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            Foreword

         
         When Someone to Watch Over Me was first published, it was an unusual story for the historical romance genre. The plot concerns a Regency-era police detective
            who’s investigating the attempted murder of a young woman with amnesia. It’s a love story between working-class characters,
            with action, mystery and intense emotion.
         

         
         Since it’s been twenty-five years since the novel was released, I knew I’d probably want to do a few tweaks before it was republished. Life is a process of learning and growing, and while many of my ideas about love, sex, and relationships have stayed the same, some have definitely changed. My readers deserve a romance novel to be more than an escape. It has to be uplifting. It has to celebrate a woman’s strength and value, as well as her right to be loved unconditionally by a hero who treats her like a partner. The greatest romance novels aren’t about perfect people, they’re about the rest of us: imperfect, yearning, funny, frustrated, flawed, eccentric, lonely people who get to experience an epic love affair, even if they’re not an aristocrat or billionaire or movie star. 

         
         But when I took a look at the original version of this novel, I realized it wasn’t going to provide the kind of experience
            my readers have come to expect. A few tweaks weren’t going to be enough. Even a rewrite wouldn’t be enough—the book needed
            a complete reimagination. 
         

         
         I had the option of letting it be published “as is” with a note saying, “This is a product of its time.” But I knew some people
            would buy it because my name was on the cover, and end up disappointed. I just couldn’t let it go out there unchanged. And
            I couldn’t stop thinking about what this particular book, with this particular title, so desperately needed. Kindness, for
            starters. Not to mention a healthy dose of humor. I thought the story deserved to be retold in a way that did it justice.
         

         
         So I rewrote Someone to Watch Over Me, which has become, for all intents and purposes, a new novel. It’s about strangers helping each other, and about maintaining hope and optimism even in difficult times. It’s about forgiveness and acceptance, and the need to let go of past mistakes so we can move on toward the future. And it’s about what being a hero really means. 

         
         I hope you’ll enjoy this reimagined version of that long-ago story. It’s been a labor of love, and a source of personal satisfaction
            that now, after all this time, the characters of Grant Morgan and Vivien Duvall have finally become who they’re meant to be.
            
         

         
         Love always,

         
         Lisa

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter One

         
         
            London

            1830

         

         “Where’s the body?” Grant Morgan asked.

         
         “This way, sir.”

         
         Grant followed the wiry, weather-beaten Thames boatman toward the river. He raised his bull’s-eye lamp, casting an ochre glow
            through the gloom, but he still couldn’t see farther than two yards in any direction. The evening chill slipped beneath his
            collar and cuffs as neatly as a knife blade.
         

         
         Near Waterloo Bridge, the landscape was all shapeless menace, like something from a bad dream. Fog had mixed with coal smoke
            from thousands of chimneys, all of it pressing down in layers. It was a night when a man could walk straight into a lamppost.
         

         
         “Don’t know why they changed the rules,” the boatman, whose name was Latch, commented, his voice drifting back over his shoulder. “We’ve always picked up the bloats and carted ’em off to the dead-box down the road. Never had to alert no police before, unless a corpse looked dodgy.” 

         
         Grant found a certain grim amusement in the fact that finding human bodies in the Thames was so mundane—three to five per
            week on average—that only some occasions merited sending for law enforcement. “What makes a corpse look dodgy?” he asked.
         

         
         “Oh, head bashed in . . . leg missing or the like . . .”

         
         “But that’s not the case with the one you found tonight?”

         
         “No, it’s just a regular bloat. Why do you want a look at it?”

         
         “The Home Department has commissioned a report on Thames drownings. They want more done to identify corpses and causes of
            death.”
         

         
         Latch stopped and turned to face him with a befuddled expression. “Cause of death is, they’re people! People drink gin, jump
            off bridges, fall off boats and embankments . . . You can’t stop people from being people.” His eyes narrowed in suspicion
            as he looked over Grant’s simple black wool overcoat. “Say now . . . where’s your pea jacket and glazed cap? Where’s your
            metal badge?”
         

         
         “I’m not River Police.” Grant reached inside his coat and pulled out a short brass tipstaff with an oak handle. One had been issued to each of the eight Bow Street detective officers, to be used as either identification or a cudgel. 

         
         The boatman’s eyebrows, bristly as coconut coir, lifted in surprised interest. “A Bow Street Runner, are you?” He leaned closer
            to inspect the engraved name and number. “Don’t say you’re Morgan? The one in the books?”
         

         
         Grant responded with a single nod as he tucked the tipstaff back into his coat.

         
         “Blimey,” the boatman exclaimed in delight. “Detective Officer Grant Morgan! Why, you should be guarding royalty or hunting
            jewel thieves, not collecting bloats with the likes o’ me.”
         

         
         Grant scowled, even though the man’s admiration seemed sincere.

