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Chapter 1
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George had decided to hire a carriage to journey to the Fisher’s household that evening. It had been more than three years since their family had owned their own horses. Hannah had thought the carriage an unnecessary trifle. If her brother insisted they had to go to the Fisher’s, then she would have much preferred to ride. She had been a strong rider before their own horses had been sold. Besides, it would make the journey much quicker and a lot less expensive without the additional hassle of carriage and driver. Her brother however disagreed. George had said that expecting a young woman to ride halfway across the county for an evening dinner was highly unorthodox. He wanted to make a good impression, Mr Fisher’s farming connections in the area were something he wanted to take advantage of, and he couldn’t afford for them to be seen as odd.

Hannah had relented, knowing how important this meeting could be for her family. If all went well and George could secure good tenants for the only remaining farm on their estate, then they might finally be out of debt before the year was over. 

She knew this was very important to George since he and Penelope were expecting their first child. He did not want another generation of Claytons to struggle as they had done after their father’s death.

Hannah had that gnawing feeling in the pit of her stomach again. She hated being a burden to the young couple. Here they were trying to secure the future of their family, whilst she lingered in her childhood home, taking up precious resources. She helped Penelope with the running of the household as best she could, and she certainly made no demands in terms of money or luxuries, but still she felt like a drain. She wanted to be useful, which was why she had agreed to accompany George tonight. Penny’s condition made it impossible for her to travel such a distance, and George had insinuated that Mr Fisher, being a single man of a certain age, might be put in good spirits by a little attention from an attractive young lady.

Hannah had balked at being paraded around like some novelty amusement, but George so rarely asked her for anything, she knew she could not refuse him. So, she played her part all evening. She listened with patience as Mr Fisher prattled on about shooting, crop rotations or the weather, smiling at appropriate intervals. Still, it had been a relief when her brother had finally decided it was time for their departure. 

Mr Fisher handed her into the carriage under the amused gaze of her brother.

“I cannot tell you Miss Clayton,” he simpered, “what a pleasure it has been speaking to you this evening.” 

She smiled, but it was George who answered. “The pleasure was all ours, Fisher. We must do this again, soon.”

Hannah tried not to roll her eyes.

Mr Fisher stared directly at her appraisingly, “That would be very desirable indeed.”

She looked away completely embarrassed. Leaving the farewells to her brother she shrank into the shadows of the carriage cab.

Only when the whip was cracked, and the wheels were in motion did she begin to relax. 

“Well, I for one think that was a most promising evening. What do you think Han?”

Hannah glared across the darkened cab at her brother. “I hope you are referring to your tenant business and nothing more.”

“You did not find Mr Fisher agreeable?” he asked innocently. 

She could hear the jesting tone in his voice and decided to play along.

“Oh yes brother,” she replied mockingly, “I found Mr Fisher to be most agreeable. I just loved hearing about fish lures during dinner. Most fascinating.”

George laughed heartily at her mocking tone and moved across the carriage to sit next to his sister.

“I am sorry Han.” He began, earnestly. “I had no idea that he would be such a wind bag. I promise you I tried to make our excuses two hours ago but he would have none of it. Do you forgive me?” George took her hand in penance.

She squeezed his fingers. “That depends, did you get what you came for?” 

Her brother beamed and held up a list of names and addresses. She smiled back, “Then I forgive you.”

The carriage lurched from side to side on the uneven country roads. Hannah was tired, the hour had grown late but she knew she would never be able to sleep whilst they were on the road. Instead, she distracted herself by pushing back the window curtain by an inch or two and peering out into the cool, black night. There was not much to see, but she enjoyed watching the shadows dance on the road, cast from the small lanterns situated on the outside corners of the carriage. As they drove on, Hannah marvelled at the driver’s ability to see the curves in the road and avoid the worst of the divots. There was barely a foot of light that shone in front of the carriage and yet he seemed to navigate with ease through the darkness. George was silent next to her, but not asleep, they spent the next half an hour listening to the rhythmic pounding of the horses’ hooves as the wheels clattered along the dusty road. 

