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To my lovely friend and voracious reader Allyson Leitner. Thank you for your encouragement and support. I miss you, and Lee’s stories. It’s my hope we’ll get together again in the future. 
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When an investigation proves personal, they’ll fight to protect their family. No matter what.

It’s a rainy October in London, and it’s been a year since Inspector Gabriel Bright’s last major case landed in the papers. Since then, he’s been enjoying time with his family and friends as well as taking low-intensity clients, but he misses the challenge of murder. When the murder of a duke’s son vexes Bow Street and grabs headlines, he is summoned to Whitehall to lend a hand, especially since someone is trying to off his oldest son, Henry.

Though life is busy these days managing a house, wrangling two young children, and helping her husband on cases, Mary Bright is content but not excited. Though attentions from her husband are as lovely as they’ve ever been, there hasn’t been much thrill in the private investigation corner, until the night when her son-by-marriage breaks into their house with a fantastical story of being tracked by a killer. To make matters worse, through a bizarre twist, a would-be suitor of her niece is connected to the case that has London society talking.

Each step the deductive pair takes leads them farther from the truth. Pressure from Bow Street keeps tensions high and worry about their family drives a wedge between Mary and Bright. As gossip and speculation holds London in its grip and secrets muddy the case, their relationship starts to splinter. It will take more than clues and questions to find the murderer, and unless they pay close attention to their troubled romance, everything they hold dear will crumble. Far too much hangs in the balance and giving up is not an option.
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October 5, 1821

No. 10 Orchard Street

Portman Square

Marylebone, London

The steady drum of rain against the window glass worked to soothe Inspector Gabriel Bright’s nerves as he joined his wife in their suite. The carriage-style clock on the mantel in their bedroom softly chimed the midnight hour. They had just gotten in from attending the opera. It was something he liked to treat Mary to every few months, for she adored it so much, and though he found it beyond dull and usually fell asleep during one—or both—of the performances, he never failed to accommodate her.

That was what a man in love did for his spouse.

“I trust you enjoyed the performances tonight?” he asked as he shrugged out of his tailcoat then tossed it in the direction of a leather winged-back chair nearby. Though the garment landed on the chair, it slipped to the floor with a whisper.

“I did. The comedy made me laugh, but this particular rendition of MacBeth brought out so many emotions. The actors involved were truly talented.” As she spoke, his wife stepped out of her satin slippers. “I appreciate that you purchase opera tickets for us to enjoy.”

He yanked off his cuffs and collar. Though he threw them in the direction of a bureau, they didn’t land there and instead fell to the floor as well. “You are always welcome. I adore spending the time with you no matter what we do.”

“As it turns out, I feel the same about you.” When her lady’s maid appeared in the doorway to the adjoining dressing room, Mary smiled. “You may retire, Beth. I won’t require your services tonight, and it’s late besides.”

“Are you sure, ma’am? I don’t mind.”

Gabriel hid his grin as he toed off his shoes. When his wife declined the assistance of her maid, it was usually a good indication that she was of a mind for some carnal attention.

“I am certain. I’ll ring for you in the morning.” Once the maid departed, Mary firmly closed that door. Then she turned to face him. “I thought you could help me undress.”

“Well, that is a task I take seriously.” For it always ended with them in some sort of coupling. 

And Lord knew those times had been difficult to come by with the two children constantly requiring attention. Not that he would trade his life as it was for anything in the world. His case load had also been heavy throughout the summer and early autumn, but there had been nothing grand or difficult. His last major case to solve had occurred a year ago this month, and though he practically salivated for another, he recognized that life had a way of ebbing and flowing.

She chuckled. “I wonder why that is, Bright?”

Excitement twisted down his spine, for she only called him by his surname when she wished to tease... or when she was out of temper with him.

“We both know the answer to that.” He struggled out of his waistcoat then threw it toward the chair. “And let me just say that I’m so damned lucky to have you in my life.”

“As well you should be considering we’ve been married two years this month.” With mischief in her eyes, she settled into one of the winged-back chairs in the room.

“True, so we should celebrate.” With awareness dancing over his skin, Gabriel slipped to the floor and kneeled before her. “Do you remember the first time we coupled?”

“Yes, in that horrible, abandoned place on your brother’s country estate after I was injured when our sleigh...” Her words faded the moment he trailed his fingers over her stocking-covered calf. “Oh! That caught me by surprise.”

“Ha.” At least he could still do that. The subtle violet scent of her perfume started tiny fires within his blood. “I was beset by nerves that night.”

