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            Chapter One

         
         
            London, March 1815

         

         Maggie shifted her feet slightly, trying to ease the ache her cramped position was causing in her legs. The small movement
            was enough to cause her to bang her knees against the door of the armoire she presently sat in, making it rattle. Wincing
            at the pain that shot up her leg, Maggie was busily rubbing the appendage when the cupboard door opened and soft candlelight
            spilled in over her.
         

         
         “Stop yer banging about, or ye’ll be givin’ away that ye’re in there.”

         
         Ceasing her leg-rubbing, Maggie managed an apologetic smile for the scantily clad young woman glaring in at her. “I am sorry,”
            she began in conciliatory tones, then paused and heaved out a breath. She straightened and began to step from the small closet.
            “No, actually, I am not. Er, Daisy, is it?”
         

         
         “Maisey,” the girl corrected.

         
         “Yes, well . . . Maisey, then,” Maggie said. The girl’s put-upon air was irritating, as were the wrinkles that Maggie was
            futilely trying to brush out of her gown. “This is all really rather silly, and quite beyond the information for which I was
            looking. All I really wanted was to—”
         

         
         The sound of a rap at the door made Maggie pause, alarmed. The young woman before her stiffened, then steel seemed to enter
            her eyes and she shoved Maggie firmly back into the armoire. Maggie landed on her behind with a grunt.
         

         
         “It’s too late to be changing yer mind now, milady,” she announced, bending to shove Maggie’s feet inside the closet before
            she could regain her balance. “Madame says ye’re to watch, and watch you will. Now keep quiet,” she said in a hiss. The door
            pushed closed with a decided snap.
         

         
         “Damn,” Maggie said under her breath, then struggled to a sitting position. The door rattled slightly, nearly covering the
            sound of a bolt being slid home. Pressing one eye to the crack where the doors did not quite meet, she saw Maisey nod with
            a grunt of satisfaction and whirl away to answer the door. Frowning, Maggie lifted a hand to push experimentally forward,
            but the door stayed firmly shut. The girl had locked her in!
         

         
         Well, this is just bloody beautiful, she thought irritably. Brilliant! I do tend to get myself into fixes, don’t I?

         
         Not that she could have gotten out now, anyway. Maggie considered herself a thoroughly modern young woman: highly intelligent,
            independent, and uncaring of what others thought of her—but only to a certain degree. Even she, thoroughly modern as she was,
            hesitated to deliberately draw the wrath and scorn of the ton down upon herself. Especially when she merely had to sit quietly
            for a short time to avoid scandal completely. Patience was not one of her natural virtues, but she had been attempting to
            cultivate it of late. Yes, she would simply have to look at this as a chance to develop herself. A learning experience, one
            might say.
         

         
         She had barely finished that thought when it occurred to her that she was crouching down in a small armoire in one of the
            rooms of the infamous Madame Dubarry’s—this was a brothel, for God’s sake! What she would learn in this room . . . well, she
            just shouldn’t know yet! What was more, she certainly couldn’t write about it.
         

         
         Good Lord, how had she ended up here? Madame Dubarry, of course. The woman had been slow to warm to the idea of allowing Maggie
            to interview her and some of her girls for a story for the Daily Express. Once the madam had agreed to the undertaking, however, she had become quite enthusiastic. The older woman had bustled Maggie
            from girl to girl, attending the interviews to be sure each girl told the juiciest stories; then she had rounded off this
            most peculiar day by offering Maggie refreshment in her own private drawing room. It was while the two had chatted over tea
            that Madame Dubarry devised this harebrained scheme. Clattering her teacup down in its saucer, she had sat up abruptly, her
            eyes on the clock in the corner.
         

         
         “What time is it, nearly seven? Oh, really, this is perfect timing! You must witness this, Lady Maggie. Really, you must. You shall thank me for it, I promise.”
         

         
         So saying, the woman had stood quickly, grasped Maggie’s hand and dragged her from her chair, then hurried from the room and
            along the hall. Before Maggie could even collect herself enough to ask what she must see and why, they had reached this chamber.
            Madame Dubarry shoved her inside, installed her in the cupboard with admonishments to remain quiet and see, then had instructed
            young Maisey that Maggie was to witness the night’s proceedings. She had fled the room nearly as hurriedly as she’d ushered
            Maggie into it.
         

         
         Maggie, stunned by the abruptness of the event, had remained still and silent for a moment before the cramping of her muscles
            had forced her to shift positions and draw the wrath of the shapely young Maisey.
         

         
         Really, had she been a bit quicker, Maggie might have managed to flee the room before Maisey’s customer arrived. Now it appeared
            she was quite stuck. She sighed irritably and tried to ignore the murmur of voices from the room outside. Maggie had no desire
            to learn anything more than she’d learned in her interviews. And I won’t, she assured herself. I simply will not look through
            the crack to see who Maisey’s client is or what they are doing.
         

         
         She frowned as the voices drew closer. The man’s slightly deeper-timbered voice struck a chord of recognition within her.
            It sounded amazingly like . . .
         

         
         Her gaze slid to the crack despite her best intentions, and Maggie drew her breath in with a hiss. Good Lord, it was him: Pastor Frances. Her eyes narrowed on the man. She had just been discussing the fact that he was paying her court, and
            that she thought he might soon propose, when Madame Dubarry had rushed her up here. Maggie was distracted from further thought
            by an odd question from Maisey.
         

         
         “Who am I to be tonight, milord? Yer mother?”

         
         Maggie’s eyes widened in shocked dismay at that, but they nearly fell out of her head at Frances’s answer.

         
         “Nay. Tonight you shall be my dear Margaret.”

         
         “Sweet Lady Wentworth, is it?” Maggie was almost too shocked by Frances’s presence to notice the irony in the young prostitute’s
            voice. Almost. “The woman who personifies the very word ‘lady’? The woman who never sets a foot wrong? Who is discretion herself?”
         

         
         Maggie couldn’t help but wince slightly at the pointy edges of Maisey’s words. She also experienced a touch of alarm as she
            realized that, in her excitement, Madame Dubarry had addressed her by her real name when she’d brought her up to this room.
         

         
         She forgot all such concerns when Frances answered, “Aye: my sweet Maggie. I have decided to propose to her. I arranged to
            take her to the Cousins’ ball tonight. I shall propose to her afterward. I believe she will accept.”
         