Mr Fisher’s attention tonight had annoyed her. Not because he was a hideous individual, she was sure that given enough time she could find something to admire in most people, and he had been kind and courteous, if a little over enthusiastic with his praise. She had not had such attention made to her for quite some time. Not since her father died, and the true financial state of her family had been embarrassingly revealed to their local community. No, she was annoyed because it had made her consider seriously, for the first time, exactly what her expectations might be now when it came to marriage. Her mother had always told her that the best any woman could hope for would be to be a dutiful wife and a loving mother. Hannah no longer had any fortune to take with her into her marriage. She had no doubt that her dowry was one of the first things that her father had gambled away. Her mother had hoped for a comfortable life for her only daughter, for her to marry a man slightly wealthier than what her own family’s situation had been. Now there was no wealth to speak of, Hannah wondered what that left her with. She was no great beauty, she knew that. She would not turn the heads of wealthy men who may take their pick of the women within society. They liked a pretty face, ladylike accomplishments and a pretty fortune. She had none of those things. Her family’s financial situation had reduced her accomplishments considerably, there was hardly enough money for food some days, never mind for tutors or gowns. But all that aside, Hannah had never met anyone that made her feel that she wanted to marry.  George would never push her into it, no matter how empty the coffers became. She knew though, that she could not depend on her brother forever. He would already have one more mouth to feed before the year was out, and he and Penny might go on to have many more children. How could she live with herself knowing that she was denying her nephews and nieces of comfort for the sake of her own? Perhaps it was time to be less selective, though she wasn’t sure if she was willing to compromise on love yet. Didn’t every book she’d ever read tell her that love was the greatest thing a person could experience? She was one and twenty now, she could afford another year of searching for passion before she’d have to settle for security. Then, perhaps, the Mr Fishers of this world might have a shot. 

Her ponderings were disturbed by a noise up ahead. George glanced at her as he heard it too- laughter, hearty, male laughter. Hannah’s curiosity rose as she pushed back the curtain. The carriage slowed as it approached five army officers walking and laughing together on the road. The men moved to the side to let the carriage pass. 

One of them caught Hannah’s furtive glances as they rolled by and called, “Good evening Ma’am,” in a highly suggestive tone. 

Hannah snapped back from the window, letting the curtain fall sharply back into place. They heard the raucous laughter of the officers fill the empty lane. George chuckled too, he had been watching from over her shoulder. 

“So, it’s a red coat that would do for you, eh Hannah?” he wiggled his eyebrows suggestively. “I shouldn’t be surprised. Most of the young ladies in those books you devour are swept off their feet by handsome Captains, why shouldn’t you want the same?”

He was teasing her, but she rose to it all the same. “How would you know anyway? I never see you read anything other than account books, or bills.”

“Penny likes to keep me up to date.” he replied with a wink. 

She huffed indignantly and shoved him gently as the carriage moved on. Soon the gay din of the officers’ laughter became a soft, merry noise in the distance behind them. 

Little did they know that up ahead, hidden well within a copse of trees, greedy eyes were watching their steady progress up the lane. 

***
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CROUCHED LOW IN THE dark undergrowth, amongst the brambles and bracken, were two masked men. Their shadowy eyes stared fixedly at the darkened road. Both were well disguised, and were it not for their horses tethered nearby, nobody who might have walked by would ever have known that they were there. They were dangerous strangers in the night.

In truth they were almost strangers to each other, something that suited half of the dark pairing very well indeed.

Will wondered if the rogue crouched beside him would even have believe him if he revealed his true identity. Certainly, he would take some convincing that he was in fact Mr William Bellinghan of Danford Hall; the richest bachelor in the county, owner of one of the finest country houses north of Buckinghamshire and local magistrate.

Will smiled behind his neckerchief mask at the ruse. He had been very careful to conceal any trace of education or upbringing to this gang of miscreants in both his manner, his language and his dress. As far as any of them knew he was simply another robber looking to make a score. How he had come to place himself in this situation was something of a mystery, even to him. He must have been out of his mind to concoct such a risky plan, but he suspected that that was why he was doing it in the first place. He wanted the thrill of adventure, a thrill which had long been spoken of through his family lore, and one which had always been denied him. 

The Bellinghan family tree held a long secret history of espionage. Many generations of Bellinghan men had spied for their monarchs and shared in daring adventures that had thrilled Will as a child. He had heard about the exploits of his forebears as exhilarating bedtime stories, told by his father when his nurse wasn’t watching. In turn he had whispered them to his brothers, the four of them huddled under Will’s bedsheets as he wowed them with the tales. This particularly dangerous legacy had died with Will’s father, almost six years ago. The King had no more need of the famed Bellinghan spies and William had become the first heir to Danford Hall who had not shared in such adventures. Part of him hated this legacy. 