         
         Two years ago, a London publisher had commissioned a series of adventure novels featuring the exploits of a fictional Bow
            Street Runner. The stories were based loosely—very loosely—on cases Grant had solved. Even worse, the main character had been named after him. He’d never been consulted or
            even approached about it. When he’d tried to read one out of curiosity, he discovered it was written in agonizingly overwrought
            prose that repeatedly described him as “lantern-jawed” with “penetrating eyes of veriest emerald.”
         

         
         To Grant’s chagrin, the Morgan of Bow Street novels had become a runaway success. And the chief magistrate, Sir Ross Cannon, had refused to do anything about it, because the popular fiction helped to create a favorable public image for the entire Bow Street police office. 

         
         It was as embarrassing as hell. Grant hadn’t asked for the attention, nor did he want it. His professional record hadn’t needed
            embellishment, and God knew it wasn’t fair to the other seven Bow Street officers, who deserved equal recognition.
         

         
         “Ninety percent of those stories never happened,” Grant said.

         
         The boatman didn’t appear to have heard. “Me favorite is Murder in the Choir Loft. The missus, though, she’s partial to The Puzzle of the Peculiar Pawnbroker. The part where you fell through the trapdoor—she went on about that for days—”
         

         
         “Latch,” Grant interrupted curtly. “Where’s the body?”

         
         “This way, Mr. Morgan. Is this part of your next book?” He lowered his voice. “Are we being followed by your archenemy?”

         
         “I don’t have an archenemy.”

         
         “The nefarious Bartholomew Spade . . .” the boatman reminisced. “Keeps you on your toes, he does, with all his dirty tricks.
            But as you always say, ‘Only a fool tries to fool Grant Morgan.’”
         

         
         “I never say that.”

         
         They emerged from a narrow alley, passed through a water gate, and came to a set of stairs that led straight down into the river. It was one of many stone staircases built along the Thames for watermen to pick up and drop off passengers. Nearby, the looming bulk of Waterloo Bridge was almost obscured except for the row of tar oil lamps burning yolk-colored flames. 

         
         Low tide had exposed a causeway at the foot of the stairs, the wood-and-brick surface nearly flush with the surrounding water.
            The river moved with a slight rise and fall as if it were breathing.
         

         
         Grant’s gaze fell to the ragged length of canvas covering a small shape at the center of the causeway.

         
         “Mind your step,” Latch cautioned. “’Tis slick as soap-grease down there.”

         
         As Grant descended, he felt the familiar cold pang that happened whenever he had to view a human body in an unspeakable state.
            As if everything that made him vulnerable had withdrawn into some deeply protected place, leaving him numb enough to do his
            job. Later, when he was removed from the situation and having a drink, it would all unlock. The ability to feel sympathy,
            horror, sadness, would start to circulate through him again. But sometimes he worried that it might not, and he would be permanently
            walled off in his own head. A place no one would want to be.
         

         
         He lowered to a crouch on the causeway, set down the lantern, and drew back the canvas with a gloved hand.

         
         The corpse was—or had been—a woman, left in a jointless heap like an abandoned doll.

         
         Grant began to turn it over. He recoiled in surprise as the still form began to cough and retch. “Jesus. She’s still alive! And you left her down here?”
         

         
         Latch, who had come to stand right behind him, let out a yelp. “She were dead meat, I swear it! When I pulled her out, she
            weren’t moving nor breathing nor—”
         

         
         “Shut your trap,” Grant muttered.

         
         The boatman fell obligingly silent.

         
         Grant kept the woman on her side, letting the natural process clear her lungs. When the spasms had stopped, he pushed back
            a hank of her hair, slimy as kelp, and angled her face toward the light.
         

         
         “Miss, can you hear me? Miss—” Grant broke off and looked at her more closely, astonished to realize he knew her. “My God.”

         
         To find Vivien Duvall here, in such a condition, was unfathomable.

         
         She was a London courtesan, a creature of boudoirs and ballrooms, not at all someone who would venture near the Thames’s crime-ridden
            wharves and shipyards. Grant had met her once at a ball attended by the demimonde—the French word for half-world. It was a shadowy level of society where so-called respectable men kept their mistresses, using them to satisfy desires they would never think of inflicting on a wife. 

         
         He and Vivien had taken an instant mutual dislike to each other. But he’d never forgotten how beautiful she’d been, the molten
            weight of her red hair pinned up in a mass of coils and twists. A stunning and self-assured woman who didn’t suffer fools
            gladly.
         

         
         Was this woman really Vivien? At the moment, he couldn’t be absolutely sure. Regardless, it was a miracle she’d survived the
            cold this long. And the Thames was so polluted, every last fish had vanished. He didn’t want to think about whatever was now
            flourishing in those Stygian-dark depths.
         

         
         Moving fast, he stripped off his wool coat and wrapped it around her. After shuttering his lamp and hooking it to his belt,
            he lifted the woman from the ground with a grunt of effort. She was completely limp, which made her difficult to carry despite
            her small size. Icy fluid sank through the coat, right down to his skin. He grimaced at the river-stench that a thousand launderings
            wouldn’t be able to remove.
         

