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Prologue
The Shadow of the Guillotine
Paris, 1789
The night was restless, cloaked in a heavy silence that only the weight of impending doom could bring. In the grand halls of the Château de Valleroy, Geneviève stood alone at the window, her delicate fingers brushing the lace curtains aside. Beyond the glass, the city of Paris was burning with the spirit of revolution, the distant flicker of torches lighting up the streets below like scattered stars. From the shadows, the cries of angry voices echoed—demanding justice, demanding blood.
Geneviève’s heart raced in time with the fervor outside, a battle waging within her chest as the world outside prepared to tear itself apart.
She had been born into a life of wealth and privilege, raised among the nobility who clung to their titles like armor against the rising tide. Her father, the Count de Valleroy, had taught her the virtues of loyalty to crown and country, the sacred duty of a noblewoman to uphold the family's honor. But nothing could have prepared her for the turmoil that now surged through France—nor the dangerous path she would soon walk.
For in the midst of the chaos, Geneviève had crossed a line she could never uncross.
It had begun with a single glance, a fleeting moment that defied the boundaries of their worlds. Armand Lefevre—revolutionary, rebel, enemy. He was everything she should despise, everything her family would condemn. Yet, with his eyes full of fire and his words that ignited hearts, he was unlike anyone she had ever known. And with each passing day, she found herself drawn deeper into the world he fought for, a world of passion and freedom far removed from the gilded cage of aristocracy she called home.
But love, in times of revolution, was a perilous thing.
Now, standing at the precipice of war, Geneviève knew that the choices before her were as sharp and unforgiving as the blade of the guillotine. Her loyalty to her family was unquestionable, her duty etched into her very soul. Yet her heart belonged to a man whose fight could destroy everything she had ever known. The revolution demanded blood, and soon, it would come for them all.
A promise had been made—a promise whispered in the midnight hours, sealed with stolen kisses and held in the shadows of a crumbling world. But the price of love in such a time was steep, and Geneviève knew that the time would come when she would have to choose.
Between love and loyalty.
Between vengeance and freedom.
Between life and death.
And as the fires of rebellion grew hotter, that choice would have to be made—before the revolution claimed them both.
 
The night pressed in, and with it, the weight of all that was to come. Geneviève closed her eyes, her breath catching as the sounds of Paris filled the air. The world was changing, and there was no stopping it.
The only question that remained was whether love could survive the storm.
Or if the revolution would tear them apart.
 
 
Chapter 1
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Whispers of Revolution
Paris, 1789
The air was thick with tension, the city of Paris simmering like a pot ready to boil over. From her window high in the Château de Valleroy, Geneviève de Valleroy watched the streets below as they filled with restless souls. The voices of the crowd rose and fell in waves, their anger a palpable force that echoed off the stone walls of the city. They gathered in the squares and marketplaces, waving banners and shouting slogans she barely understood. Liberty. Equality. Fraternity.
Foreign words to someone who had been raised among silks and chandeliers, far removed from the world beyond the gates of her family's estate.
Yet, despite the distance between her life and theirs, Geneviève could not ignore the strange pull she felt when she saw the masses gathering. It was not fear, though fear might have been expected. Instead, there was a strange stirring inside her—a sense of yearning, of curiosity about what lay beyond the confines of her gilded world. The aristocratic families in Paris whispered of revolution as though it were a disease, something that could be quarantined and silenced behind the gates of privilege. But outside, in the streets, it grew louder, impossible to contain.
The flames of rebellion flickered brighter with each passing day.
Geneviève’s father, the Count de Valleroy, had been in constant meetings with other noblemen, their conversations guarded and tense. He was a proud royalist, his loyalty to the crown unwavering. "These revolutionaries are nothing but rabble," he had said over dinner the night before, his voice dripping with disdain. "They know nothing of governance, nothing of the order that keeps France strong. They would tear us apart if they had their way."
