you are nothing short of fascinating,
         Mrs. Bryce. And in answer to your question, yes, I did spend some time in places where men commonly go about armed, and I
         learned a great deal.” He paused for emphasis. “I know men like Quinby when I see them.”
      

      
      She was not at all certain what to make of the nothing short of fascinating remark, so she decided to ignore it.

      
      “Well, that certainly explains a few things about Mr. Quinby,” she said briskly. “I did wonder why he felt he had the right
         to confront us in such a rude manner. I realized he was not an ordinary servant in the household.”
      

      
      “No,” Anthony agreed. “Lesson Number One, Mrs. Bryce: The next time you see a man in a coat that bulges somewhat oddly, pay
         attention.”
      

      
      “I will most certainly do so. Thank you for the tip, sir.”

      
      “Damnation. I am wasting my time trying to frighten you, aren’t I?”
      

      
      “I assure you, I am quite capable of being frightened, Mr. Stalbridge, but in my opinion, there is no substitute for facts
         regardless of the subject. Obviously, the more one learns about the criminal classes, the better equipped one is to protect
         oneself. Since you are clearly an expert, I am very grateful for any information you choose to provide.”
      

      
      “I must give some thought to my tutorial fees.”

      
      “What an excellent notion, sir,” she said, enthusiasm rekindling. “I am quite willing to pay for instruction in such matters.
         I would find it extremely useful.”
      

      
      He looked out the window into the night as though seeking answers from some metaphysical source. “Serves me right. I should
         have known better than to go down that path.”
      

      
      “I beg your pardon?”

      
      “Never mind, Mrs. Bryce. I am talking to myself. You have driven me to it.”

      
      She tapped a gloved forefinger on the cushion. Now that the initial shock of learning that she had been accosted by an armed
         man was fading, curiosity and excitement sparked. Why did Elwin Hastings feel the need to hire a pair of guards? It was a
         most intriguing question. Another question followed quickly on the heels of that one.
      

      
      She looked at Anthony. “How did you learn that Hastings had hired private guards and that they are armed?”

      
      Anthony pulled his attention away from the street scene. “Let’s just say that I pay close attention to Hastings’s affairs.”

      
      “Obviously. Well, what’s done is done. We must move on.”
      

      
      He seemed amused. “Is that all the thanks I’m going to get for rescuing you?”

      
      She smiled knowingly. “Let us have a bit of honesty here, sir. It was quite convenient for you to make yourself known at that
         particular moment, was it not?”
      

      
      “What do you mean?”

      
      “While I had an excellent excuse, we both know it would have been considerably more difficult for you to explain your reason
         for being in the hall. In fact, it seems to me that you should be thanking me for rescuing you from what would have been an extremely awkward situation.”
      

      
      She sat back, satisfied that she had turned the tables on him with that bit of logic.

      
      “Remind me to show my gratitude later,” he said. “To return to the subject at hand, I can think of only two reasons why someone
         would sneak upstairs during a ball. The first and most obvious is to engage in a tryst. Tell me, did you go upstairs to meet
         Hastings?”
      

      
      Startled, she could only stare at him in utter horror for a few seconds. Then she shuddered. “No. As if I would ever form a liaison with a man of his vile nature.”
      

      
      Anthony stilled. “What do you know of him?”

      
      “Among other things, he is a recently wed husband who insults his wife behind her back by patronizing a notorious brothel.”

      
      “How the devil did you discover that?” Anthony said, sounding genuinely intrigued.

      
      She almost laughed. “It never ceases to astonish me that men are always so shocked when they discover that women are not as naïve as they assume. We have our sources of gossip, sir, just as you do.”
      

      
      “I do not doubt that for a moment. Tell me, if you do not approve of Hastings’s morals, why did you accept an invitation to
         the ball this evening?”
      

      
      She hesitated, not ready to confide in him. His aggressive questioning was causing her to have serious second thoughts about
         the wisdom of seeking his assistance.
      

      
      “Lady Ashton wished to attend,” she said smoothly. “She asked me to accompany her.”

      
      Anthony gave that a moment’s consideration and then shook his head once. “I’m afraid that version of events lacks the ring
         of truth.”
      

      
      The cool accusation sparked her anger. “That is unfortunate, because it is the only version that exists.”

      
      “If you did not go upstairs with the purpose of meeting Hastings, then I must conclude that you went into his bedroom with
         the intention of taking something.”
      

      
      She froze. “I do not see why I should answer your questions when you have failed to answer any of mine.”

      
      “Forgive me. Once I set out to satisfy my curiosity, I tend to become obsessive.”

      
      “What a coincidence. So do I.”