         
         The boatman stayed at his heels. “I’ll lay she tried to suicide ’erself.”

         
         “Could she have survived a fall from the bridge?” Grant asked skeptically.

         
         “Depends. Hit the water flat-on, you’re done for. But go in head- or feetfirst . . . maybe land in the stream under an arch . . .” They reached the top of the stairs. “I’ll leave you to your business, Morgan. Just tell me—where should I go for me reward?” 

         
         “What reward?”

         
         “I done the lady a great service, didn’t I, rescuing her as I done? And I helped with your case.”

         
         “Something of an overstatement, on both counts,” Grant said acidly. “Listen to me, Latch. I want you to find Dr. Jacob Linley.
            At this time of night, he’s usually at the tavern next to the timber yard.”
         

         
         “The Rag and Bucket?”

         
         “Yes, that one. Tell him to come to my town house at Bedford Street right away—and tell him I said to give you a half-crown
            for your pains.”
         

         
         “Only a half-crown?”

         
         “Good God, man, that will buy you fifteen pints of beer!”

         
         “Cheap table beer, maybe. But I drink Newcastle.”

         
         “Just do it,” Grant said. “And be quick about it—” He paused, having been about to say or I’ll have your license suspended. But instead, he finished, “—before Bartholomew Spade catches up with you.”
         

         
         The boatman’s face lit up. “You can count on me, Morgan!” He hurried off, his compact form immediately swallowed by the fog.

         
         Clutching his unwieldy burden, Grant crossed a cobblestoned street and strode through a small court filled with stagnant water barrels, a cart with broken wheels, and an abandoned dog kennel. Any man in his right mind would be terrified to venture into this area of the city, but it was familiar territory to a Runner. 

         
         He reached Bedford Street, where decaying buildings abruptly turned into a row of tidy town houses and shop fronts. The Bow
            Street police station and its raucous surroundings were only a short distance away, but all that seemed far removed from this
            quiet location.
         

         
         By the time Grant climbed the front steps of his town house, his arms were aching and every breath hissed with effort. Unable
            to knock or reach his key, he gave the door a hard kick. When there was no response from within, he drew back and kicked again.
         

         
         The door opened and his housekeeper, Mrs. Buttons, appeared, spluttering with protests at his cavalier treatment of the painted
            paneling.
         

         
         Ordinarily a man like Grant—working-class, with no expectations of inherited money—would never have had an opportunity to
            hire someone like Clara Buttons. She was an experienced housekeeper, who’d been born a butler’s daughter and worked in service
            for her entire adult life. It was almost unheard-of for the highest-ranked servant of a grand country estate to leave the
            security and status of her position.
         

         
         But the mistress of that great household had died in childbirth, and the master had soon remarried. His new bride, a young woman of volatile temperament, had abused the servants, accusing them of laziness and mendacity, claiming they had stolen items that she herself had misplaced. When the abuse had become physical, such as slapping the cookmaids or throwing a cup of scalding tea at a footman, Mrs. Buttons had gone to speak with the master of the house. He had immediately dismissed her without references. 

         
         Fortunately, Grant’s employer, Sir Ross, the chief magistrate in charge of the Bow Street Runners, had learned of Mrs. Buttons’s
            plight from his own housekeeper. He’d recommended her to Grant, who had hired her immediately.
         

         
         It was a comedown for a housekeeper to work for a common-born bachelor instead of an aristocratic family. Now she was in charge
            of only two servants, as opposed to the large staff she’d once managed. However, Grant paid Mrs. Buttons far more than she’d
            earned in her previous position, and he treated her with respect. Not only did he defer to her when it came to household decisions,
            he listened closely to her advice. A gentleman, for example, wouldn’t write his letters on cheap paper made of wood pulp—he
            would use heavy cream-colored rag paper.
         

         
         Contrary to the stereotype of a housekeeper—stern and stately, mired in tradition—Mrs. Buttons was a warm and approachable woman. She actually seemed to enjoy the rough-and-tumble of a Bow Street Runner’s household. 

         
         “Good heavens, sir, what’s happened?”

         
         “Near-drowning.” Grant pushed past her, heading upstairs to his bedroom.

         
         “Shouldn’t you take her to hospital?”

         
         “If my goal were to finish her off quickly, yes. But she’s an acquaintance of mine.”

         
         “An acquaintance?”

         
         “A lady of the evening, actually.”

         
         The housekeeper didn’t bother to conceal her disapproval. “Sir, once again you have outdone yourself.”

         
         Grant wondered irritably why his servants seemed to have so many more opinions than other people’s servants. “Help me with
            her, will you? Where the devil are the other two?”
         

         
         “Peter’s away visiting his family in Twickenham,” she reminded him. “Miriam’s in the kitchen. Shall I ask one of the neighbor
            lads to fetch Dr. Linley?”
         

         
         “No, I’ve already sent someone for him.”