Her mother had nodded in agreement, her delicate fingers holding a glass of wine as though it were a shield. "It’s madness," she had said. "Surely the king will put an end to it soon."
But as Geneviève stood by the window now, she wasn't so sure. The king’s soldiers may still march through the streets, their red uniforms a stark contrast to the drab clothing of the commoners, but even their presence seemed fragile. The tension in the air was thick, electric. The people in the streets were no longer merely whispering of change. They were demanding it.
Below, a man stood on a wooden crate, shouting to the crowd. Geneviève could not hear his words from where she stood, but she could see the fire in his gestures, the way he waved his arms and pointed toward the heavens as though calling down a storm. The people around him responded with cheers and angry cries, their fists raised in solidarity. Whoever he was, this man commanded their attention, their loyalty. His presence was magnetic, and for a moment, Geneviève envied the freedom with which they expressed themselves. It was a freedom she could never have, not in her world.
The de Valleroys were among the oldest and wealthiest families in Paris, their lineage stretching back to the days of Louis XIV. Her entire life had been governed by the unspoken rules of nobility: loyalty to family, duty to the crown, and marriage to someone of equal or greater standing. Even now, her parents whispered of a match with the Marquis de Villeneuve, a man of considerable wealth and influence, though his cold, calculating eyes sent a chill down her spine. The very thought of such a union made her chest tighten.
But that was the world she belonged to, wasn't it?
The crowd outside roared again, and Geneviève’s attention returned to the streets. The man on the crate had stepped down, replaced by another, equally passionate speaker. The crowd pressed closer, the energy rising like a tide. She watched, fascinated by the spectacle, though she knew her fascination was dangerous. Her father had warned her to stay away from the city streets, to avoid the crowds, the assemblies, the rabble-rousers. "It’s no place for a woman of your standing," he had said.
Yet she felt a pull—stronger than her fear, stronger even than her loyalty to the life she had always known.
Geneviève’s eyes drifted back to the man who had spoken first, who now stood at the edge of the crowd. He was tall and striking, with dark hair that curled beneath his tricorn hat. His face was strong, his expression serious, but there was something in his eyes that captivated her—a fire, a determination she had never seen before. He was not like the noblemen she had grown up around, men who smiled and shook hands but whispered daggers behind each other’s backs. This man was different. He was dangerous.
But in that moment, as their eyes met across the distance, she found herself wondering what it would be like to know him, to understand the world he lived in. The thought was absurd, of course. What did she, a noblewoman, have to do with the likes of him? Their lives could not have been more different. He fought for change, for a world where people like her family might lose everything they had built.
Yet, for the first time, the idea of her world crumbling did not terrify her. In fact, it stirred something deep within her—a longing for something more.
As the evening sky deepened and the crowd below began to disperse, Geneviève remained at the window, her gaze lingering on the figure of the rebel as he disappeared into the streets. A part of her wanted to follow, to see where he went, to understand what drove him to fight so fiercely for a cause that might destroy everything she had ever known.
 
Chapter 2 
An Unexpected Meeting
 
The candlelight flickered across the opulent room, casting long shadows over the velvet drapes and gilded mirrors of the salon. The Château de Valleroy, as grand as ever, played host to yet another gathering of the Parisian elite. But tonight, there was a peculiar tension in the air. The murmurs of the aristocracy were more hushed than usual, their laughter quieter, as if they were all too aware of the discontent brewing just beyond their walls.
Geneviève moved through the crowd with practiced grace, nodding politely to those who greeted her, though her mind was elsewhere. The events of the day lingered in her thoughts—the growing unrest in the streets, the fire in the eyes of the rebels as they demanded a new world. She had stood at her window, watching from a safe distance, but that distance had felt too vast, too empty.
And now, here she was, surrounded by silk gowns and powdered wigs, pretending that the world was not changing, that her family’s power was not slipping away with every cheer of the revolutionaries outside. Her father, the Count, was holding court in the corner, deep in conversation with a cluster of noblemen. They spoke in low, urgent tones, their faces tight with concern. Geneviève knew better than to ask what troubled them; she already knew the answer.
