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When Drew Foster is released from prison, he doesn’t much care about salvaging his soiled reputation. Though he’s working undercover, everyone in Victorian London believes him guilty of the Jack the Ripper murders and that his brother paid for his “innocence”.

Despite her genteel upbringing, Anna Jacobs is intent on finishing medical school and becoming a physician. Society’s ridicule has never bothered her, but when her brother, the Yard’s best detective, is scorned for letting Drew go, she confronts the one man who can set the record straight at a ball. She certainly doesn’t count on the rogue being dashing and handsome, nor on him stealing a passionate kiss.

Anna’s brazen contempt for his dangerous reputation captivates Drew, but he is harboring secrets that make him unfit to court any proper woman. As he finds himself an outsider among his colleagues at Scotland Yard, the feisty beauty offers up her medical knowledge to assist him on the case. But when the real killer returns to London to continue his reign of terror, can Anna find safety in Drew’s arms?
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And as always to my love, Paul, your support seems never-ending no matter how many times you come home to find that I haven’t yet showered and the kids have watched entirely too much television, and that we’re having eggs again for dinner. Love you.
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Prologue

London 1889

Andrew Foster sat in what he fondly referred to as “the hole” and waited. It was all he could do. Sit, wait and listen. The other inmates fought and wailed and hurled curses at one another. It was a wretched existence.

The metal gates a few cells down from his opened and then closed with a heavy slam, and he heard voices. It was dark in his pit; although torches spit and sparked on the walls outside his bars, they offered no real solace from the black surrounding him. After all those years of heavy drinking, it would have been easier if he had finished the job and drunk himself to death. It would have at least saved him from this wretched fate.

Of course it was the damn drink that had put him here in the first place and made him feel so piss-poor. The retching had stopped, but he still suffered from the tremors.

Footsteps sounded and then his own gate rattled.

“Drew.”

The voice belonged to Simon Jacobs. The lead investigator on the Jack the Ripper case, the series of crimes that had landed Drew in this small piece of hell. Still Drew was thankful for the visit. So far the man came once a day, to check in with him and give him reports of the goings-on in London. Drew knew it was to prevent him from succumbing to the darkness. Simon didn’t believe Drew guilty; he’d merely been doing his job. Drew wasn’t a fool, though. He knew this wouldn’t last forever. Eventually Simon would stop visiting. No one would come to see him and then he would rot in here alone with the rest of London’s criminals.

He inhaled sharply and was pleased to smell something other than the filth surrounding him. “Simon,” Drew said. “Smells as if it might rain.”

“Indeed, dark clouds have been rolling in and collecting all day.” There was a pause as Simon got close to the bars. “I need to speak with you. It is of great importance.”

Drew stepped forward. “I’m not going anywhere,” he said with a shrug.

Simon looked over his shoulder, then gripped two of the bars. “I know you didn’t do this. I know you’re not the killer we seek. And we’ve had a situation. One that will prove your innocence to everyone else.”

Drew’s heart thundered in response. Did he dare hope he would be released from this prison? “What happened?” Drew asked.

“Another attack—another victim—but this time she survived. That is what will keep you in here a little longer.” Simon shook his head. “There are those who believe this wasn’t the same man. But I know it was.”

Drew nodded. “So I might get out. Someday.” Hope crumbled from him and fell to the dirt floor beneath his bare feet.

“You will get out. And when you do, I will need your help.” Simon paused and again looked behind him. “I know you don’t owe me anything, as I’m the one who brought you here. But I think you’re in a unique position to assist in this investigation.”

Drew narrowed in on Simon’s features. The man was sincere and earnest, Drew could plainly see that. “What are you asking, Simon?”

“How would you like to do some work for me? Secret work,” Simon said. “For whatever reason, the Ripper used you to take the fall for his crimes.”

“You believe he framed me?” Drew asked. He had suspected the same thing. The evidence had been too convenient and he’d been too bloody drunk to offer an alternative explanation.