         
         “Oh, ’course she will, guv’nor, a great, strapping man like yerself . . .” There was no missing the irony in Maisey’s voice
            then. At least, Maggie caught it; the gibe seemed to slip right past the rather thin and emaciated Frances.
         

         
         “Fine. You be Maggie then, and I shall practice on you.” There was a moment of critical silence before he murmured, “You had
            best put something else on.”
         

         
         “Something else?”

         
         “Well, Maggie would never greet me so scantily clad.”

         
         “Not even if the house were afire,” Maggie agreed under her breath. Through the crack in the armoire doors, she took in Maisey’s
            costume—what there was of it. Sheer silk and red, it covered absolutely nothing. It was scandalous.
         

         
         There came a moment of uncertain silence; then Maisey heaved an impatient sigh. “Fine, then. Ye step on out into the hall,
            and I shall change. Give me five minutes; then knock.”
         

         
         “Why must I wait in the hall?” Frances whined.

         
         “Well, ye want it to be as if ye were proposing to Lady Wentworth, don’t ye? Would she dress in front of ye? Get on with ye.
            I’ll only be a minute, and this will seem more real.”
         

         
         Through the crack, Maggie saw Maisey usher Frances out of the room as firmly as she herself had been shoved into the armoire.
            The prostitute closed the door behind the pastor with a snap, then locked it. She was a no-nonsense type of woman, it seemed.
         

         
         “Thank God.” Maggie burst out of the armoire as Maisey unbolted it. “I thought I should suffocate in there. Now get me out
            of here.”
         

         
         “You know where the door is,” came Maisey’s unconcerned response. The young woman was digging through her clothing, picking
            up and discarding gown after gown.
         

         
         Maggie frowned and glanced from the door to the girl. “I can hardly exit that way. Pastor Frances is out there.”
         

         
         “Then I guess ye’ll just have to get back in the closet, won’t ye?” Maisey snapped, discarding yet another gown.

         
         “Get back in?” Maggie was confused. “Did you not let me out to slip me from the room?”

         
         “No. I let you out so I could find a gown suitable enough to play the likes of ye. I could hardly dig about with you sitting
            in my armoire just waiting to be discovered by the pastor, could I? Damn! I ain’t got a single dress as drab as the one ye’re
            wearing.” Throwing her last garment down in disgust, she glared at her as if the lack of wardrobe were somehow Maggie’s fault.
            Then a catty look came over her face. “You wouldn’t consider letting me borrow yer gown fer a bit, would ye?”
         

         
         “Certainly not,” Maggie snapped. She looked desperately around the room. “There simply has to be a way out of here.”

         
         “There isn’t,” the girl assured her. “Unless ye can fly out the window.”

         
         “The window!” Maggie hurried over to it, then pushed it open and leaned out. They were on the third floor. The ground was
            a long way down. She was about to give up on the idea when her gaze dropped to the wall, and she saw a ledge a couple of feet
            below the window. It was just wide enough that she could walk it—if she were careful.
         

         
         She would be careful, she decided.

         
         “Here!” Maisey grabbed her arm as Maggie sat on the sill and made to climb out. “What? Are ye daft? Ye’ll break yer bones
            jumpin’ from here.”
         

         
         “I am not going to jump,” Maggie said with a hiss of exasperation, tugging her arm free. “I am going to walk that ledge to
            the next room, climb in through the window there, and get away.”
         

         
         Leaning out, Maisey peered down, her eyes widening slightly in surprise. “Oh . . . well.” The girl hesitated slightly, her
            gaze calculating; then she announced, “Well, that would be nice, wouldn’t it? Except that Lady X and Lord Hastings are in
            one of the rooms next door. Yer climbin’ in on them would cause the scandal of the decade.”
         

         
         Maggie frowned at the news. Everyone, absolutely everyone, had heard of the infamous Lady X. She was the most famous of Agatha
            Dubarry’s prostitutes, and as such, Maggie had not been allowed to speak to her—though she had caught a glimpse of the woman
            earlier while interviewing the others. From what she had spied, Lady X was a lovely blonde with a perfect figure, full lips,
            and deep, mysterious eyes. That was all she had seen.
         

         
         Actually, it was all anyone ever saw. Her face was always covered by a blazing red mask that never came off. Men paid highly
            for the privilege of bedding her, each trying to discover her true identity, but no one had yet figured it out. It was rumored
            that the woman was actually a lady of nobility who worked thusly on the side to help shore her sagging family coffers. While
            many disputed the idea, claiming that surely no lady would risk being discovered in such an endeavor, there were enough men
            willing to dig deep into their pockets to try to find out, and Madame Dubarry was doing very well.
         

         
         Maggie definitely did not need the scandal of walking in on the woman while she was entertaining—especially if she was with
            Lord Hastings, one of the most distinguished royal councilors.
         

         
         “Which room are they in?” she asked.

         
         Maisey smiled, the expression of a cat who has cornered a mouse. “Let me use your gown.”

         
         Maggie stiffened, then shook her head. “I shall find out for myself,” she declared. Sliding her legs over onto the window
            ledge, she straightened slowly, clinging nervously to the sill as she fought to maintain her balance.
         

         
         “Have it your way,” Maisey said with amusement, watching. “But it does look a long way down. And I know I shouldn’t like to
            make it all the way along that ledge to a window, simply to have to turn back and travel twice the distance to another.” At
            Maggie’s obvious uncertainty, Maisey pressed her advantage. “’Tis just a gown. I’ll give ye one o’ me own to wear in its place.
            Then I’ll send yers back to ye first thing on the morrow—once it’s been cleaned.”
         

         
         Maggie took in the hopeful gaze of the prostitute, peered at the ground such a long way down, then shifted cautiously on the
            ledge. Her mind was made up by her jumping stomach. Cursing under her breath, she maneuvered back into the room and eyed Maisey
            unhappily. “The other room is empty, isn’t it?”
         

         
         The prostitute nodded solemnly.

         
         “Fine. But—” A tap at the door cut her off, and both women glanced over sharply as the doorknob jiggled.

         
         “Are you ready yet, my dear?” Frances cooed in a sickening tone. Maggie had never heard it from the usually dignified man.

         
         “Oh, keep yer pants on. I’m hurryin’ as fast as I can,” Maisey snapped, then grimly turned to Maggie. “Well?”

         
         “Oh . . . stuff!” Maggie huffed. She set to work disrobing as quickly as she could. Looking pleased, Maisey began to undress
            as well. The two worked in virtual silence until Maggie got her gown off. She handed it over, then crossed her arms, rubbing
            them as goose bumps began to form on her flesh.
         