The revolution was no longer a distant threat. It was at their doorstep.
"Geneviève, darling," came a familiar voice. She turned to see the Marquis de Villeneuve approaching, his ever-present smirk plastered across his face. He bowed with exaggerated elegance, taking her hand and pressing it to his lips. "You look as radiant as ever."
"Marquis," she replied, forcing a smile. His presence always made her uneasy. He was handsome in the way a statue was—perfectly sculpted but cold, devoid of warmth. There was an air of control about him that made her skin crawl. She knew her parents favored him as a match, his wealth and influence a comforting shield in these uncertain times.
But Geneviève could not shake the feeling that being bound to him would be like stepping into a gilded cage.
"Do you plan to attend the court's festivities next week?" the Marquis asked, his voice smooth but lacking genuine interest.
"I—"
Her response was interrupted by a stir at the edge of the room. The doors to the salon had opened, and a group of men entered, drawing the attention of nearly everyone present. They were not dressed in the luxurious fabrics of the aristocracy, nor did they carry themselves with the easy confidence of those accustomed to power. Instead, they had the look of men who had seen the world beyond the walls of wealth—men with purpose, with fire.
Among them was a man Geneviève instantly recognized, though she had only seen him from her window earlier that day. His dark hair fell in loose curls around his face, his eyes sharp and unwavering as they scanned the room. It was him—the man from the crowd. The revolutionary.
Armand Lefevre.
Geneviève’s breath caught in her throat as their eyes met across the room. For a moment, time seemed to slow, the noise of the gathering fading into the background. There was something in his gaze that unsettled her, something fierce and magnetic. She had never seen a man look at her that way before—without reverence or expectation, but with curiosity, perhaps even challenge.
Armand’s eyes lingered on her for just a second longer than was proper, but then he looked away, turning his attention back to his companions. Still, the connection between them lingered in the air, like the faint smell of smoke after a flame has been extinguished.
"Who is that?" she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.
The Marquis, noticing her distraction, followed her gaze. His smirk faded into a sneer. "Armand Lefevre," he said, the name rolling off his tongue with distaste. "A revolutionary sympathizer, a dangerous man. He should not be here."
Geneviève’s heart raced. The Marquis’s words were meant to dismiss Armand, to cast him as beneath their notice. But instead, they had the opposite effect. If anything, they only deepened her curiosity. How could someone so passionate, so alive, be dismissed so easily by men like the Marquis? What was it about him that made him dangerous?
"Why is he here, then?" she asked, trying to keep her voice casual.
The Marquis’s lips curled in a derisive smile. "It seems your father and a few of the others think it wise to invite voices from the other side. A gesture of diplomacy, no doubt. But it’s foolish. Men like Lefevre do not compromise—they want to tear everything we’ve built to the ground."
Geneviève nodded absently, her eyes still following Armand as he made his way through the room. He moved with purpose, his shoulders squared, his presence commanding even among those who looked down on him. He was different, so unlike the noblemen she had grown up around—men who smiled but schemed, who charmed but wielded power like a weapon.
There was no charm in Armand’s expression, no false politeness. Just raw, unfiltered determination.
Before she could stop herself, Geneviève began moving toward him. She wove her way through the crowd, her heart pounding in her chest. She wasn’t sure what she intended to say or even why she felt compelled to approach him. But something inside her—something rebellious, something curious—pushed her forward.
As she drew closer, Armand turned, as though sensing her approach. Their eyes met again, and this time, there was no mistaking the spark that passed between them. It was brief, but it was there—an unspoken recognition, a connection that defied the boundaries of their worlds.
Geneviève opened her mouth to speak, but before she could, a voice interrupted her.