Simon nodded. “He enjoys toying with people. He especially enjoys toying with the police. What better way than to send us off investigating the wrong man? But I believe because he picked you, you were obviously in the same places he was, at least part of the time. Perhaps you even know him. You could be quite useful in this investigation.”

“So essentially you want me to become a spy for you? For the Yard?” It was an appealing offer. Frankly Drew was feeling ready to unmask the real killer and get the hell out of this place.

“I do. I know this is a lot to consider, so I shall give you time. I merely wanted to speak with you first, before you were released.”

Drew shook his head. “I don’t need any time,” he said. There was nothing to consider. If he got out of here, he was going after the bastard who had put him there—might as well have official resources and make some coin while he was at it.

“I should hope you would reconsider—”

“I’ll do it,” Drew said, interrupting Simon.

“Oh. Excellent.” Simon tapped a finger on the bars. “In the meantime, I shall work on getting you released.”

“You do that. The food in here is terrible.”


Chapter One

Anna Jacobs closed her textbook and stifled a yawn. “Simon, I do believe I’ve had enough. For tonight, that is.”

Her older brother looked up from his notes. “When is your examination?”

“Not for a few weeks still.” She gathered her books in a tidy pile, then stood. “But I do like to be prepared.”

“Indeed. Come along, then, I shall walk you home.” Simon carried her books and they stepped out into the cool evening air. The streets were relatively empty, save for a carriage now and again. People were either abed or attending one of the evening’s balls.

“Do you think you’re any closer to indentifying him?” Anna asked. Simon was the lead investigator on the Jack the Ripper murders. Recently he’d come close to catching him, but the villain had got away.

“I have a few more leads to investigate, but the chief superintendent is losing patience with me,” Simon said.

“Well, that is ridiculous. They certainly weren’t handling the investigation any better without you.”

A ruckus broke out in the alleyway adjacent them. Simon shoved Anna’s books at her. “Stay here,” he barked.

Then he ran in the direction of the commotion. As best she could tell three men had pinned a fourth on the ground and were taking turns kicking and hitting him. Poor creature.

Simon yelled and the men scattered, leaving the one on the ground alone.

Anna set her books aside and ran to aid her brother.

“Christ, Drew, is that you?” Simon asked. He looked up at his sister. “Anna, help me get him into the house. You can tend his wounds while I find some constables to round up the perpetrators.”

Anna helped pull the bleeding man to his feet, then together they hauled him up the stairs of Simon’s front stoop. Two footmen came to their assistance. Simon barked out instructions, then turned and ran back to the alleyway. The servants helped her bring the injured man into Simon’s study and laid him gently onto the settee. Anna gave them a list of items she’d need to care for the wounds; once they were off gathering the materials, she turned her attention to the man.

His eyes were closed, but his brow furrowed and the muscle in his jaw ticked as he clenched his teeth. He was, quite obviously, in a lot of pain. Her nerves hitched in her throat, but she swallowed hard against them. She was to be a physician. She could manage this man’s injuries.

“Sir, can you hear me?” she said.

He grunted in response.

“Excellent. Can you tell me your name?”

Just then the footmen returned with her supplies and then looked to her for further instructions. “I shall need you to remove his shirt so that I can access the damage done to his torso.”

The men went about doing as she instructed. She removed her brother’s brandy decanter and set it on his desk, then used the tray to organize the items she’d requested.

“Drew Foster,” the man rasped.

Anna stopped cold. “Did you say Drew Foster, as in the younger brother of the Duke of Carrington? The one recently imprisoned for the Jack the Ripper murders?” she asked.

“One and the same,” he said, then released a hoarse cough.

“My lady, he’s bleeding pretty steadily here,” one of the footmen said.

“Hold his shirt to the wound to staunch the bleeding.” She wrestled open one of the windows and poured brandy on her hands to clean them before carrying the tray back over to him. Drew Foster. She knew him by reputation only. Knew that he was a drunk and a lecher, and kept wretched company if he was in the same place as Jack the Ripper on more than one occasion. While many still believed him guilty of the crimes, her brother believed Drew innocent. She didn’t have to approve of Drew Foster, but she would agree with her brother’s assessment of his guilt.