         
         While Mrs. Buttons called for the cookmaid to bring towels, scissors, and hot water, Grant continued up the stairs. Once in
            his bedroom, he deposited Vivien on the mahogany bed and paused to rub his aching arms with a sigh of relief.
         

         
         Mrs. Buttons hurried to the bedside and made a revolted sound at the vile, smeary odor of the Thames. “The bedding,” she said in an aggrieved tone. “And your coat—” 

         
         “Never mind all that, help me remove her clothes.” They both tugged at the woman’s sodden gown and pelisse, but the garments
            had shrunk until the buttons and hooks were tightly entrenched in the wet wool.
         

         
         “Miriam’s coming with the scissors,” the housekeeper said.

         
         Unwilling to wait, Grant reached into his boot and pulled out a knife with a clip point steel blade.

         
         Mrs. Buttons stepped back with a muffled exclamation as she watched him efficiently slit the long sleeves and separate the
            front of the gown from neck to hem.
         

         
         No one could wield a knife with the skill of a former Billingsgate fishmonger. At the age of twelve, Grant had learned to
            open, skin, scale, gut, fillet, and pin anything sold at the London Fish Exchange. He spread the split fabric, revealing what
            had once been white linen undergarments, and he sliced through those too, down to chilled, tender flesh.
         

         
         “Sir,” Mrs. Buttons said, sounding perturbed, “Miriam and I will do the rest.”

         
         Grant understood her unease. The woman on the bed was utterly vulnerable. It seemed an unspeakable violation for him to strip
            her naked when she couldn’t so much as lift a finger in her own defense.
         

         
         “She doesn’t have time to spare,” he said, methodically continuing to cut away the clothing. “Believe me, I have no lewd intentions.”

         
         The housekeeper seemed affronted by the very suggestion of impropriety. “I would never think so, sir.” She let out a squawk
            as he dropped a handful of wet scraps on the carpet. “Wait!” Hastily she went to the coal bin from the hearthside, emptied
            the last of it onto the fire, and brought it to the bedside. “Put it all in here,” she said. “Egad, it’s not even fit for
            the ragman. That filthy river! And to think they used to sell Thames salmon at the market when I was a girl.”
         

         
         “Was it any good?” Grant asked, dropping more fabric into the bin. Hearing a clank against the metal, he reached in and fished out what appeared to be a house key. He tossed it onto a nearby table.
         

         
         “Oh, the finest,” the housekeeper replied. “Preferred even to Tweed salmon! But now everyone’s forgotten there ever was such
            a thing as fish in the Thames.” As Grant stripped away the last of Vivien’s undergarments, Mrs. Buttons promptly weighted
            her with blankets.
         

         
         Grant leaned over Vivien, staring intently at a tiny crescent-shaped abrasion at the front of her throat. He angled her jaw
            to view three parallel scratches high on the side of her neck, just below the ear. Gently he used his thumb to pull down her
            lower eyelids in turn, seeing a few tiny red blotches marring the whites of the eyes. His mouth tightened in a grim line.
         

         
         Mrs. Buttons brought a thin folded towel from the washstand. “What are those marks on her neck?” she asked.

         
         “It often happens with strangulation,” Grant said quietly. He took the towel from her and wiped Vivien’s face with great care.
            “She scratched herself while trying to pry him loose.”
         

         
         After a horrified silence, Mrs. Buttons ventured, “Wouldn’t strangulation cause a great deal of bruising on her throat?”

         
         “Not necessarily.”

         
         “Poor little thing,” the housekeeper said, and glanced at the empty doorway. “Where is Miriam? I’ll go hurry things along.”
            She disappeared in a rustle of impatience.
         

         
         After Mrs. Buttons had left, Grant sat on the edge of the bed and continued to clean the unconscious woman’s face. Fine features,
            translucent skin, ruddy brows with arches like a bird’s open wings. A drying tendril at her hairline glowed with the red of
            a paraffin flame. Even grimy and corpse-pale, she was recognizable as the woman he’d met two months ago at the Pantheon, a
            massive London concert hall with public assembly rooms.
         

         
         Grant had wanted nothing to do with the event, a silly affair called “Pastimes with Neptune.” At first he’d declined the invitation from the ball’s hosts, Lord Sherbourne and his mistress, Harriette Porter, despite the exorbitant fee they’d offered for him to attend. However, the Bow Street chief magistrate, Sir Ross Cannon, informed Grant that he had no choice. 

         
         “Have one of the other men do it,” Grant had told him.

         
         “Sherbourne and Miss Porter believe your presence will provide the best security.”

         
         “They don’t want me for security,” Grant said scornfully. “They want me for amusement. All because of those damned books.
            I’ll be expected to entertain the guests like some dancing bear.”
         

         
         “Having seen you attempt a waltz,” Cannon said, “I concur with the analogy.”

         
         Grant had shot him a lethal glance.