         
         “Yer shift and bloomers too.”

         
         “What?”

         
         When Maggie stared at her in dismay, the prostitute rolled her eyes. “I’m supposed to be dressed like you. ’Sides, ye’ll be
            caught fer sure if ye run around with those bloomers showing through my gown.”
         

         
         Maggie frowned at the transparent garment the girl held out, then shook her head in misery. “I will be recognized anyway if
            my face is seen. Oh, why did I leave my veil in Madame Dubarry’s drawing room?”
         

         
         Whirling, Maisey hurried to her armoire, returning a moment later with a plain red silk mask for Maggie to wear. “Here; put
            this on. With the mask, my clothes, and yer cloak, ye should escape all right.”
         

         
         Maggie glanced at it curiously. “Is this Lady X’s mask?”

         
         “Nay. Mine. Lady X’s mask is far fancier.” When Maggie continued to stare at her questioningly, the prostitute heaved a sigh.
            “Men like to play all sorts o’ games. I . . .” She paused, scowling as there was another tap at the door, louder and more
            insistent this time.
         

         
         “Maisey?” Frances sounded somewhat put out.

         
         “Only just another moment, milord,” Maisey called back. She shoved the mask at Maggie and said in a hiss, “Take it.”

         
          

         “Are you absolutely sure of this, Johnstone?” James Huttledon, Lord Ramsey, was finally moved to set aside the book he’d been
            reading when the Bow Street runner was announced. Carefully marking his spot with one of the many cloth bookmarks his aunt
            had made him over the years, he set the tome on a side table for later and sat up to give his full attention to this troubling
            turn of events.
         

         
         “Aye, m’lord. I tried to find you right away. I knew you’d be wanting to know right prompt, but when I went by your town house,
            they told me you were at your club. By the time I got there, they said you’d left just moments earlier. I had to begin searching—”
         

         
         “Yes, yes.” James waved the explanation away and turned to stare out the window at the tranquil scene of the garden lining
            the back of his town house library.
         

         
         Johnstone was silent for a moment, allowing Ramsey his thoughts, then pointed out gently, “It would explain where she’s been
            getting the money to keep up the house and servants.”
         

         
         James jerked his head around to stare ferociously at the man. “You are not thinking that she works there?”
         

         
         Johnstone appeared as surprised at the question as could be. “Well . . . what other business could a lady have at Madame Dubarry’s?”

         
         “For God’s sake, Johnstone; she is a lady!”

         
         “Aye, well, the claim is that Lady X is a woman of nobility.”

         
         James’s mouth dropped open, but he quickly snapped it shut. “Good God,” he got out between gritted teeth. He turned toward
            the window again.
         

         
         They were both silent; then Johnstone said uncertainly, “I left Henries there to keep an eye out while I came to see what
            ye wanted me to do.”
         

         
         James remained quiet for a moment, then stood abruptly and strode toward the door of his library. “Hethers!” he bellowed as
            he stepped into the hall, relief filling him when he spied his valet approaching. “My coat. I am going out.”
         

         
         The servant hurriedly fetched his overcoat, hat, and gloves. As the man assisted him in donning them, James added, “Have some
            things packed. I am leaving tonight.”
         

         
         “Tonight, my lord?”

         
         “Yes. I shall be staying at Ramsey for a while.”

         
         “Yes, my lord.”

         
          

         Maggie peered in at the scene taking place in the room next to Maisey’s, and she groaned aloud. Her fingers tightening on
            the cold wall, she leaned her head unhappily against it. After trading clothes, Maisey had helped her climb back out onto
            this ledge, hissing that Lady X and Lord Hastings were in the room on the left. She had then left and hurried to attend the
            impatiently pounding Frances.
         

         
         Relieved to be out of her predicament Maggie had immediately inched along the ledge to the next window, expecting to find
            the room empty. Unfortunately, what she had not realized was that Maisey had been referring to her own left—which, of course,
            with Maggie clinging to the wall facing her, was Maggie’s right. Which meant Maggie should have gone right. Which she hadn’t.
            She had ended up coming all this way for nothing, for while curtains shrouded the window, making the images beyond blurred
            and foggy, the figures were discernible enough to see two people engaged in the most energetic round of ride-the-pony it had
            ever been Maggie’s misfortune to witness.
         

         
         Resignedly Maggie turned to glance back along the ledge, took a deep breath, then began the long return the way she had come,
            clinging like a limpet to the wall as she did. She was nearly back at Maisey’s window before she realized that in her haste,
            the prostitute had neglected to close it. Grimacing, she paused to the side and peered around its edge.
         

         
         The time since she had crept from the room seemed like a century to Maggie, and while she knew that it was just the stress
            of the moment making it seem so, she was surprised to see that she must have indeed been gone for quite a length of time.
            A good ten minutes must have passed, at least, for Maisey—playing Maggie—had already served Frances a drink by a small table
            and chairs near the bed. Their refreshments finished and whatever passed for small talk between them done, Frances now knelt
            at Maisey’s feet, the prostitute’s hands clasped gently in his, heartfelt longing on the pastor’s reverent face.
         

         
         “I have known you for quite a while now, Margaret,” he was saying. “Long enough to know that you are the woman for me. I would
            be most honored if you would consent to be my bride.”
         

         
         “Yes,” Maisey agreed in a bored tone.

         
         The pastor frowned. “Surely she wouldn’t just say yes like that?”

         
         “What would she say then?”

         
         “Well, I don’t know. Just . . . try to sound a bit more enthusiastic, please.”

         
         “Yes,” the prostitute cooed.

         
         Frances continued to frown, but apparently decided he wouldn’t get much more out of the girl. Shrugging slightly, he surged
            to his feet, drawing Maisey up and into his arms with the same move. “You shan’t be sorry, my dear. I shall make an outstanding
            husband—I promise you, we shall have a marvelous marriage.” This he managed to gasp out between slobbery kisses across Maisey’s
            cheeks and down her neck. When he reached the top of the prim black gown she now wore, he paused and pulled back to leer at
            her. “I love the proper little things you wear. They hide your lovely body from the eyes of other men, but there is no need
            to hide from me any longer.” With that, he grasped the collar of the gown and ripped downward, rending it nearly to the waist
            before lifting wide eyes to Maisey’s dismayed face. “Oops,” he said lightly. “Now you shall have to punish me.”
         