“Why?” The one-word answer was propelled by a whisper.

“I’d escaped a terrible marriage, didn’t know if I wanted to commit to another woman at the time.”

“There was no commitment, if I recall correctly. Just desire.” Her trembles transferred to him, and oddly, that simple, visceral reaction excited him in ways he hadn’t been since they’d first gotten together. “But I understand the sentiment.”

“I’m so glad your surname is no longer Tomlinson.”

“So am I.” Her smile set fire to his veins. “I much prefer Bright.”

“Indeed.” Daring much, Gabriel caressed her other leg. The silk stockings added another layer of need to the play. “We’ve had a stunning marriage thus far.”

“We have, and to think, this union is still in its infancy.” The only sign his caresses affected her was her fingers curling into the folds of her skirting that bunched on the chair beside her.

“However shall me mark this auspicious anniversary?” When she chuckled and encouragement was clear in her lake blue eyes, he pushed her skirting up to her knees in order to caress the silky skin above the beribboned garters.

There was no mistaking the need, the desire in her expression. “I can think of a few ways.” She leaned forward to move a shock of hair from his forehead. “And the children have been abed for hours now...”

“I live for these moments alone with you, sweeting.” Already, his shaft pressed insistently against the front of his evening breeches. “How much do you love me, Mrs. Bright?”

“As if you don’t know.” Yet she tugged on his cravat, urging him closer as his hand went higher up her thigh.

“Mmm, perhaps.” When Gabriel’s knuckles brushed the curls shrouding her sex, she stifled a sigh and he grinned. “What do you want from me tonight, Mary sweet Mary? I will give you the world if you ask.”

“Oh, that is wildly apparent, but tonight? I only want you, Inspector.” Again, she pulled on his cravat and didn’t stop until he leaned into her body. “Drive me mad with your teasing, make me insane with your carnal torture, show me why you’d choose me again and again should fate ever tear us apart.”

“That is never going to happen, but if it did, I would fight every force against us to bring you home.” Shoving all thoughts from his mind except what he wanted to do to—and with—his intriguing wife, Gabriel quickly stood. “Trade me places.” As she did so without more provocation, it took very little effort for him to tug her onto his lap so that she straddled him with the fabric of her gown pillowed between them.

“Ooh, this is promising.” In the anemic illumination from the few candles in the room, need glittered in her eyes. “And much better than the quick couplings we’ve managed over the past several weeks.”

“I quite agree.” Needing to touch her, he skimmed his palms up her legs, over her hips to cup her breasts. “God, Mary, sometimes this life of ours doesn’t seem real, but then I hear you breathing beside me in the night, feel the touch of your hand in the morning, drink in your smile during the day, and I count myself fortunate all over again.”

“Thought I adore when you wax poetic, I want the action tonight. Make me fly, Gabriel. I crave the release.” When he lightly brushed the pads of his thumbs over her nipples through the fabric of her gown, her eyelashes fluttered and a tiny sigh left her throat.

“Have I ever failed to comply?” Then he held her head between his hands, claimed her lips in a kiss designed to flirt, to tease, to stoke that hunger flaring between them. 

A tiny moan escaped her, and the warmth of that exhale feathered over his lips, fueling another round of kisses. Her hand was at his cravat again, this time worrying the knot, undoing his valet’s careful precision while Gabriel dragged his lips beneath the underside of her jaw, down the column of her throat, licking the satiny skin as he went. Every thought flew from his head, for she’d tugged the length of silk from about his neck and pressed her lips to the skin she’d just uncovered.

Truly, he was lost, already drunk on this woman who’d turned his life upside from the very first meeting, and he never wanted to find his way back.

The heat of her, the scent of her, the vibrancy of her in his arms went directly to his head, and as she kissed every part of him she could uncover, he did the same to her, following the bodice of her gown with his lips, licking the tops of those glorious breasts that never failed to enchant him. A certain frantic hunger crackled between them.

When the need to see her nearly overwhelmed him, Gabriel made quick work of undoing the laces at the back of her silk gown. As the bodice gaped, he wasted no time in tugging the garment down her body, freeing her arms from the short, puffed sleeves as he went. The stays only slowed him incrementally, then the soft lawn of her shift provided little resistance as he undid the few buttons on the front and finally pulled it down too until her glorious breasts were bared to his inspection.