         
         “Morgan,” the magistrate asked with a show of great patience, “is it really that heavy a cross to bear, being featured in
            a series of adventure novels? Think of it as a public service. For each of the past three years, the number of applicants
            for the horse and foot patrols has doubled, with a majority mentioning the Morgan of Bow Street novels as their inspiration.
            For the same reason, Parliament has just increased our funding in a rare show of goodwill. Moreover, you’ve been personally
            enriched by the publicity, to the extent that people are now willing to pay you a small fortune merely to attend a ball.”
         

         
         “Those novels are rubbish—” Grant had begun.

         
         “Enough whinging, Morgan. Sherbourne has called in a favor. I’ve already accepted the invitation on your behalf.”

         
         “I don’t owe him a blasted favor.”

         
         “I do, however. Go to the ball and try not to be a doorknob.”

         
         Grant’s low expectations of the ball had been entirely justified. The event had been lavish and chaotic while somehow also
            managing to be dull. The ballroom had been decorated at astonishing expense, complete with indoor fountains and a replica
            of a sunken ship. More than four hundred guests had attended: politicians, aristocrats, actors, opera singers, and a great
            many women of “high keeping.” It had been a jaded crowd, full of sophisticates who could no longer be dazzled or shocked by
            anything.
         

         
         All around the ballroom, pavilions had displayed tableaux vivants, or living pictures, composed of volunteers who’d been painted and powdered to resemble marble statuary. One tableau depicted
            Venus emerging from a shell, while another showed Neptune frolicking with amorous nymphs. There had also been a trio of spread-legged
            sirens, and Melantho straddling the plaster figure of a dolphin, and a scene of the merman Triton seducing Hecate.
         

         
         And every last one of the models had been as naked as a boiled egg.

         
         Having seen the human body in every possible condition during the course of his work, Grant was hardly one to be shocked by
            nudity. But it had made him uneasy to mingle and converse in a ballroom with silent naked people posing nearby. He’d tried
            a little too hard not to look at any of them, which had ended up making his discomfort more conspicuous. And then he’d noticed that one of the other guests, a striking red-haired woman, had found him amusing. 

         
         She had been riveting, with hair that was the deepest shade of red he’d ever seen. A gown of translucent layers of green fabric,
            all seafoam and sparkles, had flowed over the beautiful curves of her body.
         

         
         Grant had taken a glass of champagne from a tray carried by a passing footman, and brought it to her. After she’d accepted
            it, he’d bowed and introduced himself.
         

         
         “I’m Vivien Duvall,” she had murmured, her tip-tilted eyes smiling as she took a sip of champagne. “It seems you’re real after
            all, Mr. Morgan. I thought you were merely a character in a book.” Before he could reply, she’d asked in a lightly mocking
            tone, “How can a worldly man of action be so embarrassed by nudity?”
         

         
         A quick grin had crossed Grant’s face. “I’m not embarrassed,” he’d said. “I just didn’t expect to find it in a ballroom.”

         
         “It’s no different from viewing Botticelli or Michelangelo at a museum,” she’d said.

         
         Grant had glanced at a nearby pavilion, where a pair of entwined naked people were posing as Triton seducing Hecate. “I’m
            not convinced this counts as art.”
         

         
         “Perhaps you’re not aware that the living statue has been an artistic tradition for hundreds of years.”

         
         “If you say so.”

         
         “What makes you qualified to judge artistic merit?”

         
         “I’m not,” Grant had said. “But outside of this ballroom, the only place you’ll find a display of this many painted and powdered
            genitals is a brothel, not a museum.”
         

         
         Vivien’s reply had been as frosty as the rim of an icing pot. “If you prefer prim and proper entertainment, Mr. Morgan, I
            suggest you don’t attend a ball given by the demimonde.”
         

         
         “My apologies,” he’d said instantly. “I was only being honest.”

         
         “No one wants you to be honest at a social event. You’re supposed to be charming. That means saying things that are witty
            and complimentary and pleasant. Failing that, you should smile and keep your mouth shut.”
         

         
         “I didn’t intend to—”

         
         “Oh, do go away,” she’d said impatiently. “My protector, Lord Gerard, is approaching, and he’ll find you just as much of a
            boor as I do.”
         

         
         Later that evening, Grant had learned that Vivien had been on the ball’s decorating committee, and she’d been the one to come
            up with the idea for the naked tableaux vivants.
         

         
         That should have been the end of it, but after the ball, Vivien had insinuated to a host of wagging tongues that the arrogant Mr. Morgan had tried to proposition her, clumsily, and she’d rejected him. The story had spread, making him the target of laughter and mockery. 

         
         Grant’s pride had smarted at the spread of deliberate lies. He had managed to hold his silence, however, knowing the rumor
            would fade more quickly if no fuel was added to the fire. Still, the thought of Vivien had never failed to annoy him.
         

         
         No doubt she would have been appalled to learn that someday she would find herself so utterly at his mercy. If he were the
            kind of man who wanted revenge, fate couldn’t have handed him a more perfect opportunity. But as he looked down at her, as
            helpless as a pinned butterfly, all he wanted was to take care of her.
         