Then, a few months ago, in his duties as magistrate, he had been warned by a visiting friend that an exceedingly organised network of highway robbers was sweeping through the country. He was told to expect people to be targeted very soon, and suddenly felt an incredible urge to put his expensive education to proper use and do something about it personally.

Of course, if anyone had the slightest idea what he was doing, purposefully putting himself in such needless danger, they would have said that he was totally mad. 

He knew that he played a dangerous game, that the price of losing would be very steep indeed, but of late he had found himself restless, stifled, unsatisfied with life and longed for the adventures of his ancestors. Perhaps, if all went well, he would be telling this to his own children or grandchildren. 

His brothers would tease him if they knew. They’d say that this was some sort of personal crisis, a last-ditch attempt at freedom before he finally had to accept that he could not stay a bachelor forever. Soon he would have to settle down, marry some wealthy peer’s daughter to preserve the family name and estate after he was gone. It was true that he had put off marriage so far, something being the heir to Danford he was at luxury to do. But he also knew that he had promised his father that he would marry well. 

In some ways he envied his three younger brothers. Although their inheritances were nowhere near as substantial as his, they did not carry the burden nor the responsibility of maintaining the Hall or preserving the dignity of the family’s name like he. No, indeed they were at liberty to have their own adventures, spend their inheritance vicariously, and ultimately marry whomever they had set their hearts on. Each of them had married for love, and only one of them to a lady that his father would have approved of. 

To have three younger brothers all happily married was a constant reminder to Will that his final duty to his family was not yet discharged. Soon he would have to find his own Mrs Bellinghan. Soon, but not yet. For the time being, he was free to be as reckless as he wished, and he could think of no finer way to be reckless than by bringing this group of robbers to justice. They had terrorised the English roads for long enough. The trouble was to cut the rogues off at the source meant finding the ringleader, this was proving to be much tougher than expected. These men were naturally suspicious and careful around newcomers; it had taken a while to earn their trust enough to be introduced to the fellow crouched beside him. The man, known only as Blake, was apparently (the chap had proudly proclaimed this himself) the brother of the mastermind behind the whole caper. Unfortunately, in order to be introduced to this mysterious sibling Will had to prove his usefulness. Thus far he had managed to infiltrate their network by merely claiming to have robbed several stagecoaches in the surrounding area, now it seemed he had to prove his skills in person. 

He felt a pang of guilt when he considered what must come next.

He knew this area well though, and had purposely picked a quiet lane, one that had a very small chance of late night traffic. He had spun Blake a story about the lane leading from some great house in the area. Blake had accepted this story completely, which told Will one thing- he was definitely not a local. In truth the lane led nowhere but a tiny hamlet and was used mostly by farmers. 

He’d been rather confident that no one would travel this way tonight, unfortunately the arrival of this carriage undid all his clever planning. Blake, on the other hand, was overjoyed and slapped him on his back in congratulation. 

He hoped dearly that possessions would be handed over without fuss or too much distress. His heart pounded at the thought of things getting out of control, but he also felt an incredible sense of exhilaration. He wondered for a moment if any of his forebears had felt as he did in that moment- fearful, tense, but oh so alive!

His hand reached unseen to his side and felt the reassuring mass of his pistol, it was loaded and strapped closely to his hip.

Blake, he knew, had no pistol. The gang were well organised, but not well equipped. None of them knew that he carried one. It was his insurance, just in case things should turn sour. If things got out of hand tonight he would use it without question. Not, of course, on the strangers in the rapidly approaching carriage, but on Blake.

Will glanced over to his partner in crime, nodding at him to get ready. Blake returned the nod and they made their way over to the horses.

It was time to become a highwayman. 
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Chapter 2
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The carriage rattled onwards down the road, Hannah and George sat in a comfortable silence. Hannah had ceased her window watching and had rested her forehead wearily against the wall of the cab. She was thinking of Penelope, of the new bundle of joy soon to arrive at Morton and how things were about to change. 

She was alerted by further commotion on the road. She assumed that they had come across more raucous red coats, perhaps even more inebriated than their comrades further down. She heard their driver yell, then curse and the carriage came to a halt. George looked up at her puzzled, he was reaching for the door handle when the door was wrenched open from the outside. There, silhouetted in the orange glow of the carriage lamps, stood a masked robber with a dagger in his hand. 