"Lady Geneviève," came her father’s voice, firm and unmistakable. She turned to see the Count standing a few steps away, his expression hard. "This is not the time for idle conversation."
She hesitated, glancing back at Armand, who stood silently, watching the exchange. His eyes were unreadable, but she thought she saw the faintest hint of a smile on his lips, as though he knew the power he held in this moment.
"Of course, Father," she said softly, her voice betraying none of the disappointment she felt.
As she allowed herself to be led away, Geneviève stole one last glance over her shoulder. Armand was still watching her, his gaze steady, his presence undeniable. In that fleeting moment, she knew that this meeting—this unexpected and dangerous encounter—was only the beginning.
The storm was coming.
And Armand Lefevre would be at its heart.
 
 
 
Chapter 3
 The First Encounter
 
The streets of Paris were a world away from the gilded halls of the Château de Valleroy. Beneath the cloak Geneviève wore to disguise herself, she felt the pulse of the city in a way she never had before. The cobblestones were uneven beneath her feet, the air thick with the smell of smoke, sweat, and something else—something raw, alive.
She had never walked these streets without an escort, without the protection of her family name. But tonight, she was not Lady Geneviève de Valleroy, daughter of one of the wealthiest noble families in France. She was simply a woman, hidden beneath a cloak, part of the throngs of people that filled the streets like a rising tide.
The night was alive with murmurs of unrest. Fires burned in distant alleyways, their flickering light casting long shadows across the narrow streets. Everywhere she looked, she saw faces filled with anger, determination, and hope. The revolution was not just a whisper in the drawing rooms of the aristocracy—it was here, in the hearts of the people.
Geneviève had left the safety of her world without fully understanding why. Perhaps it was curiosity. Perhaps it was defiance. Or perhaps it was the memory of a pair of dark, intense eyes that had looked at her as if she were not just another aristocrat, but something more.
Armand Lefevre.
She hadn’t been able to stop thinking about him since that night at the salon, since the brief but undeniable connection that had passed between them. He was dangerous, her father had said. A man to be avoided at all costs. But something about Armand—his fire, his fearlessness—had drawn her in. And now, she found herself in the heart of his world, seeking him out.
The sound of raised voices pulled her toward a crowded square. There, a gathering had formed, people standing shoulder to shoulder as they listened intently to a figure at the center. As she pushed her way closer, Geneviève’s breath caught in her throat.
It was him.
Armand stood before the crowd, his face illuminated by the light of a nearby torch. He spoke with a fierce passion, his voice carrying over the heads of those gathered around him, captivating them with every word. He wore no finery, no hint of the pretense that so many in her world clung to. Instead, he was raw, real, and unapologetically himself.
"How long will we stand in the shadow of the aristocracy?" Armand’s voice rang out, filled with defiance. "How long will we allow a few to live in luxury while the rest of us starve in the streets? The time has come to take back what is ours—to demand the freedom and equality that have been denied to us for so long!"
The crowd roared in response, their cheers echoing off the walls of the surrounding buildings. They were not just listening to him—they were with him, their anger and hope entwined with his words. Geneviève felt the energy of the crowd coursing through her, the intensity of their emotions washing over her like a wave.
She had never experienced anything like this before. In the salons of her family’s world, words were chosen carefully, wielded like knives in polite conversations. But here, in the streets, words were weapons of a different kind—words that could ignite revolutions, topple kingdoms.
As she stood in the crowd, her heart racing, Armand’s eyes found hers. For a moment, the world seemed to fall away. The crowd, the noise, the flames—all of it faded as their gazes locked. There was no hiding this time, no turning away.
In his eyes, Geneviève saw the same fire she had seen before, but now there was something more—recognition. He knew her. Even in her simple, commoner’s cloak, he knew exactly who she was. But instead of dismissing her, his gaze softened for just a heartbeat, the intensity tempered by something she couldn’t quite name.
Armand did not falter in his speech, but Geneviève felt the pull of their connection grow stronger with each passing second. She knew, deep down, that this moment would change everything.