         
         A fine tremor ran through her, and another, and soon she began to shiver with bone-rattling force. Was that a good sign? It
            seemed better than deathlike stillness, but the violence of the shaking was alarming.
         

         
         “Poor girl,” he murmured, tucking the blankets more snugly around her. “You’re safe now, Vivien. The doctor’s on his way.
            Just hold on a little longer.”
         

         
         He had no idea what the hell to do for her, other than keep her warm. Filled with worry and frustration, he went to stoke
            the fire.
         

         
         Mrs. Buttons came in with a tray of supplies, accompanied by Miriam, who carried a heavy brass can of water in one hand, and a stack of folded toweling under the other arm. 

         
         “She started shivering,” Grant said curtly, setting down the fireplace poker.

         
         “That’s hopeful,” the housekeeper exclaimed, setting the tray on a small table beside the bed.

         
         “Is it?”

         
         “Indeed, sir, it’s the body trying to warm itself.”

         
         “It is,” Miriam agreed, busy pouring hot water into a basin. “Back home in York, my brother once brought in a barn cat that
            were near froze to death. We set it in the corner by the hearth, and it started shaking fit to come apart. But after it warmed
            up, it were back to rights. Went on to be a fine mouser.”
         

         
         Mrs. Buttons dipped a clean rag in the hot water, wrung it out, and paused to glance at him.

         
         “Perhaps you might go downstairs and watch for Dr. Linley, sir,” the housekeeper suggested. “Miriam and I will tend to her
            until he arrives.”
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter Two

         
         Grant stood at the window of the small entrance hall, staring grimly at the street. The woman upstairs was at the brink of
            death, and her survival mattered more than he would have expected.
         

         
         Almost ten years of working on the Bow Street force had taught him to keep his emotions in check. Most of what he saw and
            experienced in the course of his work didn’t affect him unduly. But now and then, something like this would break through
            and sink several layers below the surface. And if the outcome weren’t good, there would be no liquor bottle deep enough to
            offer consolation.
         

         
         Soon a hackney stopped in front of the town house. Relieved by the sight of Jacob Linley emerging from the vehicle, Grant went to welcome him inside. 

         
         The young doctor hefted his heavy leather medical case with ease and bounded up the front steps with his usual energy.

         
         Linley had begun his career as the assistant of a well-connected old London physician whose practice catered to families of
            high rank. It was often joked that his golden good looks were the reason his services had become so sought after in London.
            To keep from being pigeonholed as a doctor for upper-class ladies, Linley had offered to provide medical treatment to the
            Bow Street police office and court at a cut rate. In no time at all, he’d become their preferred physician, doing everything
            from performing major surgery down to certifying the health of potential police recruits.
         

         
         As Linley had gained experience at Bow Street, he’d developed an eye for detail that was particularly useful for investigative
            work. Whereas the coroner collected evidence by examining corpses, Linley excelled at analyzing the injuries of living patients.
            His natural skill in the developing area of what was called “juridical medicine” had been invaluable in solving and prosecuting
            cases.
         

         
         Although Grant had known Linley for a relatively short time, it seemed as if they’d been friends for years. They had much in common, both of them professional men who routinely dealt with matters of life and death. They’d seen the way people, whether highborn or low, all had to contend with the same human experiences. As Linley had once put it, “If you break the human body down into its natural elements—oxygen, calcium, iron, sulfur, and the like—all totaled, it’s worth approximately a shilling. By the time we end up on stone slabs, no duke or duchess has any more value than a beggar on the street.” 

         
         “Morgan,” Linley said amiably as he strode into the entrance hall. “This had better be worth abandoning a decent hand of cards
            and a bottle of porter. You owe me a half-crown, by the way.”
         

         
         “You still owe me for lunch at the Chop House,” Grant reminded him.

         
         “You’re right,” Linley admitted, shedding his overcoat. He paused, his nose wrinkling. “Good God. You smell like a compost
            heap. In a hog yard.”
         

         
         “I had to carry a woman who was pulled from the Thames about an hour ago.” Grant watched impatiently as the doctor draped
            his coat over the staircase railing and set his hat on the newel post. “Quickly, Linley—she needs your attention.”
         

         
         Linley picked up his leather case and hurried after him. “Is she conscious?”

         
         “Not that I can tell.”

         
         “External injuries?”

         
         “No open wounds, but there’s evidence of strangulation, including red splotches on the whites of the eyes—”

         
         “Petechiae,” Linley said. “Damn. There may not be much I can do for her, Morgan.”

         
         The words caused Grant’s stomach to drop. “Would you at least have a look at the woman before making judgments?”

         
         “I’m only warning you to lower your expectations.”

         
         “My expectations are for you to do your job. Which means saving her life.”

         
         “She may already have been so injured by exposure to cold, not to mention lack of oxygen, that recovery is unlikely.”

         
         “Why are you being so pessimistic?” Grant demanded.