“This makes me remember that first time,” she whispered as she peered at him with passion-drugged eyes. She yanked the tails of his shirt from the waist of his evening breeches, and when she shoved her hands beneath his lawn shirt, the heat of her nearly seared him.

God, even more than two years later, he couldn’t have enough of her.

“That night was a turning point for me,” he whispered against her lips as he held those quivering charms in his palms. Over and over again, Gabriel teased and tormented those dark pink buds until she writhed on his lap. Then it was he who fell beneath the spell, for he encouraged her onto her knees so he could better take a pebbled nipple into his mouth. It was like this each time they came together, for they were well matched. “So damned beautiful, perhaps even more so whenever I see you like this.”

“And I am left weak and wanting from your charm,” she whispered, and there was amusement in her tones that disappeared on the heels of a moan when he indeed took one of those buds into his mouth. “It’s rather shameful for a woman of my age, don’t you think?”

“Hardly.” The statement tugged a chuckle from him. “Age is merely how we keep track of the years. It is meaningless beyond that.” Then he spent copious moments fondling one breast while leisurely licking and nipping the nipple of the other. Many times he had lost himself in her curves, and he hoped he’d have many years ahead doing the same.

“Dear heavens, you are quite potent tonight.” She threw back her head, and a tendril of hair escaped its pins. “Perhaps I haven’t properly appreciated your prowess recently.” The fingers resting on his shoulders dug into his skin through the layers of his clothing. “I must apologize and—” a moan interrupted her words when he rolled the other tempting pink bud, gave it a playful pinch while applying firm suction to the tip he’d already latched onto. 

“Ha! You are good for my ego.” There was no shame in admitting such. It wasn’t as if he were a green boy out of university or she an innocent. “And in moments, you’ll be good for a very different part of me.”

“Not your best joke,” she said in a whisper as she furrowed her fingers into his hair and held his lips to her breast. “Yet I can wholeheartedly agree, for I want you to unleash that part of you too.”

“Damn, but I love you.” With a certain smugness to his grin, Gabriel spent the next several minutes pleasuring her breasts, and as her breathing shallowed, he kissed her again, for how could he not?

The warmth of her in his hands, on his lap, the violet scent of her, the faint sounds of pleasure she made, the way her fingers curled into the hair at his nape and how she brushed her body against his all worked to hurtle him close to the edge and they’d yet to couple. 

“Gabriel...” Mary pressed a line of tiny kisses to the underside of his jaw, the hollow of his throat, the upper portion of his chest. “I love you, too. So much.” When she worried a specific spot where his jaws connected, he gave in to a shudder and nearly came prematurely, but he eased backward to meet her gaze in the flickering candlelight. “I adore that there is still heat between us.”

The urgency in her whisper matched the hunger prowling restlessly through him. “May it never fade.” Not knowing what else to say, he spent the next several seconds kissing her lips, licking her neck, nibbling the slope of her shoulder, exploring the curves of her breasts until she quivered with need, moaned her approval.

“Ah, Inspector, I would like to see you naked.” Mary delved a hand beneath his shirt once more to tangle her fingers in the mat of hair on his chest.

“Soon, perhaps.” He was moments away from exploding, but he wanted to prolong the foreplay, merely because she captivated him. Yet still he craved her, couldn’t have enough of her, so he burrowed a hand beneath her skirting and didn’t stop until he brushed his fingers through the curls hiding that swollen bud at her center.

“Spoilsport.” Her eyes briefly closed but she held him tighter, nipped and nibbled at the place where his neck joined his shoulder, and when she lightly bit that skin, it was his turn to moan and hover on that razor’s edge of pleasure.

Was it wicked to tease her like this when they already knew each other so intimately? Yes, yes, it was. Did he care? Not in the least, for that was part of the fun of being married to an adventurous woman like Mary. 

And he enjoyed watching her squirm with pleasure. It enhanced his own.

With one hand playing her breast, he strummed the fingers of his other hand along the swelling button at her center, and as she gyrated her hips against his hand, he continued to kiss her; their moans blended in the silence of the room as well as the rain at the windows.

“Oh, yes!” A shiver went through his wife. All too soon, Mary hit release, and it was the most beautiful thing he’d ever seen even after two years of marriage. She threw back her head and arched her spine, giving into a keening cry. Her body shook, and wicked man that he was, Gabriel took full advantage of her slip from reality. He suckled her nipple again until he’d brought her to the brink once more, and all the while, he never let up on the firm friction he put against that all-important nubbin.

I am so damned fortunate.