He stared around the carriage, taking measure of the two occupants who were both frozen to their seats in absolute shock. A forceful arm reached into the cab and pulled George out, roughly throwing him to the ground.

“Watch him.” The man barked at someone over his shoulder. His gaze fell on Hannah, she felt her skin crawl.

“Out.” He threatened.

She shook her head, terrified.

“Out!” He yelled.

She willed her legs to move, to do as he demanded but she was stuck to her seat. His eyes were the only feature of his face that she could see, and they were furious. He climbed halfway into the cab and reached out with his empty hand to grab her. Hannah shrank away from his grasp, but he was too strong. He caught her painfully by the upper arms, and dragged her out of the carriage. She landed with a thud on the cold dirt track. Her assailant laughed as he watched her scrabble back to her feet rubbing the bruised flesh around her biceps.

“There’s some fight in the filly at least!” he scoffed at his companion. 

Hannah followed his gaze to find a similarly dressed man brandishing a sword.Their driver and her brother were both on their knees in front of him. He was the taller of the two, he stood holding the reins of two horses, staring at Hannah with dark, unreadable eyes.

***
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WILL DIDN’T KNOW WHAT to expect from this hold up and he was smart enough to realise that the less questions he asked the more he could maintain his disguise. But now, brandishing his father’s sword in front of two innocent men, he felt incredibly nervous about what was supposed to happen next. When Blake had finally wrestled the girl out of the cab, he felt disgust at the indignity of how she had been thrown to the ground and mocked. Still, Will admired how well the lady seemed to be handling things. She had dealt with the effrontery with great pride, quickly picking herself up, head held high like an Empress. She looked truly magnificent to him, as though all of this was beyond her. Brave, fiery defiance in the face of such peril- what a fascinating creature she was.

Blake was moving closer to him, shoving the girl nearer to where the other captives were knelt. As Will watched this, his lips drew back over his teeth. He wrestled with a sudden urge to break every bone in Blake’s hand.

Blake bent over so he was closer to the men’s faces and showed each of the captives his blade before resting it underneath the gentleman from the carriage's chin.

“Stand sir.” He growled. The man did so quietly. “Now then,” leered Blake, “Your money, quickly. Oh, and the lady’s jewels if you please.”

Will watched as the man gave his female companion a nervous glance and she in return sucked in a shaky breath. Almost unconsciously he glanced at the lady’s left hand, she wore no ring, they were not married then but they were also unchaperoned. Relatives seemed the most obvious explanation, that or something more salacious. 

The gentleman rummaged, hands shaking, into his jacket and soon produced a small money pouch.

Blake gathered it greedily, before turning to the lady, “Now you miss.”

She breathed heavily, bit her bottom lip, looked away, then shook her head. Blake stared hard at her and then thrust his knife at her gentleman companion.

“He’s a pretty one. You wouldn’t want him to gain an ugly scar would you Miss?”

She looked up swiftly, “No! Leave my brother alone. Please!”

Will felt himself move closer to her, he hadn’t meant to, but his feet had taken him anyway. He just wanted to be close, to make sure that Blake didn’t distress her or hurt her again.

Her eyes danced between the two of them. “Please,” she said, again. “I am not trying to be difficult. It’s just, I have no jewels to hand over.”

“Come, come!” sneered Blake, “A young lassie like you, come back from a jaunt at the great house without so much as a pearl. I think not.”

Puzzlement crossed her face for a second as she considered his words. Will watched her closely. She knows that there’s no great house for miles, so she must live in the area. And, although the circumstance hardly called for it, he suddenly mused on what a great pity it was that they had never been introduced in society.

She raised her chin again and straightened her back. “I swear to you that I have no jewels to give you, else I would have handed them over already.” Her demeanour seemed to deflate just a little as she cast her eyes to the floor. “In truth we have very little.”

Blake let out an exasperated huff and turned to Will. “Such rich pickings you have brought us eh?”

Will shrugged.

“Well,” Blake began, turning back to the girl’s brother “we shall take your coin and say goodnight then sir.”

Will started to relax a little, it was nearly over. He was glad! Soon they could be back on the horses, Will could buy the rogue a drink and they could laugh about how you win some, you lose some. 