         
         “I’m being realistic,” Linley said. “What’s made you so irritable?”

         
         “I’ve had a long day,” Grant growled. “And I’d rather not end it with a woman dying in my bed.”

         
         “Why the devil did you put her in your bed?”

         
         “She’s an acquaintance,” Grant said as they reached the bedroom door. After a cursory knock, he ushered Linley inside.

         
         “Good evening, Mrs. Buttons,” the doctor said pleasantly on his way to the bedside. “And to you—Miriam, isn’t it?”

         
         A flicker of surprised gratification crossed the cookmaid’s face as she realized he’d remembered her name. “Good evening, sir.” 

         
         “We’ll need the windows opened and the fire banked,” Linley said. “Right away, please. It won’t do to rewarm the patient too
            rapidly, or there’s a danger of—” He broke off as he reached Vivien. “Miss Duvall,” he exclaimed softly.
         

         
         “You know her?” Grant asked.

         
         “We met on a previous occasion.” Linley unlatched his case and pulled out various items, including a thermometer, a pocket
            watch, and a wooden cylinder with an attachment that resembled an ear trumpet. He leaned over Vivien and laid a gentle hand
            on her forehead. “Leave the room, Morgan, while I examine my patient.”
         

         
         “What if I stay in the corner with my back turned?”

         
         “First, no. Second, as a mercy to the rest of us, go wash yourself head to toe with rosin soap. At least twice.”

         
         Mrs. Buttons murmured to Miriam, “We’ll need more hot water carried up for Mr. Morgan’s bath.”

         
         “Yes, ma’am.”

         
         The housekeeper turned to Linley. “Shall I leave as well, doctor?”

         
         He had flipped open the pocket watch in preparation to take Vivien’s pulse. “No, Mrs. Buttons, please stay. I expect I’ll
            need your assistance.”
         

         
         Annoyed at having been banished from the room, Grant took some clothes from the wardrobe, and went to light a fire on the guest room hearth. By the time he’d pulled a copper hip tub out of a corner cabinet, Miriam had brought up the hot water. 

         
         After she left, Grant undressed by the fire, relishing the flickering warmth over his damp skin. He stepped into the shallow
            tub and proceeded to wash himself thoroughly with rosin soap that contained nearly enough alkali to take off a layer of skin.
         

         
         Feeling restored after the bath, he went to pour himself a brandy from the dining room sideboard. He tossed it back in an
            efficient gulp, poured another, and took it upstairs.
         

         
         To his disgruntlement, his bedroom door was still closed. No sound came from within. He rapped gently on the door with a single
            knuckle. In a moment, it opened a few inches and Mrs. Buttons’s face appeared. She wore the resolute weariness of someone
            facing a night that was far from over.
         

         
         “How is she?” Grant asked. “What can I do?”

         
         “Dr. Linley has the situation in hand, sir. He asked that you remain outside the bedroom for now, and suggested you might
            try to rest.”
         

         
         Before the housekeeper closed the door, Grant asked gruffly, “Will she survive?”

         
         “I don’t know, sir.” Worry had grooved her forehead like the surface of a hob grate. “She had a seizure a few minutes ago.”

         
         As Mrs. Buttons retreated into the bedroom, Grant eased down to the carpeted floor and sat with his back against the wall.
            Slowly he drank the brandy.
         

         
         Occasionally Miriam emerged with arms full of used rags and toweling, carried them downstairs, and returned with more supplies.
            The cookmaid was a hardworking young woman who was up every morning at dawn to light the grates and cook breakfast. She had
            to be exhausted, he thought.
         

         
         “Go to bed, Miriam,” he said brusquely, when she came upstairs with a pot of tea. “It’s been a damned long day for you. If
            there’s anything else they need, I’ll fetch it.”
         

         
         She smiled at him gratefully. “You’ve had no more rest than me, sir.”

         
         “I’ll manage. Go on.”

         
         After Miriam had retired for the night, the house settled into uneasy stillness. Between long intervals of silence, Grant
            would hear Linley’s quiet voice, and Mrs. Buttons’s muffled reply. He rested his head back against the wall, watching shadows
            thicken like cooling tar.
         

         
         God, he was weary. But his mind was too full of sharp edges to sleep, and the liquor had done little to dull them. In the course of his work, he routinely saw the best and worst of people, but mostly the worst. He’d become more cynical than he wanted to be. Lately his opinion of human nature, never good to start with, had seemed to sink a little lower each day. 

         
         Perhaps he should have kept working for his old employers, Oswald and Fanny Keech, who had wanted him to take over the fishmonger’s
            shop someday. It would have been a comfortable life. And there were some illusions it would have been nice to keep.
         

         
         Moreover, Grant dearly loved the Keeches, a childless couple who’d hired him from a workhouse at the age of twelve. They had
            taught him their trade, starting with the proper care and use of knives. After that, Grant had learned where to make the cuts
            on different fish, how to remove scales, guts, and bones. How to wiggle a knife tip into the hinge of an oyster shell, twist
            and pry it open. How to slit a ring around an eel’s neck and skin it.
         