Carrying the tray back to where her patient lay, she set it down on the occasional table nearby and assessed the damage. His face had taken a pounding, one eye was swollen shut and abrasions marked up his cheeks and forehead. Bruises were already forming on his torso, but she couldn’t help noticing the tight muscles of his abdomen, muscles that were artfully carved. He was too thin, no doubt from his stint in prison, but he still cut a fine figure. Good heavens, what was the matter with her? She was not to assess his physique, but rather tend his wounds. She took the shirt from the footman and lifted it off the wound. “This will need to be stitched up.”

“Find my valet, girl,” Foster said through his teeth. “I’ll not have a woman such as yourself treat my injuries.”

“I hardly think you are in a position to make such demands,” she retorted, then she poured a liberal amount of the brandy on his wound.

He flinched and swore, making no concessions for her feminine ears.

She returned in kind by being none too gentle as she inserted the needle into the flesh of his upper side. “I suppose along with your other charming qualities, you’re one of those numskulls who believes the only stitching a woman should do is at her needlepoint table.”

“I didn’t precisely say that. Ow!”

He didn’t have to. She was used to people’s attitudes about her attending medical school. “Who were those men who attacked you?” she asked, ignoring his yelp of pain.

“How the devil should I know?” His green eyes pinned her. “What kind of woman are you, walking about the streets after dark?”

“I’ll have you know I am perfectly respectable—”

“Not if you’re attending that school for women doctors. Ow!”

She tied off the stitch and put a salve on his wound. “You have a decidedly backward attitude, Mr. Foster,” Anna retorted. “Society needs as many qualified doctors as—”

He held up a hand. “Spare me the lecture, Miss Jacobs. I’ve endured about as much as I can stand for one evening.”

Anna knew it was pointless to try to enlighten anyone so small-minded. If only there were more men in the world like her brother, society would have fewer ills.

“You are badly bruised, Mr. Foster,” she said, examining the rest of his injuries. “Lie still another moment. This will most assuredly be a blackened eye.” She ran a finger along the sensitive skin already bruising beneath his eyebrow. He winced.

Just because he was churlish did not mean she wouldn’t treat him to the best of her ability. She took a bottle of liniment from her bag and poured a dollop onto the palm of her hand, then began to rub it gently across his abdomen, where the worst of the bruising appeared to be.

“I hardly think that is necessary,” he grumbled.

“I can stop, but you will hurt worse in the morning without it.” She paused, her hands merely resting on his taut stomach. She was already having to concentrate doubly on his injuries so that she wouldn’t focus on the play of his muscles beneath her palms.

“Do what you must,” he said.

She worked quickly, doing her best to finish so she could remove herself from Drew Foster’s presence. He was precisely as she’d imagined him: boorish, crude, not to mention narrow-minded.

A moment later she finished and Simon returned. “Anna, I shall have a footman escort you home. I have other matters to attend to.”

“Very well.” She moved the tray back to the shelf and returned Simon’s brandy to its appropriate position, then she gathered the rest of the materials.

The two men whispered back and forth.

“You’re certain you won’t change your mind,” Simon said tightly.

“Absolutely not,” Drew responded.

The footman came to retrieve Anna, and she missed whatever Simon and Drew were discussing. Drew nodded curtly in her direction, but didn’t even thank her for her services. She supposed she shouldn’t be surprised. Why would he express gratitude when he questioned her very abilities?

***

Three days later

“Annabelle Jacobs, honestly,” Lady Wickersham said as she stepped near her daughter in the parlor. Her features scrunched as she surveyed her daughter’s work. “You are supposed to be doing embroidery.”

Anna looked up at her mother and gave her mother a deceptively sweet smile. She had hoped her mother would not notice precisely what she was doing. “Yes, but I must practice my sutures; it is far more important than embroidery. There are hordes of women in London who can embroider. So should the need arise when it is paramount that I have something embroidered, I suspect I could find someone to do it for me.”

Her mother tilted her head to the heavens and uttered a silent prayer. “You are deliberately missing the point and you very well know it, young lady.”