         
         “Ye’re damn right I will,” the girl snapped irritably. “And ye’ll be replacin’ that gown, too. It weren’t even mine.”

         
         “Then I, of course, shall replace it,” Frances promised, unperturbed by her obvious anger. Releasing Maisey, he stepped back
            and began doffing his clothes.
         

         
         Maggie turned away, unwilling to watch what would follow. She tried judging the space between where she stood and the other
            side of the window, wondering if she could traverse the distance quickly enough that she might not be detected. She supposed
            it depended on how distracted the two in the room were. Glancing back inside reluctantly, she saw Frances slide out of his
            top and drape it across the chair he had just vacated. Glimpsing welts on his back, Maggie paused in dismay, her gaze moving
            to Maisey to see that the girl had retrieved a long, wide leather belt from the armoire and was now eyeing Frances with a
            decidedly jaundiced eye. He continued stripping.
         

         
         Staring in surprise at the pastor as he shed his trousers, Maggie saw that welts covered not just his back, but his buttocks
            and the rear of his upper thighs as well. She frowned in bewilderment. Was this what Madame Dubarry had wanted her to see?
            Did Frances really pay Maisey to beat him with a belt? Some of the girls had told her such tales in their interviews: stories
            of men who enjoyed odd or even unhealthy diversions during their sexual encounters. Was Frances one of those? It would seem
            so.
         

         
         She shook her head with a sort of pity combined with disgust. What would make a man turn to such games? Frances had seemed
            such a normal, well-mannered, polite sort.
         

         
         The first crack of the belt across Frances’s back dragged Maggie from her ponderings to the realization that she was perched
            on a ledge outside the third-floor window of a brothel, balanced delicately between breaking her neck and being discovered
            and ruined. This was no time to be reflecting on Frances’s foibles. She should just be grateful she had learned of them ere
            he proposed. Imagine if she had accepted, never knowing that just hours before the man had been whipped, among other things,
            by one of Madame Dubarry’s girls.
         

         
         Would he have expected her to beat him once they were married? Maggie immediately pushed the question out of her head with
            a shudder. She had no time for such thoughts. She would not be accepting his proposal. On that determined note, she peeked into the room once more, relieved to see that Pastor Frances
            and Maisey were suitably distracted, then forced herself to move past the window and continue on toward the next window along
            the wall.
         

         
          

         James stood uncomfortably inside the foyer at Madame Dubarry’s, waiting impatiently for Johnstone to conclude his whispered
            conversation with the madam herself. Ramsey had already been approached by, and turned down the offers of, three of the madam’s
            girls, one of whom had offered to do a thing or two that he had never considered trying before. He certainly did not wish
            to attempt it now, here in this place.
         

         
         “It’s done, yer lordship. Madame says Lady X is with Lord Hastings now, but you can have a go at her next.”

         
         “I do not intend to ‘have a go at her,’ as you so delicately put it,” James said in a hiss.

         
         A flicker of irritation crossed Johnstone’s face before the runner controlled it. “I didn’t think you would, my lord. But
            I could hardly tell her ye wished to kidnap the girl, now, could I?”
         

         
         “I am not kidnapping her. I am rescuing her.”

         
         “Aye. Well, I’d guess that there is a matter of perspective, ain’t it?” Pausing, the man shook his head. “Either way, it’ll
            cost ye deep,” he announced, then mentioned a shocking sum.
         

         
         “You must be joking.”

         
         “I never joke about money, m’lord. But ye’ll either be paying that amount or waiting till a week from Sunday to lay hands
            on her. She’s booked full for the night—a different man every half hour. Dubarry was willing to bump everyone back, but she
            wants to be paid well for the trouble. What should I tell her?”
         

         
         James considered walking out the door, getting in his carriage, and riding to Lady Wentworth’s home to await her return there,
            but his conscience would not let him. He had made a promise to look after the girl—and looking after her did not mean glancing
            the other way while she bedded some two dozen or so men. Muttering under his breath, he pulled a bag of coins from his pocket
            and dropped it in the hand the Bow Street runner extended. “How long until Hastings’s half hour is up?”
         

         
         Johnstone’s gaze slid to a clock in the hall. “About ten minutes. I’ll just give Dubarry the money; then we’ll go have a look
            around and see if there’s another way out of here.”
         

         
         “Another way out?”

         
         “Surely you didn’t think to march out the front door with her, did ye? Dubarry ain’t gonna like that. The girl is her golden
            goose.”
         

         
         “Ah, yes.” James sighed; then he, too, stared at the clock on the wall. Ten minutes.

         
          

         Maggie grabbed the edge of the window with relief and paused to rest her face on the cold glass. She was sweating. Amazingly
            enough, she was more terrified of falling than of discovery, which was surprising, because she could remember a time when
            the prospect of social ruin had been more frightful than anything. But that had been when she could afford such pretty concerns
            as her reputation, before she’d had the burden of so many lives piled on her shoulders.
         

         
         “Damn you, Gerald, for dying, anyway,” she cursed in a whisper, then immediately—if silently—apologized to her poor brother
            for cussing him so. Gerald had loved life. He had lived every moment of his short time on earth as if it might be his last.
            He had not complained when he was ordered off to fight Napoléon. And she had no doubt he had given his life in battle with
            as much passion and as little regret as with which he had lived. It was just too damn bad he’d been forced to leave her in
            such a fix.
         

         
         As a woman, Maggie had been unable to inherit her brother’s title and estates. While he had bequeathed her his town house
            in London—a purchase he had made with money from investments before inheriting his title and station from their father—everything
            else had been entailed to some blasted second or third cousin . . . if they had found the bloody man. The only money Maggie
            had to live off of was a small investment she had made with her own inheritance from their mother.
         

         
         It wasn’t really that small an investment. In fact, she could have lived quite comfortably off of it for her entire life—had
            she not been saddled with Gerald’s property and servants. It was a town house fit for a duke, with lots of rooms, and nearly
            as many employees in attendance.
         

         
         The practical side of Maggie had ordered her to release the servants, close the house, sell it, and move to a small cottage
            in the country. There she might have lived very comfortably with one or two hired hands. However, sentiment had not allowed
            her to sell the property. Gerald had loved the place. He had rarely even bothered to ride out to the estate he had inherited
            with his title, but his town house—there his spirit seemed to linger still. Maggie simply could not part with his home; it
            was her last link to her now all-but-deceased family. And as for the servants . . . faced with closing up part of the house
            and releasing a large portion of the staff, Maggie simply hadn’t been able to do it. Gerald’s staff were hardworking, cheerful
            individuals. She hadn’t been able to look a single one of them in the face and tell him he was no longer wanted.
         