         
         At the beginning, Grant had been overwhelmed by blood, smells, slime, and viscera. God knew fishmongering wasn’t for anyone with a weak constitution. Several times a day, Grant had run behind the shop to empty his roiling stomach. Even when there had been nothing left inside, he’d been shaken with dry heaves. “Flashing the hash again, eh?” the market costers and oystermen had asked, not without sympathy. He hadn’t been able to eat. Nor could he sleep for dread of the morning, when he’d have to return to the long tables piled with fish, fish, and more fish. 

         
         One day Mr. Keech had found him behind the back of the shop, racked with nausea and despair.

         
         “I’m going back inside,” Grant had said defensively, dragging a sleeve across his wet eyes. “I just needed some air.”

         
         “Wait a moment, boy.” Keech had towered over him, a big man with a broad face and a bulbous nose, and heavy gray brows corniced
            over a pair of spaniel-soft eyes. “I want a word with you.”
         

         
         “I have work to do,” Grant had said, trying to avert his red tearstained face.

         
         “It can wait.” Keech had sat on a wooden crate and positioned another next to it. “Sit.”

         
         Grant had obeyed, terrified the man would send him back to the workhouse.

         
         “You’re turning into a rackabones,” the fishmonger had said quietly. “Mrs. Keech says you wouldn’t eat so much as a mouthful
            of bread this morning.”
         

         
         “It would only come up again,” Grant had muttered.

         
         “The work makes you boaky,” the man had said rather than asked.

         
         Deducing that boaky meant puking one’s guts out, Grant had responded with a shamed nod.
         

         
         “What’s the worst part of it?” Keech had asked.

         
         “All of it’s the worst part,” Grant had burst out. “I hate the smell, and the dead eyes and sharp gills and pointy bones. I hate skinning and gutting fish. It’s disgusting, it’s—” He hadn’t been able to find any words to convey how utterly revolted he was. In the short silence that followed, he’d expected the older man to box his ears or knock him off the crate. 

         
         Instead, he’d felt Keech’s hand, fleshy and scar-toughened, settle between his shoulder blades with the gentlest of pressure.

         
         It had been the first time a man had touched Grant with kindness since his father had died.

         
         Keech’s voice had been calm and comforting. “Disgust is a natural feeling. It’s meant to help us stay clear of trouble. But
            sometimes it’s a hindrance to what must be done.”
         

         
         “I’ve tried to fight it,” Grant had said hopelessly.

         
         “Ah, well, there’s the problem. We can’t fight disgust. It visits when it wishes, always at great inconvenience, and must
            be tolerated until it goes. Like my mother-in-law.” Keech had paused. “Take long, slow breaths, lad. You’ll make yourself
            dizzy, huffing and puffing like that.”
         

         
         Grant had remained leaning over with his forearms braced on his knees. As he filled his lungs with a controlled breath, it
            provoked a squirmy pang of nausea. But it had eased, thank God, before the heaving could start again.
         

         
         “You’ll accustom yourself in time,” Keech had said. “The work becomes easier, the more you do it. Until then . . . a man can rule his feelings. He can say to himself, ‘I’m strong enough to manage this. It won’t get the better of me. Others have done it, and so can I.’” A gentle pat, and his hand had withdrawn. “Our work is important, young Morgan. It’s a stewardship.” 

         
         Which, in Grant’s opinion, had sounded a bit high-flown for a Billingsgate fishmonger.

         
         But Keech had gone on to explain, “Most people haven’t the skills or stomach for what we do. They rely on us to do it for
            them. A mother needs us to pick out all the bones that might stick in her little ones’ throats. A father buys a cut of salmon
            or a peck of oysters for his family’s supper, trusting us not to sell him bad food that would make them ill. It’s a privilege
            to look after others, even if they don’t know what the job requires of us. Think on that when you start to feel squeamish
            and boaky. It helps.”
         

         
         The odd thing was, it had helped. After that, Grant had found the work slightly more tolerable. And eventually the lessons he’d learned from a Billingsgate
            fishmonger had guided him into a career as a Bow Street officer.
         

         
         “Morgan. Wake up.”

         
         Grant opened his eyes with a start and found Linley squatting on his haunches in front of him. Groggily he realized he’d fallen
            asleep sitting up. “What time is it?” he asked.
         

         
         “Four in the morning.” Linley regarded him with friendly exasperation. “What are you doing in the hallway, you pillock? You should be sleeping in the guest room.” 

         
         Grant rubbed his eyes and struggled to his feet, his muscles and joints protesting.

         
         “Just as well,” the doctor continued without waiting for a reply. “I wanted to speak with you before I left.” After stifling
            an eye-watering yawn, he reached up to rub the sore muscles at the back of his neck. He looked boyish in his exhaustion, his
            hair disheveled and his clothes rumpled.
         

         
         “Why are you
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