“Yes, I do.” Of course she knew that. She’d “practiced” her skill quite recently on the most maddening scoundrel in all of London. But in light of her sutures on Lord Carrington and how crooked they were, she also knew that she needed more practice. Granted, she’d been flustered working on a patient who was not interested in her medical assistance, but still she should be able to hold the needle steady. “But I also know we have had this conversation quite readily over the last few years, and I am not budging on this.”

“Well, for heaven’s sake, Annabelle, if you’re going to be stitching up someone’s arm, you must pay attention to your work. You certainly don’t want to leave them with an unattractive, jagged scar because you can’t make your stitches even.”

Lord Carrington and her mother might think her medical studies foolish at best, and inappropriate at worst, but Anna had no intention of giving them up just to suit some antiquated notion of what a woman could or should do. She frowned down at her most recent stitch, then pulled the thread out to try again. “I shall graduate from medical school regardless of how you feel about it. And Father agreed with me.” She tilted the fabric toward her mother, who, in turn, examined it and nodded.

“Better.” Her mother crossed the room to stand by the window furthest from Anna, as if being near her at the moment would contaminate her mother’s genteel sensibilities. “Your father could simply not say no to you, God rest his soul,” she said with a shake of her head, smiling wistfully. “The man didn’t have a disciplinary bone in his body. And I suspect the only reason he thought it a good idea to send you to medical school was because you might meet a nice doctor and settle down and marry. As all ladies of good breeding should do.”

If only she had met a man who respected her for her intelligence, she might have been willing to marry. It was all too easy to imagine intimate caresses from a man she loved and admired, someone with tawny hair and sultry green eyes, a lean and muscular build. She squeaked when she realized who her mind had just conjured.

“What’s the matter?” her mother asked.

“Nothing. I merely stabbed myself with the needle.” She put her finger in her mouth to further the charade. No, no, that was all wrong, to imagine a man who looked like Drew Foster, when she most certainly did not want to fall in love with someone like him.

Anna shook off her inappropriate thoughts and held up her hand. “Mother, please let us not do this again. I might have married had someone asked. I did things your way for two years. I was properly introduced into Society and I was polite and personable, yet no gentleman would have me. You know it as well as I know it.” They had been the most boring and humiliating years of her life. She’d seen all of her friends marry and start families and she could have counted on both hands the number of times she’d waltzed. “I realize it is difficult for you. But I fully intend to be a doctor and I should like it very much if at some point you would decide to be proud of my aspirations.”

Her mother came over and sat on the chair adjacent hers and put her hand upon Anna’s knee. “I never said I wasn’t proud, my dear. I am merely considering your future. I shall not be here forever, and then what will happen to you?”

“I shall be able to care for myself; that is part of my motivation for becoming a doctor. I shall be able to be financially solvent. But should my plans not work, you know I can always turn to Harry, Elizabeth or Simon. I shall never be alone. I have family, and they love me,” Anna said.

“Well, of course they do. Everyone loves you.”

“Everyone but the eligible men in London,” Anna said. Simon always told her it was because she was far too intelligent for most men; she intimidated them. But her mother had argued it was Anna’s opinionated ways, and Anna suspected that in this one thing, her mother was probably right.

“I’ve told you a hundred times no one likes to be told they’re wrong, least of all men. You must learn to control your tongue in front of people,” her mother said, and Anna recalled her conversation with Drew Foster. Was she to keep her opinions to herself when speaking with such a boor? Was she supposed to allow untruths and misconceptions to go unchecked?

Lady Wickersham waved her hand dismissively. “I am not trying to fight with you, my dear, I am merely concerned. You cannot think to live here with Harry and Veronica forever.”

“I haven’t heard them complaining,” Anna said.

“That is exactly what I am talking about!” her mother said with exasperation. “A well-bred young lady would politely agree with her mother and not offer any sort of retort, no matter how true it might be.”

Anna sighed. She did not want to hurt her mother—ever. But Lady Wickersham just did not understand her need to accomplish something on her own. To be more than some self-important man’s quiet, innocuous, agreeable wife.