“Bloody hell, Mary,” he whispered against the soft skin of her neck. “I want you naked as much as you wish to see me sans clothing.”

“No time. Enjoy this moment,” she said, her dulcet tones breathless as she trembled on his lap. “I won’t last...”

Gabriel chuckled. “Always so needy.”

“Mmm.” She fought her way through yards of skirting before her fingers fumbled at the buttons of his frontfalls. 

“Let me.” While he grinned from her ever-present enthusiasm, he batted her hand away in order to complete the task of freeing his hardened, straining shaft. Then he paused to cup her cheek. “I can’t imagine my life without you in it.” Dragging the pad of his thumb along her lower lip, he whispered, “You have not only upended my life in ways I probably haven’t seen yet, but you’ve made me a better man for it. Every damned day.”

Tears welled in her eyes. “I feel the same way about you. Everything changed when I met you, and I haven’t been able to catch my breath since.” 

“Now who’s waxing romantic?” Later, he would hold those words to his heart, but just now, he was ready to explode.

“Must be the company I keep.” She nipped at his chin, pressed tiny kisses to his cheeks, his forehead, the side of his neck. “Now, show me with this how much you love me.” Her fingers went gently around his aroused member, and when she squeezed his shaft, his whole world tilted.

“I promise to be at your mercy and let you play at a later time, but I’m far too primed right now.”

“I’ll hold you to it.” Her smile could have lit the whole of England with its brilliance, and suddenly he wanted to be the man who could make her do that always. “I need to feel you inside me, Inspector. No more delays.”

“Agreed.” When she rose onto her knees, he guided the head of his member to her opening, and as she slowly, oh so damned slowly, impaled herself on his length, a shuddering sigh left his throat. “Bloody hell, I live for this moment.”

She made a sound much like the purr of a contented cat. “I’ll admit, you are quite satisfying,” she whispered as she wriggled on his length to fully seat him. Then she moved, up and down, sliding along his shaft, over and over and over, her fingers digging into his shoulders as she held his gaze. “Speaking of age, it hasn’t ever affected how you perform in bed,” she whispered against his lips and then was apparently distracted in kissing him or learning the secrets of his mouth. 

Soon he would be lost, drifting aimlessly in the wonder that was her. He widened his legs, thrust upward with each of her downstrokes, and with every pass, sanity slipped away. “Or in any other aspect of my life, I’ll wager.”

“Very true.” As she bounced, a sound of frustration escaped her throat. “I need more than this position allows.”

“So it always goes with us. I think, perhaps, you just want me to take control.”

“As if that is such a bad thing?” she asked with teasing her voice.

“Ha.” Urgently, he urged her off his lap. If he weren’t careful, he’d explode, and their tryst would end without satisfaction. Then he joined her on the bed and encouraged her onto her back against the pillows, and he leaned over her. With his lips at the shell of her ear, he said, “Knees to your chest. Let me go as deep into you as I can. We both enjoy that.” 

“See? Cheeky.”

“Mmm.” Then he settled between her splayed knees, planted his elbows on either side of her to encompass her body within the cage of his arms while holding her head in his palms. “Better?”

“Claim me then we’ll talk.”

God, how much did he adore her sharp mind and tart mouth? With one powerful thrust of his hips, he speared into her, burying himself in her heated passage until they were irrevocably joined.

“Dear heavens, yes.” Need mixed with surprise in her eyes as she wrapped her arms about his shoulders and cradled his hips with her thighs. Her breath came in soft pants. “This is so...” She thrashed her head on the sofa cushion. “Let us just say I’m so very glad I married you.”

“Minx.” The fact she was in love with him as he was her was everything, but now was not the time for words.

Again and again, he stroked into her body, thrilled that her honeyed heat sucked greedily at his shaft. Over and over, he lost himself in the glory of his wife who was his equal in every way. She held him close, encouraged him even closer with the subtle tightening of her fingers and legs, and he obeyed—how could he not? They moved together as one, for they’d had over two years of practice dancing this way.

As he stared into her eyes and she looked back, a piece of his heart flew into her keeping. As if she already didn’t hold the whole organ. Every day, he thanked God for this woman. For all they had together.

Foreign emotions clogged his throat. His pulse roared in his ears while he continued to penetrate her. Not able to find the appropriate words, he pressed his forehead to hers, and when a moan escaped her, that tiny little sound broke the hold on his control. Need tingled through his stones, drawing them tight to his body. His rhythm changed, quickened, and he shifted his stance so that the root of his member rubbed against her swollen button. The acceleration of her breathing guided him, reassured him he was indeed satisfying her, and he stroked into her with more authority.