When Armand finished speaking, the crowd erupted into cheers, their fists raised in solidarity. But even as they surged around him, their shouts of approval filling the night, his gaze remained on her. Geneviève felt her heart pounding in her chest, the weight of the moment pressing down on her.
She knew she should leave, disappear into the night before anyone recognized her. But something held her in place, something beyond reason or logic. She couldn’t walk away. Not yet.
Armand stepped down from the makeshift platform, the crowd parting slightly as he moved through them. He didn’t approach her immediately, but she could feel him drawing closer, their paths inevitably converging.
"Quite the speech, wasn’t it?" a voice next to her said. Geneviève turned to see a woman, her face weathered by hardship, her eyes sharp. The woman smiled knowingly. "He has a way of stirring the blood, doesn’t he?"
Geneviève nodded, unsure of what to say. She wasn’t used to being spoken to so casually, so directly, but the woman’s tone held no malice, only admiration for the man who had roused the crowd.
"He speaks the truth," the woman continued, her voice growing serious. "The nobles have had their time. Now it’s our turn."
Before Geneviève could respond, she felt a presence behind her. Turning, she found herself face-to-face with Armand. He stood just a few paces away, his eyes locked on hers once again. The crowd around them seemed to fade into the background, the noise dimming until it was just the two of them.
"You," Armand said softly, his voice low and steady. "I didn’t expect to see you here."
Geneviève’s heart raced, but she forced herself to meet his gaze. "I had to see for myself," she replied, her voice barely above a whisper. "I had to understand."
Armand studied her for a long moment, his expression unreadable. Then, slowly, a small smile tugged at the corner of his lips. "And what do you understand, mademoiselle?"
Geneviève hesitated, searching for the right words. "That the world is changing," she said finally. "And that you’re at the center of it."
Armand’s smile faded, replaced by a more serious expression. He stepped closer, his voice lowering so only she could hear. "The world is indeed changing. But change comes with a cost. A cost that people like you might not be willing to pay."
His words hung heavy between them, the weight of the truth sinking into her chest. Geneviève knew what he meant. He saw her as one of them—one of the aristocrats who had everything to lose if the revolution succeeded. And in many ways, he was right. But something inside her rebelled against that identity, against the notion that she was bound to the world she had been born into.
"I’m not like them," she said, surprising herself with the conviction in her voice.
Armand raised an eyebrow, a flicker of intrigue in his eyes. "Aren’t you?"
Before she could respond, a voice called Armand’s name from the crowd, pulling him away. But as he turned to leave, he glanced back at her, his gaze lingering for just a moment longer.
"Be careful, mademoiselle," he said quietly. "The revolution shows no mercy."
And then, he was gone, disappearing into the throngs of people that filled the square. But even as he vanished from sight, the intensity of their encounter remained, lingering in the air like smoke from a fire that had only just begun to burn.
Geneviève stood there, the weight of his words heavy on her shoulders. She knew, in that moment, that her life was about to change forever. The revolution had found her—and so had Armand Lefevre.
 
 
Chapter 3 
The First Encounter
 
The streets of Paris at night felt like an entirely different world. The air was cooler, and the shadows stretched longer, casting dark figures against the worn stone buildings. Geneviève moved cautiously, her simple cloak and plain dress a stark contrast to the extravagant silks and satins she usually wore. She had slipped out of the château earlier that evening, unseen, her heart pounding with the thrill of defiance.
The city was alive in a way she had never experienced before. Without the noise of carriages and the clinking of glasses in opulent salons, she could hear the hum of life—voices, footsteps, the occasional crackling of a distant fire. It was the sound of Paris, raw and untamed, and for the first time, Geneviève was a part of it.
She had left her world behind, at least for a few hours, driven by a desperate need to understand the revolution beyond the whispers in the halls of the nobility. There was a stirring inside her, an irresistible pull to see, to feel, to understand the pulse of the city that seemed to be slipping further out of her control.