Her mother released a sigh and gave Anna a pointed look. “Of course Harry and Veronica have not complained. They are far too polite to do so.”

“Not to mention they’ve been in Portsmouth for the past two months,” Anna said under her breath.

“Still you cannot abuse their hospitality simply because they are family.” Apparently, her mother had heard. “You must consider your future.”

It was on her tongue to inquire if her mother intended to live the rest of her days with her brother and his wife, but Anna kept the question to herself. Her mother had been the Viscountess Wickersham until Anna’s father had died and left the title to his eldest son, Harry, and his wife, Veronica. Now with two children married off, she spent the majority of her time occupied in the futile attempt to marry off Anna.

Her mother leaned back and braced her hands on either side of her temples. “Annabelle, you try my patience so. Do you not realize I’m already consumed with worry about your brother, off chasing violent killers?” She shook her head. “But now I must constantly worry as to whether or not my youngest child shall ever marry.”

“I am concerned about Simon as well, Mother, but need I remind you he is not married either?” Anna asked.

“A fact I am well aware of. But he is a man and that is a different situation altogether. Also he has a paying position and can fend for himself.”

“Whereas I am utterly helpless and must find some strapping man to put food in my belly.” She set her fabric aside, careful to secure the needle first. “Mother, this is 1889. A woman can be nearly anything she wants to be. Once I have my medical license I shall have a paying position as well. I will not need to rely on a husband to care for me.”

“But do you not want to marry? To meet someone and start a family?” her mother asked.

Anna’s thoughts returned to Drew Foster. Her association with that scoundrel was far more intimate than any she’d shared with the young men who’d been present at the balls and soirees her mother had insisted she attend. She felt a flutter low in her belly, and her palms began to itch.

She’d wanted those things. Didn’t everyone? But wanting something did not equate to having it. She wanted a smaller bottom and narrower hips, too, but no amount of wanting had made her any less plump. She sighed. This argument was futile, she knew that. Why she’d allowed her mother to engage her in it today was a mystery.

“Of course I want those things, Mother. It is not that I am not looking. I’m merely looking whilst attending school. I still accompany you to the occasional soiree or ball.”

“Yes, but do try to remember there are plenty of men who will not find you the least bit appealing because of your schooling and headstrong ways,” her mother said.

“Duly noted. But I do not want any of those men. I want a man who will be proud to say his wife is a doctor. It is a good thing I am doing, Mother. Someday you shall see.” She squeezed her mother’s hand. “Simon approves.” She tossed that last bit out there knowing the mention of her mother’s beloved Simon would likely end this argument.

“Your brother is too smart for his own good, always has been. Simply because your family is forward-thinking, Annabelle, does not mean the rest of London is.” She pointed a finger at Anna. “Take note of that, my dear.”

“Of course, Mother. If only more people were like our Simon.”

“Indeed. I do hope they won’t have him in that godforsaken country for too long.”

In truth Anna was concerned about her brother as well. The day after their encounter with Lord Carrington and the ruffians, Simon had been sent on a fool’s errand to Edinburgh—a training assignment, they’d called it. But Anna knew what it was about. He was being punished for failing to catch Jack the Ripper. To add insult to injury he’d been unable to enlist help from the one man who might be able to draw out the killer: Drew Foster.

***

It was a good week before Drew could move without wincing. He’d had his valet remove the stitches placed in his side by the delectable Miss Jacobs, and he had to admit she had the makings of a decent physician. Not to mention the hands of a courtesan. If she’d slid them across his bruised chest one more time, he likely would have embarrassed himself right there in Simon’s study.

If he were to be honest, he could not see any reason why women should not practice medicine, even though most members of his sex would disagree. She’d been astute and quick about her treatment, and had even advised him on the care of his numerous injuries before her brother had returned to say the footpads had eluded him. She was as professional as . . . well, as Doctor Robertson, who’d had the care of Drew’s family ever since he could remember.