Already primed, Mary slipped over the edge into bliss with a cry that echoed in the quiet. With another forceful thrust, Gabriel was thrown into the abyss where the vortex sucked him under, and bright stars burst behind his closed eyelids. Like every time he was with his wife in this manner, he went too quickly, for their bodies responded as if made for each other.

“Bloody hell, Mary.” She was incredible as well as beautiful, always would be. “It is almost criminal how good coupling is with you.” He ground his hips into hers in an effort to prolong the wild sensations coursing through his body.

“I quite agree,” she whispered as she shivered from the release that still trembled about his member. “There are times when I still haven’t acclimated to the knowledge I’ve won you.”

“It’s amazing, isn’t it?” He kissed her because he could, and eventually, his shaft ceased to pulse. Seconds later, he lay with her cradled beneath him while her arms remained looped about his shoulders. “I suppose that means we don’t take each other for granted.”

“At least we are trying. We’ve had our peaks and valleys.” With a sigh, she relaxed her legs but didn’t try to separate herself from him. “That was completely satisfying. You always seem to know exactly what I need.” When she gave one of his buttocks a pinch, he almost plunged over the edge again. 

“Let us hope that I always will.” He pressed his lips to her temple as they lay on the bed. Eventually, the candles guttered low and the sound of the rain persisted. “By the by, I’m thinking about getting the children a dog for Christmas.”

“It’s adorable you have such a soft heart when it comes to them.” Mary’s chuckle followed the words. “Do you think they’re ready for such a commitment?”

“I do, rather. It will help them feel more like a part of the household, I think, especially since they’re both excelling with their studies. Well, Charlie is trying his best.” He couldn’t help but grin. “When the studies are postponed until after the Michaelmas term is over, he and Cassandra will need something to occupy them.”

“Perhaps, but why can they not be children? Play with their toys and each other, involve themselves with Christmastide festivities?”

“Oh, they can, but I’d like them to learn to care for something beyond themselves. It will help with their growth.” He lifted up onto an elbow to peer down into her face. “Coming from the streets, they have a tendency to shrink into themselves, but they have love to give. I merely wish to encourage them to show it more.”

Mary’s eyes twinkled in the low light. “It’s a fine idea, but you’ll need to keep the secret, and that’s difficult for you.”

Another laugh escaped him. “Can I help it that I adore making my family happy?”

“That you do.” She joined in on the mirth. “I say this not to criticize but to help your growth—you need to spend some time with Cassandra alone as her father.”

He nodded while knots of worry pulled in his gut. “I fear I’ve neglected her a bit while being so busy with cases.”

“Perhaps.” Mary nodded. “You spend plenty of time with Charlie and you’ve bonded because you’re both male, but I think Cassandra  feels left out, and she formed an attachment to you long before she did me. Don’t let that die merely because she is on a different path than her brother. Just because she is a girl doesn’t mean you should treat her differently.”

“Noted.” Thus chastised, and for good reason, Gabriel struggled into a sitting position then swung his legs over the side of the bed. “I’ll be sure to do something special with her. I do love them equally.”

“I know, and thank you.” Mary slipped from the bed. She came around and then presented him her back. “Undo the buttons, please.”

“Of course.” Immediately, his fingers went to her gown.

“Also, we should probably talk about perhaps moving house in exchange for something slightly larger. When you first came here after we wed, it was fine, but this townhouse was meant for a love nest when I was your mistress during our courtship. Now that we have the children and staff, and with your business growing...”

“Indeed.” He quickly finished with the buttons. “That has been pressing into my mind as well. I promise we’ll discuss it soon.”

“Good, I—”

The sound of breaking glass filtered to his ears as well as disrupted her words. Instantly, he became alert. He stuffed his flagging member into his evening breeches and then did up the buttons. “Did you hear that?”

“I did.” Her eyes widened. Fear shallowed in the blue depths. “Do you think someone is breaking into the house?” As she spoke, she removed the remainder of her clothes then slipped into a night dress and matching robe of thick, bleached cotton. It wasn’t fancy, but it was serviceable, and she wore it when she felt comfortable and homey.

“I don’t know, but we’re going to find out.” He padded to the door, his feet making  no sound in the hosiery. “No doubt it’s useless to ask you to remain here and safe?”

“Yes, of course.” Mary flashed him a grin though it was tight. “Where you go, I go.”