The streets grew narrower as she ventured deeper into the heart of Paris, where the crowds gathered. The public assemblies had become more frequent, more daring. She had heard the noblemen speak of them in contempt, calling the revolutionaries rabble-rousers, enemies of the crown. But now, walking among these people, hearing their voices filled with anger and hope, Geneviève saw them as something more.
As she approached a square, she felt the growing energy of the crowd. There were so many people gathered that she had to weave her way through them, her hood pulled low over her face to keep from being noticed. The smell of burning wood and sweat filled the air, but it was the palpable tension that made her pulse quicken.
At the center of the square, standing on a raised platform, was a man addressing the crowd. His voice carried over the heads of the people, filled with passion, conviction, and fire. Geneviève recognized him instantly. Armand Lefevre. The man who had captivated her thoughts since their brief, charged encounter at her family’s gathering.
This was where he belonged. In his element, leading the people, stirring them with his words. He was different here, more powerful, more alive than he had been in the drawing room of the aristocrats. The fire that burned in his eyes when they had first met now radiated through his every word.
"Brothers and sisters!" Armand’s voice rang out, commanding the attention of every soul in the square. "How much longer will we suffer beneath the weight of the crown? How much longer will we watch our children starve while the aristocrats feast in their gilded palaces? The time has come to rise! To take back what is rightfully ours! To build a France where all men are free!"
The crowd roared in agreement, their voices a thunderous echo in the night. Fists were raised, faces filled with a determination that sent a chill down Geneviève’s spine. She had grown up sheltered, unaware of the depth of the people’s suffering. But here, in the midst of this assembly, she could feel their pain, their anger, their hope.
Armand continued, his words flowing with the practiced ease of a man who knew exactly how to ignite the hearts of those who followed him. He spoke of liberty, of equality, of a new France where the power no longer rested in the hands of the few but in the hands of the people.
Geneviève watched him, mesmerized, her heart pounding in time with the energy of the crowd. This man, this revolutionary, stood in direct opposition to everything she had been taught to believe. And yet, she felt an undeniable pull toward him. It wasn’t just his words, though they were powerful. It was something deeper—something about the way he carried himself, the fire in his eyes, the way he spoke as if he could see the future already laid out before him.
Then, as if sensing her presence, Armand’s eyes scanned the crowd. Their gazes locked.
For the second time in as many days, Geneviève felt the world narrow to just the two of them. The noise of the crowd, the flickering torches, the shouts of defiance—all of it faded into the background. It was just her and Armand, standing on opposite sides of a world that was beginning to crumble.
He didn’t falter in his speech, but there was a slight shift in his posture, a recognition that passed between them, even across the distance. His gaze lingered on her, as if he could see past her disguise, past the cloak and the hood, to the noblewoman underneath. But unlike the others, he didn’t look at her with disdain or judgment. Instead, there was something else in his eyes—curiosity, perhaps, or a challenge.
The moment stretched between them, and for the first time, Geneviève didn’t look away. She stood rooted in place, her heart pounding in her chest, as if some invisible force held her there. The connection between them felt dangerous, electric. This man, this rebel, was everything she should fear. Everything her father had warned her against.
And yet, she could not bring herself to leave.
Armand’s voice rose again, but now his words seemed to be for her alone. "The chains of the past will not hold us. The time has come to break free, to tear down the walls that have kept us apart. We are all equal in this fight, all of us bound by the same desire—for freedom!"
The crowd roared in approval, but Geneviève heard something different in his words. A promise. A warning. And an invitation.
She wasn’t sure how long she stood there, caught in the spell of his words, but when Armand finally stepped down from the platform, the crowd surged around him, eager to speak with their leader. Geneviève’s heart raced as she watched him move through the people, shaking hands, offering words of encouragement. He was so close now, just a few steps away.