         
         Such being the case, she had been forced to find a way to support the large staff. The answer had come by chance. While sorting
            through her brother’s papers, Maggie had come across the knowledge that her brother had led a double life. He’d been Lord
            Gerald Wentworth, Duke of Clarendon, and also G. W. Clark—the adventurist writer who wrote columns for the Daily Express. He’d provided articles about the seedier side of London life: rumors, truths, stories of gaming hells, fortunes won and lost,
            affairs, everything. From Gerald’s papers Maggie had learned he had met with Mr. Hartwick—the editor of the Express—only once, and then he’d been in disguise to protect his identity. Members of the nobility did not do anything so crass as
            to work.
         

         
         She had also learned that he wrote the articles and dispatched them via Banks, his butler. Which was when Maggie’d had her
            brilliant idea: she would become G. W. Clark. She could do it—and she had for the last three months. She had gone to great
            lengths to continue her brother’s column, going so far as to dress up as a young buck and travel to the seedier sections of
            London with Banks in tow to protect her—for all the good the elderly butler was.
         

         
         All that was how she had ended up standing here on the ledge outside the third-floor window of Madame Dubarry’s. The woman
            had apparently been a great friend of her brother’s, at least according to his notes. Certainly Madame Dubarry had been privy
            to the fact that her brother was G. W. Clark, for when the column had started up again three weeks after his death, she had
            paid a visit to Maggie.
         

         
         With a sense of adventure equal to Maggie’s and her brother’s, Madame Dubarry had arrived on the Wentworth doorstep dressed
            as a poor fruitseller. On being shown in to see Maggie, the madame had announced her true identity, revealed that Gerald had
            been G. W. Clark, and complained that some “dastardly devil” had stolen his name. Maggie had been forced to confess herself
            the culprit. By the end of a pot of tea, she and Dubarry had struck up an unlikely friendship. They had been in cahoots ever
            since—although the woman had only recently given in to the interviews of her employees.
         

         
         Amazing, Maggie thought. For the first time, she considered that perhaps Agatha Dubarry had been right when she had suggested Maggie
            come dressed as a man to this night’s activities. Maggie had shrugged away the suggestion, thinking that the madam’s girls
            might be more forthcoming with information while talking to another of their gender. It had worked, too. She had been introduced
            as the sister of G. W. Clark, sent to interview them, and the girls had responded very easily. And no one had known her true
            identity, not until Agatha had slipped up in Maisey’s room. Maggie found she wasn’t too concerned about Maisey, though. She
            had no doubt that Madame Dubarry could keep the girl quiet. Her real problem would be if some member of the ton saw her; then
            she would be recognized and ruined for sure. There was no way Agatha Dubarry could keep all of London quiet.
         

         
         Yes, now would indeed be a beneficial time to be disguised as a man. And, she thought as she glanced down nervously past her
            long skirts, such a disguise would also have made climbing about on ledges more seemly.
         

         
          

         “Lord Ramsey, we’ll have to sneak her down the back stairs and smuggle her through the kitchen.”

         
         James nodded at Johnstone’s suggestion. After he’d made a brief but thorough examination of the brothel, it indeed seemed
            the best bet to get the girl out. “Go have my driver move the carriage to the alley,” he instructed, his eyes on the clock
            in the hall. “Hastings’s time is up. I’ll go see if he has left yet.”
         

         
         Nodding, Johnstone hurried away toward the front door, and James started upstairs. He was at the top of the steps before he
            realized that the runner hadn’t told him in which room Lady X was supposed to be. He was about to return downstairs to ask
            Madame Dubarry when he changed his mind. He would recognize Hastings. Everyone knew of Hastings, if not in person, then by
            reputation. He was second only to the crown in power. Whichever room Hastings exited, James would enter.
         

         
         He had just come to that conclusion when the thud of a door made him turn back around on the landing. A glance up the hall
            showed Hastings strolling jauntily toward him, whistling under his breath as he straightened his cravat. James almost cursed
            aloud. He had been too slow; he couldn’t be sure from which room the man had come. There were several possibilities.
         

         
         He would try them all, he decided resolutely. Giving Hastings a curt nod, he moved purposely past him to set about his work.

         
          

         The thud of a closing door tore Maggie from her thoughts, and she glanced through the window into the empty room to which
            she had inched. If her thoughts had distracted her so long that this room was now occupied, too, she thought she might very
            well throw up. She did not think she had the stamina or nerve to traverse the length of the ledge again. It was with some
            relief that she saw that the room appeared empty. Letting her breath out, she reached down, opened the window, and silently
            slipped inside.
         

         
         Now that they were on solid ground, her legs were more than just a bit rubbery. Ordering them to stand firm, Maggie strode
            quickly across the room, pausing at the door to take a breath and listen for sounds in the hallway. When she heard only silence,
            she eased the door open. About to step out of the room, Maggie recalled the mask Maisey had given her—she had shoved it into
            her pocket in her rush to finish dressing and escape. It would be better to wear the thing. So thinking, she turned back into
            the room and started to lift the flimsy red silk mask to her face. Her eyes fell on a bed and a woman gaping at her from the
            shadows within. The two females gaped at each other briefly; then the sound of footsteps in the hall reminded Maggie that
            she had to get out of here. She quickly finished raising the mask to her face, tied the strings of it in place, then slipped
            from the room without a murmur of apology.
         

         
         She had just finished pulling the door closed when a hand slid around her from behind, covering her mouth and smothering her
            startled cry. She was lifted bodily, bundled in her cape, and carted swiftly down the hall.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter Two

         
         “Any problems, m’lord?”

         
         The words came muffled through her cape to Maggie some few minutes after she found herself so abruptly abducted—minutes during
            which she had struggled uselessly against the iron arms of her assailant and attempted to scream through the wide, firm hand
            that covered the lower half of her face. Her struggles ended rather quickly, though. The hand covering her face was not just
            over her mouth, but also rested along the bottom of her nose, and though she didn’t think it was her abductor’s intention,
            she was very close to fainting from lack of oxygen. Her ears were ringing.
         