He nodded. “Then let’s go defend our home.”
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Mary Bright tied the sash of her nightdress at her waist as her husband fumbled with the door latch. Once he finally had it open and then slipped into the dark corridor beyond, she followed at a more cautious pace.

Though the corridor was plunged in inky shadows, the outline of the inspector was unmistakable. Tall, with a good seven or so inches above her petite height, though he was three and forty, he walked with his back ramrod straight. As he prowled silently toward the stairs, he rolled the sleeves of his lawn shirt up to his elbows. His thick brown hair stuck up at all angles from their time in bed, but the lean length of him while she trailed behind still had the power to send tingles through her lower belly.

And would have been so even if she hadn’t just shared the greatest intimacy and pleasure with him not a half hour past.

A faint thud followed by an even fainter sound of breaking glass reached her ears. Not as loud as the first one, but no less disconcerting.

Gabriel reached the stairs and glanced over his shoulder. “Stay close until we can identify the threat.”

“I will,” she said with a nod but suppressed a smile, for her husband was overprotective at times. Over the two years of their marriage—and even the year before that when they’d conducted an affair and an engagement period—she’d show time and again that she was fully capable of defending herself. Still, out of an abundance of caution, Mary checked on the children, but there was nothing untoward in each of their rooms, and they slept soundly, blissfully unaware of the potential danger.

After reaching the second level, a cursory check of the dining room, the morning room, and the drawing room as well as the butler’s pantry didn’t reveal an intruder.

“Should we light a candle?” she asked in a whisper as they once more were at the stairs and descending to the lower level.

“And warn our potential adversary? Not just yet.” The rumble of his whisper tickled through her chest.

“Right.” She nodded. “What of the servants? Should we alert them?” Two young maids, the housekeeper, and the butler lived in, with the maids residing in the attic portion of the townhouse, and the other two having rooms beneath across from the kitchen.

“No. It would be a detriment to have other people underfoot.”

Silently, Mary followed her husband down the stairs as she ruminated on the layout of the townhouse. A few months ago, they’d moved the children to their own rooms and out of the attic where they had been using a nursery and schoolroom, but now that they were older and more settled into the family after being adopted, they needed separate spaces and a place to call their own. Additionally, the maids needed rooms. 

It was a blessing that her household was growing, but sometimes it felt as if they were bursting at the seams. Even though that was true and the house was full, it was still eerily silent.

The first room from the staircase on that floor was her husband’s study turned private detective office. This particular room used to be the back parlor, and the connecting door opened into the office. Since it was windowless, Mary lit a candle in a brass holder that sat on the desk, much to Bright’s annoyance, but he only grunted. Immediately, golden illumination filled the space. The room was just as tidy as Adelaide had left it the evening before. Since she had become Bright’s secretary a few months ago, his working area was always left in order.

“Nothing seems amiss,” Mary whispered as she glanced around with the candle aloft.

One of the wonderful things about her niece was the fact the young woman had a knack for organization. Because of that, Adelaide kept the inspector on schedule and didn’t let his interviews go too long. She was also adept at weeding out legitimate cases from the ones who were out for the sensation or a handout for nefarious purposes. With her taking care of the schedule and most of the paperwork, Mary’s time was freed so she could help Bright with investigating cases.

Gabriel came out of his office. “I feel you are correct. Nothing in my office has been touched either. Adelaide keeps the reception area just so; it’s something I appreciate about her. Already, I have no idea how we managed without her.”

“She has been a Godsend, I’ll admit, and she has natural skills in keeping everything running smoothly as well as being able to transcribe your notes.”

The inspector nodded. “I’m in awe of that as well as some of her insights after she’s done that.” His dark eyes glittered in the anemic light. “Not only that but she can make sense of Kourier’s notes whenever we work the odd case together.”

Which they had been doing for the past month. At first, Major Kourier and his wife, Caroline, had dragged their feet in joining together for a partnership, but with Caroline’s pregnancy advancing, the major finally agreed that it was best for all concerned to join forces. It had brought in enough clients that both detectives were busy.

And another reason she and Bright needed to move to a larger townhouse.

“Let us continue before the intruder escapes,” Mary said in a whisper as she gestured for her husband to precede her out of the room.

“True. I want answers, and to keep the children safe.” Onward they went along the corridor to the library, which was the only other room on this level.

The energy of the corridor changed the moment they entered the room. Cool autumn air wafted into the room from a break in the French paneled door that led into the rear garden. It
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