And then, as if fate had guided him, Armand turned and saw her again. This time, there was no crowd between them. No platform to separate their worlds.
Geneviève felt her breath catch as he approached, his dark eyes never leaving hers. His presence was overwhelming, his intensity a force that seemed to draw her in.
"You shouldn’t be here," he said quietly, his voice low but unmistakably firm. His gaze flickered over her cloak, her hidden face, but she knew he saw through the disguise.
"Neither should you," she replied, surprising herself with her boldness. The words came out sharper than she intended, but she couldn’t bring herself to regret them. Something about Armand stirred her, made her want to challenge him, to meet his fire with her own.
A faint smile tugged at the corner of his lips, as if her defiance amused him. "Perhaps," he said, his eyes narrowing slightly. "But I am where I must be. And you, mademoiselle, are far from where you belong."
Geneviève straightened, her chin lifting. "How do you know where I belong?"
Their gazes locked, and in that moment, the world seemed to hold its breath. The crowd, the torches, the revolution—everything faded away, leaving only the tension between them.
"I know enough," Armand said softly. His voice was steady, but his eyes burned with intensity. "This world we fight for—it is not your world."
"And yet, I am here," she replied, her voice a whisper.
Armand held her gaze for a long moment, as if weighing her words, searching for something deeper in her expression. Then, slowly, he nodded. "Yes," he said quietly, "you are."
And with that, he turned, disappearing into the crowd, leaving Geneviève standing alone in the square, her heart racing, her world forever changed.
For the second time, she had met Armand Lefevre.
And this time, there was no turning back.
 
 
 
 
Chapter 4
Beneath the Mask
 
The following evening, Geneviève’s thoughts were in turmoil. The streets of Paris, the fire in Armand's words, and the undeniable connection between them had left her restless. The city she had known her whole life felt foreign now, as if the revolution brewing outside had already crept into the corners of her carefully constructed world.
Geneviève had never disobeyed her father before, never gone against the rules of her station. Yet here she was again, slipping into the same cloak, stepping into the shadows of the night, and seeking out the one man who represented everything her family feared.
Her heart pounded as she retraced her steps, back to the square where she had seen him before. The crowds were smaller tonight, the tension in the air more subdued, but the undercurrent of rebellion still pulsed through the streets. She felt it in the whispers, in the watchful eyes of those who noticed her passing. Even in disguise, she couldn’t shake the feeling that she didn’t belong.
Yet she had to see him again. To understand what drew her to him, and why, despite the danger, she couldn’t stay away.
When she arrived, the square was quieter. Most of the crowd had dispersed, and only a few lingering figures remained, their voices low and conspiratorial. She spotted him near the edge of the gathering, speaking with a small group of men. Armand’s back was to her, but she recognized the broad set of his shoulders, the way he held himself, commanding yet approachable.
Taking a deep breath, she moved toward him, her heart racing with every step. She knew this was reckless, that her presence here—especially now—was a risk she shouldn’t take. But it was too late to turn back.
"Armand," she called softly, her voice barely above a whisper, but enough to catch his attention.
He turned slowly, his eyes narrowing the moment they met hers. For a long moment, neither of them spoke. His gaze swept over her, taking in her cloak, her hidden face, as if he could see the noblewoman beneath the disguise.
"You again," he said, his voice low but laced with suspicion. "What are you doing here?"
Geneviève hesitated, feeling the weight of his scrutiny. The confidence she had felt earlier faltered under his piercing gaze, but she forced herself to stand tall, meeting his eyes with as much resolve as she could muster.
"I came to talk," she said, her voice steady despite the quickening of her pulse. "I want to understand."
Armand’s expression darkened. He took a step closer, his voice harsh and unyielding. "Understand what, mademoiselle? The suffering of the people? The injustice you’ve turned a blind eye to your entire life?"
Geneviève flinched at the venom in his words, but she didn’t back down. "I’m not like the others," she insisted, her heart pounding in her chest. "I
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