         
         For a moment when she heard the voice, Maggie felt hope that the hand across her face would be released and she would again
            be able to suck into her deprived body some much-needed air. But rather than let go, the hand shifted, covering her more firmly
            as she was jostled and dragged into what could only be the dark interior of a closed carriage. In the next moment, the clip-clop
            of horses’ hooves on the cobbled London street, and a jolt as the conveyance started forward, told Maggie her guess was right.
         

         
         Her ears ringing more loudly, she prayed that her suffocation would end before it was too late. The hand remained firmly in
            place. Glancing around wildly, Maggie realized that, rather than adjusting to the dimmer light, her sight seemed to be dimming
            further. She would not get air in time to prevent fainting; she could only hope that she would get it in time to stave off
            death. With that, she slipped into the dark, soft cushion of unconsciousness.
         

         
          

         “She’s gone limp,” Johnstone announced, squinting through the dim light at the woman James held across his lap. “I think she’s
            faint—Damn, Lord Ramsey! You’ve got both her nose and mouth covered! She can’t breathe!”
         

         
         James removed his hand at once. Turning the woman’s limp form slightly in his arms, he peered at her in dismay. The pallor
            of her skin was obvious even in the dim light, and he cursed as he tugged aside her heavy cape and lowered his head to listen
            to her heart. It was a great relief to him when he heard its slow, steady thud. Sitting up with a sigh, he peered down at
            the gown she wore as they rode under a streetlamp. The creation of sheer red material was not made to cover anything; her
            nipples showed right through it! The carriage moved past the light and its interior returned to darkness, leaving Ramsey’s
            captive nothing but a pale bundle of shadows on his lap. He hurriedly tugged her cape closed again and sank back on the seat.
         

         
         “Is she all right?”

         
         James frowned at the huskiness in the runner’s voice. Suspecting the sight they had just beheld was the cause, and unaccountably
            annoyed at the fact, he was a bit snappish when he answered. “Yes. She’s just fainted, and shall recover.”
         

         
         “Good,” Johnstone answered.

         
         They both fell silent as they rode beneath another streetlight. This time both men peered at their capture’s face, taking
            in the delicate features visible below her mask. James stared at that pale visage, so innocent in repose, and he felt bewilderment
            overtake him.
         

         
         He had seen Margaret from a distance several times during the months since his return from war, and each time he had been
            struck by the delicacy of her features, the refined air about her. Even having discovered her in Madame Dubarry’s himself,
            masked and all, it was difficult to believe that the delicate creature he held was the notorious Lady X. The name had been
            bandied about his club for weeks, along with descriptions he could hardly forget. So lovely, what one could see of her. She
            had a figure more perfect than a doll’s, lips made for the licentious joys of the bedroom, a body that didn’t stop. . . .
            She was a tiger in bed, giving each patron his money’s worth—and with seeming relish. It was said that Lady X, nobility or
            not, was no lady.
         

         
         Clearing his throat, James forced the thoughts away and glanced at Johnstone. The man was staring at their captive from the
            opposite seat of the carriage. “Well, do not just sit there,” he said. “Find something for us to tie her up with.”
         

         
         The Bow Street runner’s eyebrows rose. “Do you really think that’s necessary, m’lord?”

         
         “I intend to take her to my country estate and keep her there until we find an alternate career for her. Do you think she
            will come willingly?”
         

         
         “No, I suppose not,” the runner admitted with a grimace; then he asked, “What of her household?”

         
         James’s surprise showed in his voice as he asked, “What household?”

         
         “Her servants. I realize she has no family left to be concerned about her disappearance, but her servants might raise a hue
            and cry when she doesn’t return. What do you intend to do to prevent that?”
         

         
         “Damn, I had not thought of it.”

         
         They were both silent for a moment; then the runner suggested, “Ye could write a letter. Tell them that you have invited Lady
            Margaret to the country to rusticate for a couple days and that she has taken you up on it.”
         

         
         “Do you think they would believe such tripe?” James asked dubiously.

         
         “They are servants, m’lord. Servants don’t question the word of the nobility—at least not out loud. Besides, you are a friend
            of the family. Well, at least you’re a friend of her dead brother’s. A letter should keep them quiet for a couple days at
            least, long enough for you to convince her to write something else to them, reassuring them she is fine.”
         

         
         James considered his suggestion for a minute, then sighed and nodded. “It will have to do. I will write a letter once we get
            back to my town house, and you can deliver it. In the meantime, we still need to tie her up.” His gaze slid around the carriage,
            then to the runner again. “Perhaps we could use your cravat. Do you think it is long enough?”
         

         
         Johnstone glanced down with surprise. “I think so, but . . . Oh, what the hell,” he decided, setting to work on the garment,
            then he offered James a cheeky grin. “I’ll just bill it to ye.”
         

         
          

         Maggie was slow to awaken. When she did, it was to find herself bundled in a darkened corner, her cape wrapped tightly around
            her—so tightly she couldn’t move, she realized with dismay. No, wait. It was not her cape that restricted her movements, but her hands were bound. Her feet appeared to be as well. What the devil was going on?
         

         
         Blinking in an effort to adjust to the blackness, she peered around at her surroundings. While she saw nothing, she could
            deduce that she was still in the carriage—the rocking motion of the seat she sat on and the steady clip-clop of horses’ hooves
            made that obvious. Oddly, though, the noise of hooves was the only sound she could hear. The normal hustle and bustle of London’s
            streets was missing. And she could still see nothing.
         

         
         Then the darkness enveloping her was broken, the hood of her cape was tugged aside, revealing to her why it had been so dark.
            Without the material covering her face, Maggie could see the gray light of predawn creeping through the window.
         

         
         Her gaze slid around the carriage, taking in the dark outline of a man seated across from her. He was the only other occupant
            of the conveyance. It was hard to see his features in the dim interior of the coach, but she could see his size, and that
            was enough to intimidate her.
         

         
         “You are awake.”

         
         She blinked in surprise. His diction was perfect, his speech cultured. This was no street ruffian, but a gentleman. She had
            been abducted by a gentleman?
         

         
         Abducted? Swallowing, she dropped her eyes to her lap to hide her confusion. She, Maggie Wentworth, had been abducted: dragged from
            Madame Dubarry’s, suffocated to unconsciousness, and, apparently, carted off in a carriage. But why? For ransom? There was
            no money for which to ransom her, and even if there were, there certainly was no one from whom to demand it. Then, all at
            once, the answer seemed obvious. This was a mistake. She had been mistaken for someone else, one of Madame Dubarry’s girls,
            of course. Perhaps even the famed prostitute Lady X, she realized with dismay. She still wore the red mask Maisey had given
            her.
         