      
      “What were you looking for in Hastings’s bedroom?” he said very softly.

      
      Her mouth went dry. Leaving the ball with him had, indeed, been a very bad idea. She could see that quite plainly now.

      
      “I have no idea what you are talking about, sir,” she said.

      
      “You will save both of us a great deal of time and energy if you simply answer the question.”
      

      
      She raised her chin. “Surely you do not expect me to respond to personal inquiries about my activities. We are barely acquainted,
         sir.”
      

      
      “After tonight, the Polite World will assume otherwise.”

      
      His words sent a searing chill through her. He was right. Gossip spread swiftly in Society. While it was safe to say that
         no one cared much about her, Anthony was a different matter entirely. Wealthy, single gentlemen with excellent bloodlines
         were always of great interest in elevated circles. In addition, there was the notoriety that still swirled around him due
         to his fiancée’s suicide. Tomorrow there would most certainly be talk, she thought.
      

      
      “The gossip will pass quickly,” she said. “Sooner or later you will dance with some other lady, and everyone will forget about
         me again.”
      

      
      “You sound quite eager to be rid of me. I am crushed.”

      
      “I am not some silly young girl fresh out of the schoolroom. We both know that you have no personal interest in me. You have
         been using me for some purpose of your own this past week.”
      

      
      “Is that what you think?”

      
      “Yes, of course.” She stomped quite ruthlessly on the little spark of wistful hope that had been flickering somewhere inside
         her. “Kindly credit me with some intelligence, sir. There is no other reason why you would have directed your attentions toward
         me. I must admit I have been wondering what you were about, but I believe that my questions have been answered tonight.”
      

      
      “Indeed? And what is that answer?”

      
      “In light of your career as a gentleman-thief, you obviously have your reasons for wanting to attend certain social affairs. It is equally obvious that you find it useful to distract
         people so that no one notices when you go about your business. For the past week you’ve found Lady Ashton’s poor relation
         from the country well suited to that purpose, haven’t you?”
      

      
      “You think I have been using you as camouflage for my criminal pursuits?” he asked, reluctantly fascinated.

      
      She spread her gloved hands wide. “I believe magicians refer to it as misdirection. If people think that the jaded Mr. Stalbridge
         is amusing himself by seducing a country widow, they will not wonder what else he might be doing.”
      

      
      “Damnation,” he said, not without admiration. “You really do believe that I am in the habit of helping myself to other people’s
         valuables.”
      

      
      “It is the only explanation that makes sense in light of the facts.” She cleared her throat. “May I assume that your evening
         career explains how the Stalbridge fortunes came to be revived in recent years? Lady Ashton told me that four years ago, before
         you returned to England, your family was rumored to be flirting with bankruptcy.”
      

      
      “You think I restored the family finances by taking up a career as a jewel thief?”

      
      “You will admit it is a viable hypothesis.”

      
      “Based on the fact that I asked you to dance on a handful of occasions this past week? No, Mrs. Bryce, I will not allow that
         it is a reasonable assumption. Your evidence is far too weak.”
      

      
      “Oh, there is a bit more to it than the dances, sir,” she said coolly.

      
      He did not move. “How much more?”

      
      “I saw you slip away from Lady Hammond’s ballroom the other night. I assumed you had an assignation in the garden, but you
         went up the back stairs instead.”
      

      
      “Good Lord, you followed me?”

      
      “Only as far as the foot of the stairs,” she assured him. “I felt that, under the circumstances, I had a right to know what
         you were about.”
      

      
      “Circumstances? Damn it to hell, woman, all I did was dance with you a few times.”

      
      “Yes, and I knew there had to be a reason for that,” she said. “As you, yourself, pointed out, there is a limited number of
         explanations for why a person would sneak up a flight of servants’ stairs during a social affair. Until tonight I had assumed
         you were in the habit of meeting your lover in that manner, but this evening I began to suspect that you were more likely
         a thief.”
      

      
      “You take my breath away, Mrs. Bryce.”

      
      She doubted that was a compliment. So much for trying to prod him into telling her the truth. He obviously was not going to
         confess to being a burglar. Fair enough. She certainly wasn’t about to confide her secrets to him, either, even if he did
         have an alarming effect on her pulse.
      

      
      “Given your profession, Mr. Stalbridge, you are hardly in a position to question my activities, let alone criticize.”

      
      “Mrs. Bryce, this conversation is far and away the most riveting one I have had in years. I will, however, be blunt. I do
         not know what you intended tonight, but I must tell you that you took a grave risk going into Elwin Hastings’s bedroom. You
         obviously have no conception of the enormity of the danger involved.”
      