Despite Simon’s trying to convince him otherwise, Drew had refused to give him the names of the men who had jumped him that night in the alleyway. He knew all of their names, but saw no reason to make an ordeal of it. He had known that being accused and arrested for the Ripper murders would affect his reputation. And it would seem that plenty of Drew’s would-be peers thought to teach him a lesson. He’d lain low his first week out of prison, recuperating while he struggled to keep his thoughts off Simon’s exquisite sister as he worked through the notion that someone of his acquaintance was a vicious murderer. The same man who wanted Drew to hang for his killings.

Drew had every intention of assisting in capturing the man who’d worked so hard to frame him for the murders of those poor women. Perhaps in doing so he’d manage to repair his reputation to some extent. It mattered not to Drew, but it would be nice to have his brother, the Duke of Carrington, not be affected by Drew’s past behaviors.

He would have liked a drink. But that would only prove Anna Jacobs’s low opinion of him, for he was sure he had not impressed her. She, on the other hand, had impressed him, mightily. He never realized how stimulating a spirited woman could be. He’d enjoyed their banter and her clever rejoinders immensely.

But a woman like Anna Jacobs would never look twice in the direction of a man like him, his reputation made even worse by his stint in prison.

Now that he was mostly healed, he could put himself out into Society and watch and wait. He hoped that, for whatever reason, the man still held him in ill will and would attempt to pin another crime on him. To that end, his first foray into society was to the theatre, a notably more public place, than going to his club. No one would touch him with their betters watching.

Come and find me, he thought as he looked out across the lobby.

But at the moment no one was coming near him. Apparently, the ton was a trifle worried about his arrest. They obviously thought him guilty of the murder he’d been arrested for, even though he’d been released from Scotland Yard. People whispered and looked his way. Women stepped out of his path with horrified looks on their faces.

They were afraid of him. Normally he’d ignore this entire situation with a bottle, but the one good thing about being in the hole was that it had removed him from the drink that had poisoned his mind and taken so much of his memory away. Had he been more alert in the previous months, during the tirade upon Mayfair, perhaps he wouldn’t have been such an easy target for the Ripper to frame. If Drew had been able to provide one tiny shred of evidence suggesting his innocence, then he might never have been arrested in the first place. But he’d been unable to do so because he’d spent much of the last year drunk. Hell, he’d been drunk for longer than that.

For too long he’d used the shock of finding out he was a bastard to justify his excesses, but no more. Regardless of how much his mouth craved the taste of brandy and how much his mind longed to be dulled to his surroundings, he would not succumb. He shook off the desire and leaned against the wall.

At least if his brother and his new bride had been back from their honeymoon then Drew would have had someone to speak with, but they had not yet returned. He couldn’t blame them, as Mia had been attacked by the Ripper before their wedding. Though she had shot the murderer and saved herself, she needed time away from London. So Alex had taken her to Paris to see the sculptures.

He didn’t need companionship to stalk his prey, but he feared his prey wouldn’t scurry out of the shadows if he were alone.

From across the lobby, he caught sight of a flash of red. A lovely and deliciously curvaceous woman met his gaze. Intensity flared in her fiery eyes. She said something briefly to her companion and then started off in Drew’s direction. Every nerve in his body clenched tightly as Anna Jacobs approached him. It appeared she had something to say to him.

***

Anna recognized Drew Foster immediately. He had not been far from her mind in the past week since she’d patched him up.

She did not know how such a scoundrel could plague her thoughts the way he did, but ever since she’d had her hands on his bare skin, she’d been hard-pressed to keep her mind on her studies. She reminded herself that Foster was the main reason why her brother had been sent to Scotland, and bolstered enough courage to go and speak to him.

“Pardon me, Mother, I have someone I need to speak with,” she said, but only managed to leave her mother’s side because several of Lady Wickersham’s friends had surrounded them.

She started in Foster’s direction, and when Anna met his gaze, her breath caught. Remnants of the blackened eye shaded above his eyebrow, but this man standing before her looked vastly different than the man she’d worked on. Dressed head-to-toe in black, his clothes were perfectly tailored and accented his broad shoulders and narrow waist. He was far more dashing than he’d been when bloodied and injured. She swallowed hard, shaken by the effect of his eyes on hers. A shiver of awareness slid through her and her step faltered. But only for an instant.