         
         “Oh, dear,” she murmured somewhat faintly, drawing her abductor’s attention. Forcing a smile, though she wasn’t at all sure
            that the man could see it, Maggie sat up as straight as she could. Attempting an air of confidence, she explained, “There
            has been a dreadful mistake.”
         

         
         “What mistake would that be, Lady Wentworth?”

         
         His address managed to knock some of the wind out of her sails, and Maggie couldn’t hide her surprise. “You know my name?”

         
         “Of course.”

         
         Well, that blew her theory to kingdom come, Maggie realized with distress. Good Lord, he knew who she was. There was no mistake.
            She had been deliberately kidnapped. But why, for goodness’ sake? Before she could ask, her kidnapper, apparently noting her
            fear, tried to reassure her.
         

         
         “There is no need to be alarmed, my lady. The secret of your exploits shall remain safe with me. I have no more desire to
            unmask you to the world than you yourself must have to be unmasked. In fact, if I have my way, there shall be no chance of
            anyone ever finding out the games you have been playing. But understand: your alter ego dies this night. You shall not be
            returning to your previous employ.”
         

         
         Maggie bit her lip, holding back any protest she might have wished to make about her lucrative career as G. W. Clark. There
            was no sense in annoying her captor until she knew his identity and just how much of a threat he was.
         

         
         “Now,” the man went on gently, apparently pleased that she had made no argument. “You should rest. We shall be traveling for
            several more hours.” Having given that order, he raised a cane to rap on the ceiling of the coach, which drew to an immediate
            halt. With a nod in her direction, he disembarked from the carriage. Seconds after the door closed, the carriage rocked slightly,
            as if he were mounting it to sit beside its driver; then the coach jolted back into motion.
         

         
         Once the conveyance had settled back into its previous monotonous rhythm, Maggie let out a small moan. She had been kidnapped
            by some madman who knew of her secret doings as G. W. Clark! Of course, there had always been the chance that someone might
            discover those pursuits, but she had never considered that upon discovering them, that someone might wish to kidnap her and
            force her to stop! Her real fear had been that they would reveal her and destroy her reputation.
         

         
         She wearily leaned her head back against the cushioned seat. It seemed she had gotten into a true pickle this time. Not that
            such was strange for her; as a child her life had often seemed like one calamity after another. The fact had been something
            of a family joke. “Only you,” her family had said. “Only you, Maggie, could end up in such a fix. Only you, Maggie, could
            land yourself in such a mess.” And she had to agree. Just look at how she had ended up tucked into the armoire of a brothel.
            And how she’d been forced to climb out the window to escape an education she’d not been seeking. And now this kidnapping!
         

         
         Maggie silently cursed herself for not allowing Banks to accompany her to Dubarry’s. The butler often served as a bodyguard
            of sorts during her adventures, accompanying her and staying as near as he could without ruining her disguises. Old, thin,
            and fragile, the man wasn’t really much of a deterrent to anyone wishing to do her serious harm, but his presence had always
            made her feel a little bit more secure—and she couldn’t help now but wish he had been there tonight.
         

         
         The butler had wished to accompany her, but Maggie had explained that, as she was simply going to interview women, she had
            no need of his protection. Madame Dubarry was a friend, she’d added, and thus Maggie would be perfectly safe. She found it
            ironic now that it had taken her some amount of persuasion before she had convinced him to stay behind.
         

         
         “Idiot,” she chided herself under her breath. Despite the fact that Banks probably would have been left to wait in the kitchens,
            and therefore would have been helpless to prevent her kidnapping, at least there would have been someone to notice her disappearance.
            Maggie wasn’t at all certain that Madame Dubarry would think twice when she did not return. Men had already started arriving
            in search of evening entertainment when the brothel owner had hustled her up the back stairs to Maisey’s room. The woman was
            likely now too busy tending to business to notice Maggie’s absence. And who knew how long Banks would wait at the house before
            deciding to come in search of her?
         

         
         Yes, she thought resignedly, she was in a fix all right. Now she just had to figure a way out of it. Getting untied would
            be a good start.
         

         
         A new thought made her sit up abruptly. Good Lord! Her hands had been tied under the cape. Her captors would have had to open the cape to get to her hands. Which meant that
            they had seen the indecent scrap of red silk she was wearing! And what must they have thought of that? she wondered with dismay.
         

         
         She peered around the dark interior of the carriage. Maybe they hadn’t thought anything at all. Maybe it was dark enough here
            that they had not really seen what she was wearing. She had just started to nurture that hope when she realized that even
            if they had seen very little while binding her in the carriage, most likely they would get an eyeful when they arrived wherever
            they were going. With her luck, it would be bright as daylight when they decided to untie her, which would provide a lovely
            view of everything.
         

         
         Damn Maisey, she thought irritably. If the girl hadn’t insisted on the switch . . . And damn Frances, too, for good measure, she added, feeling peevish. Heck, she decided while she was at it, damn Gerald as well!

         
         Groaning inwardly, Maggie let her head drop back again. This situation just got better and better. She really had to escape.
            Giving up relaxing on the cushioned seat, she began to struggle with her bindings. They were extremely well tied and very
            tight. They resisted being undone no matter how she tried.
         

         
         All Maggie managed to do with her struggles was to tire herself out and rub her wrists raw. She gave up long before the first
            creeping fingers of dawn spread across the sky.
         

         
         The carriage rolled to a stop in front of a manor house. Sitting up, Maggie winced at the pain the action sent through her
            now sensitive wrists and peered out the window, frowning at the immense structure. It was large—huge—obviously the home of
            a wealthy man, but the stone building looked awkward. It crouched rather than rose into the sky, and it cast dark shadows
            on the surrounding estate.
         

         
         Frowning at the sight, Maggie tensed as the carriage rocked; someone was alighting from the driver’s bench. She wasn’t terribly
            surprised when the door opened and revealed the caped and hatted man who had been in the carriage with her when she had first
            awoken—not that she could see much more of him now than she had while he was in the dark carriage. While the sky was beginning
            to lighten, the coach now stood in the shadow of the mansion. She did, however, recognize the man’s voice as he murmured an
            apology and leaned in toward her.
         