      
      The grim certainty in his words gave her pause.

      
      “Surely I was in no serious jeopardy of anything other than having to face a few moments of mild embarrassment,” she said.
      

      
      “If you believe that, then I must tell you that you do not know as much about Hastings as you seem to think you do.”

      
      “I will allow that you may know considerably more about him.” She paused and then gave him an encouraging smile. “Perhaps
         you would be good enough to enlighten me?”
      

      
      His expression hardened. “Pay attention, Mrs. Bryce. If Hastings had cause to suspect that you might be a threat to him, you
         would be in great jeopardy.”
      

      
      She stopped smiling. “Surely you are not implying that he might go so far as to murder me simply because he learned that I
         accidentally opened his bedroom door.”
      

      
      “Yes, Mrs. Bryce, that is exactly what I am implying.”

      
      She drew a sharp breath. “Really, sir, that is preposterous. He is certainly not a nice man, but he is a gentleman. I doubt
         very much that he would stoop so low as to murder a lady who had done him no grave harm.”
      

      
      Anthony sat forward abruptly, making her gasp in surprise. He captured her wrists in his hands and leaned in close.

      
      “Heed me well, Mrs. Bryce. If I am correct in my conclusions about Elwin Hastings, he has already committed murder twice.”

      
      Horror reverberated through her. “Good heavens, sir. Are you certain?”

      
      “I have no proof yet, but, yes, I am certain.”

      
      “I suppose I must take your word for it,” she said slowly. “You no doubt have better connections in the criminal classes than
         I do, and therefore you are better informed about such matters.”
      

      
      “Do I detect a note of envy?”

      
      “Well, I must admit, I would find detailed information about the criminal underworld extremely useful from time to time.”
      

      
      “Just what line are you in, Mrs. Bryce?” he asked very gently.

      
      Another chill trickled down her spine. She was fiercely aware of the strength in his fingers. He wasn’t hurting her, but she
         was most definitely a captive. It took a great deal of effort to keep her voice calm and even.
      

      
      “Never fear, sir, I am not your competition,” she assured him. “I have no interest in Hastings’s jewels.”

      
      “Then what the devil did you hope to find in his room?”

      
      She hesitated a moment longer and then made her decision. He already knew that she had been in the room, and he had not betrayed
         her to the guard. It was clear that he was no friend of Elwin Hastings, and, although he appeared to be a gentleman, he was
         a self-confessed professional thief, a species not known for its scruples. It was not as though she had a great many options
         here. Anthony was an unusual gentleman; not at all like other men. He just might consider helping her, if only because he
         might find the challenge intriguing.
      

      
      “I was hoping to find proof that Hastings has a financial interest in a certain brothel,” she said. “A place called Phoenix
         House.”
      

      
      She held her breath.

      
      Anthony regarded her, evidently bereft of speech, for a very long moment. He released her wrists, but he continued to lean
         forward, resting his forearms on his thighs. He linked his fingers loosely together between his knees and regarded her as
         though she were a peculiar specimen in a strange zoo.
      

      
      “You seek evidence that Hastings invested money in a brothel?” he asked, as though wanting to be quite clear on the subject.

      
      She gripped her muff very tightly. “Yes.”
      

      
      “Do you mind if I ask why?”

      
      “Yes, I do mind. It is none of your affair, sir.”

      
      He nodded. “No, I suppose it isn’t. What made you think that this proof might be in Hastings’s bedroom?”

      
      “I managed to slip into his library earlier and go through his desk drawers. They were not even locked. I found nothing useful.
         The bedroom was the only other place I could think of to search.”
      

      
      “You went through his desk looking for documents related to his financial affairs.” Anthony seemed beyond astonishment now.
         He merely shook his head. “Of all the idiotic, reckless, foolhardy—”
      

      
      “I did not ask your opinion, sir,” she said, stiffening. “In any event, it was not that foolhardy. No one was about. The servants
         are all busy this evening.”
      

      
      “It is a miracle you were not caught by one of the guards.”

      
      “Yes, well, I was not aware of them at the time,” she admitted ruefully.

      
      “A serious oversight.”

      
      “Indeed,” she admitted. She straightened her shoulders. “As I was saying, the bedroom was the only other place I could think
         of to search.”
      

      
      “I assume that you did not find the proof that you were seeking?”

      
      “No, unfortunately.” She sighed. “I went through all of the drawers in the wardrobe, and I searched beneath the bed. There
         is a small writing desk near the window. The drawer was unlocked, but there was nothing inside. I could not think of any place
         else to look. There was no sign of a safe.”
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