He might possess the most astonishing good looks she had ever encountered, but physical perfection meant nothing. He was merely a man. A rude and terrible man who had let down her brother, and he deserved to be called out on precisely that.

“Lord Carrington,” she said tartly when she reached him. She angled her head to look up at him. He wasn’t overly tall—not like his brother, the Duke—but Andrew Foster was still taller than she. Moreover, he had a way of looking down at a person that made her feel quite insignificant. She knew how he felt about a woman in her profession, but she wasn’t easily intimidated.

“Miss Jacobs.” He bowed. “We meet again, although in much better circumstances this time, I am happy to say.”

So, he could be charming. Not that Anna cared. “You have done my brother a disservice,” she said.

He gave her a puzzled look. “I do not see how that is possible. I believe he is on holiday in Scotland.”

Her brows rose. “Holiday! You truly believe he’s on holiday?” She poked a finger in his chest. “I’ll have you know, Lord Carrington, Simon was sent there on a so-called training exercise, but in truth it is merely Scotland Yard punishing him.”

The man had the audacity to appear surprised. “How is that possible? Your brother seems to be the only one following the right paths.”

“It is possible because you refused his request for help with the investigation.”

“I refused?”

“I heard you with my own ears.”

He glanced around them, then took her arm and drew her through a doorway that opened into a dimly lit hall. “You could not have heard something I did not say.” He stood quite close and spoke quietly to her, as though he did not want anyone else to hear. Anna felt the same thrill of intimacy she’d experienced while tending to his wounds in his study and had to resist the most unseemly desire to lean closer to him.

“But you did, Lord Carrington. You told Simon you would not change your mind.”

Anna’s breath caught when he lifted his hand and touched the neatly arranged curl near her temple. She could not move as he caressed the shell of her ear. “Perhaps you ought to have your hearing examined, Miss Jacobs. You might need an ear trumpet, at least for when you’re eavesdropping.”

She swatted his hand away. “Are you saying you did not refuse to help my brother?”

“I am saying that I refused to give him the names of my assailants the other evening. That was the extent of our conversation.”

She pressed one hand to her breast, but quickly dropped it to her side when she saw how well he took note of her anatomy. It should have been unnerving to be the object of such direct perusal, but . . . Anna moistened her lips and concentrated on the matter at hand. “Th-then why has he been sent away to Scotland?”

“Do you know you have the most intriguing dimple just here, when you are puzzled?” His finger traced the divot in her chin.

“Lord Carrington, I—”

He dropped his hand away and shrugged. “Who am I to understand the machinations of Scotland Yard?”

Her pulse thundered through her veins, and she had the completely uncharacteristic impulse to strike Lord Carrington. How dare he stand there flirting with her whilst he could be out there trying to find Jack the Ripper? “You should be ashamed of yourself,” she said.

“Believe me,” he murmured with an earnestness that could only be faked. “I most certainly am.”

Anna stared openmouthed at him, struggling for a reply. Before she could summon one, her mother appeared at her side and grabbed her elbow. “Annabelle, what are you doing to this poor gentleman? My apologies, sir, my daughter does not know when to hold her tongue.”

He nodded. “No harm done,” he said, then he turned and walked away.

“Have you lost your senses?” her mother hissed. “You cannot walk up to men in public and berate them. You looked very much ready to be sent to Bedlam.”

“That man was Andrew Foster,” she said.

“The murderer?” her mother asked. She brought a hand to her throat. “Good heavens, Annabelle! Why on earth would you engage the attentions of such a man? Why would you put yourself in danger? We should leave and return home immediately.”

“Honestly, Mother, he’s harmless. An arrogant prig, but harmless. Let us go and enjoy the show.”

Unfortunately, she had the feeling she would barely observe the performance. How could she possibly watch the opera while her mind raced over those few moments of conversation with Drew Foster, and the way he’d flirted and touched her so casually? His arrogance and disdain were unparalleled and unforgettable. She had lied to her mother—he was not a murderer, but he was far from harmless.
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