         
         She understood the reason behind the polite apology as he quickly scooped her off the cushioned seat and out of the carriage.
            In the next moment she found herself hoisted like a sack of potatoes, the sudden impact of his shoulder in her stomach knocking
            the wind out of Maggie and effectively eliminating any possibility of her shrieking for help. Not that there appeared to be
            anyone about to offer that help, she saw with dismay. Turning her head to glance frantically one way, then the other, Maggie
            found there was no one in view but for the man presently carting her toward the estate’s front door. Well, there was the driver
            of the coach, too, but one glimpse of the man’s amused expression suggested that he would be of no assistance.
         

         
         Deciding she had best save her strength, Maggie remained still in her undignified position, silently promising herself she
            would throttle her captor at the first opportunity for this humiliating ride. Then her attention was taken up by the interior
            of the house they entered. A marble floor flashed by beneath her head, the legs of a narrow table, too, then steps.
         

         
         Maggie held her breath and remained as still as she could; if the last thing she wanted was to throw off her captor’s balance
            as he ascended these stairs. She breathed a small sigh of relief once the steps were replaced by the flat floor of a wide
            hallway; then she was carted through a door and into and across a darkened room. The kidnapper’s stride slowed, his hands
            shifted, and he bent forward, dropping Maggie indelicately on a soft surface in the still-dark room before turning and exiting.
         

         
         It took her a moment to realize that the soft surface was a bed. Once she did, though, Maggie quickly tried to scramble off
            of it—forgetting that her ankles were bound together. She ended up crashing to her knees on the floor just as light flooded
            in around her. Lifting her head, she watched warily as her captor reentered with a taper from the hallway, which he used to
            set a fire going in the room’s hearth. Then he carried the taper to the table on the opposite side of the bed from her, the
            one nearest the door. He set it down carefully, then turned to eye her where she knelt huddled against the bed.
         

         
         She returned his inspection, but was quite startled by the look of him. Her kidnapper was tall, with long, muscular legs and
            broader-than-average shoulders. His hair was dark and feathered, with gray at the temples, giving him a distinguished air.
            His face was handsome and strong, yet looked slightly hard, as if he didn’t smile much.
         

         
         The man gazed at her silently for a moment, taking in her wary state, then rubbed one hand wearily over the back of his neck
            and glanced fretfully around. “I am James Huttledon,” he announced abruptly. When Maggie stared back blankly, he added, “I
            was a friend of your brother’s. We fought side by side through most of the war.”
         

         
         Maggie felt surprise at this news, and some of her wariness dissipated as she made the connection in her head. Gerald had
            written to her often, long letters detailing his comrades, the battles they fought, the camaraderie they shared. There had
            been one man he had mentioned a great deal, and from his letters Maggie knew Gerald had respected and looked up to him. He
            had called the paragon James once or twice, but had most often referred to him as—“Ramsey,” she said a bit breathlessly.
         

         
         “Yes. I am Lord Ramsey. Your brother died saving my life, and his last request to me was that I see after you.”

         
         Maggie was silent for a moment. She had known Gerald died bravely—his commanding officer had written the details of his leaping
            in front of a musket ball to save a comrade. However, she had never known whom he had died to save; the name had been left
            out. Now she stared at the man who had kidnapped her, the man her brother had saved, and felt only bitter disappointment.
            Gerald had died in this man’s place?
         

         
         She couldn’t help her suddenly tight expression or the tone of her voice as she snapped, “I see. Well, forgive me for pointing
            out something you may not wish to hear, my lord, but I doubt very much if smothering, tying up, or kidnapping me is what Gerald
            had in mind.”
         

         
         Lord Ramsey grimaced, but after a moment said sternly, “It was not what I expected to be doing when I agreed. However, I doubt
            your brother expected you to get up to the things you have done.”
         

         
         Maggie stiffened at his tone, indignant. “And just what is that supposed to mean?”
         

         
         His gaze slid downward, drawing her attention to the fact that by half rising, she had revealed a good portion of the flimsy
            red attire she had on beneath her cape, as well as all the things it did not hide. Flushing bright pink at the view she was
            presenting, Maggie again hunched forward against the bed. Lord Ramsey’s gaze immediately returned to her face. Feeling the
            mask she wore cold against her hot blush, Maggie felt an instant need to explain. Clearing her throat, she said, “This is
            just a disguise. I could hardly move about in there without one, could I?”
         

         
         “Dear God, no!” the man agreed with sharp horror. Becoming stern again, he added, “You should not have been there at all.
            A lady of your standing has no business being in such a place, or working at such a . . .” When he paused, obviously in search
            of a suitable description, Maggie interrupted.
         

         
         “Yes, well . . . I do have to earn a living, my lord. Someone must pay for the upkeep of that mausoleum my brother left me,
            keep the servants paid and fed.” She pointed it out staunchly, but that only seemed to make the man’s lips tighten with further
            displeasure.
         

         
         Turning away, Lord Ramsey moved toward the door. “I am sure you did not rest much in the carriage. As for myself, I have not
            slept at all. We shall discuss alternate sources of income after we have both rested and refreshed ourselves.”
         

         
         “Just a moment!” Maggie cried in alarm. Her kidnapper stopped and looked back at her wearily, one brow arched in question.
            “My hands.” She held them above the bed as if to show him the bindings. He hesitated, his eyes shifting warily to her face;
            then he shrugged and started back toward her.
         

         
         “I suppose it will not hurt to untie you. There is nowhere for you to run, anyway. My servants are quite loyal to me.” Moving
            around the side of the bed, Lord Ramsey dropped onto his haunches beside her and waited for her to turn so that he could reach
            her hands. When she hesitated, remaining positioned the way she was, the bed hiding her sheer gown, a crooked smile quirked
            his lips. “Suddenly shy? Is that not a bit like stirring the pot after the stew is burnt?”
         

         
         Maggie felt her face flush but held her pose. He may well have seen all while she was unconscious in the carriage, but she
            was not offering any exhibitions now. Appearing to realize that, Lord Ramsey shifted to kneel closer to her and reached for
            her hands. Biting her lip, Maggie tried to

         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
      
   9780062971807_tpimage.jpg
NSAYOANDS

A ﬁq[y In
isguisc

(previously published as The Reluctant Reformer)

AVON
An Imprint of HarperCollinsPublishers





9780062971807_coverimage.jpg
JQNSAY

USA TODAY n §

BESTSELLING
AUTHOR

(previously published as
The Reluctant Reformer)