Unfortunately, providence was not kind that night, for the tense silence of the hold-up was suddenly broken by the noise of other voices on the road. Blake snapped a flustered look at Will. That was a dangerous sign. Will had only known this fellow a couple of days but even he knew that he was prone to sudden reckless acts in a fit of panic. Will was about to say something to gain control of the situation, when out of nowhere the carriage driver yelled at the top of his lungs:

“Help! Thieves!” 

Will looked instinctively along the road and could just make out flashes of red uniforms running towards them. He turned to tell Blake, to find him clutching the driver by the throat and punching him in the face. The brother suddenly dove forward, in a spirited attempt to drag Blake off the chap, and in the ensuing scuffle Blake’s mask was torn away. Even in this low light, all three passengers got a clear look at his face. 

Blake looked dangerous now. 

Will went over and dragged him away from the scuffle hissing, “Red coats approaching rapidly.” 

Blake, panicked and flustered, looked along the road and saw that the five officers were quickly closing the gap between them. 

The nearest officer spotted him and yelled, “I see your face! You’ll swing for this!”

“The horses!” Blake roared.

Will ran to his, mounting it swiftly. He caught the reins of Blake’s mare and began to lead it when he heard the lady scream “George!” 

He quickly returned to the group to find the lady draped over her brother’s limp body. He was out cold, his nose looked broken but he was breathing. Blake must have punched him in the face. The lady was cradling his face trying to wake him, she sounded terrified. 

The sound of her sorrow tore at Will’s insides again, he turned that anger on Blake. “Leave this now you idiot.” He barked at him, “We need to get out of here fast.”

Blake grabbed his reins, mumbling something inaudible. As he jumped onto his own mount, he paused for a second and looked along the road. 

Infuriated, Will yelled, “Why do you delay for God’s sake?”

Blake’s desperate eyes sought out his prize as he brought his horse about. He leaned low in the saddle and dragged the lady upwards, manhandling her onto the horse with an incredible show of strength. 

“I ain't going anywhere without my insurance.” Blake glanced at Will, madness skipped in his eyes, then he smiled and set off up the road at a gallop. 

Will’s stomach lurched at this unfortunate and unexpected twist to the evening. He dared not think of what a man like Blake might do when his back is up against the wall. This whole debacle had been Will’s own fault. His damned pride had led him here and led that girl into God knows what danger. There was no way on earth that he could leave this lady to get hurt. He must save her, and quickly. With feeling, he kicked his horse into life.

Blake raced quickly and irrationally towards the nearest settlement, at first Will wondered why he was riding so haphazardly, it was only until Will drew closer to Blake’s horse that he could see the reason. The girl. She was squirming and fighting against Blake’s grip every step of the way. 

Will admired her spirit. She was not going to be taken without a fight.

However, Blake, clearly a skilled horseman, somehow managed to wrestle both beast and beauty as they sped to the outskirts of town. On nearing the buildings Blake slowed his pace and Will drew up next to him.

“We need to stash the horses.” Blake panted between breaths. Clearly handling both the horse and the lady was taking its toll.

“Do you really think hiding is the best idea?” Will asked casually.

“For me, yes. The bastards saw my face.” Blake looked Will up and down and narrowed his eyes. “You’re alright. You can escape, go on ahead with the horses.”

Will was shocked, he had not expected Blake to show any comradery towards him. But then the man continued, “They will be looking for masked men on horseback, you can lure them away from me.”

“What about her?” Will asked.

Blake sneered a lecherous smile. 

“Well if I get cornered she’s my escape route, my bargaining chip if you like. And if I don’t, well, she could have other uses I suppose. At least I’d get something out of tonight eh?”

Repulsed, Will almost shot the man there and then.

He swallowed his disgust. “Let us stash the horses together, I can help you hide. I know this town and can find us a discreet hideout to lay low.” He reached out his hand and clapped Blake on the shoulder knowingly, but perhaps with a little too much force.

Blake narrowed his eyes for a second at the blow but after a second responded with a wicked smile.

“You’re on.” He grunted and jumped off his mount dragging the girl with him. Will followed suit and quickly tethered the horses in a nearby copse of trees. He rushed back to Blake quickly, fearing leaving her alone with him too long. On his return, he found Blake holding the girl by the throat with his dagger. 

An angry Will motioned forwards and the three of them stole away into the darkness on foot.

***
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STUMBLING, A TERRIFIED Hannah was dragged through the cold dark streets of an unfamiliar town. She had no idea where she was or where she was being taken. The little she could distinguish through the gloom and her own panic was that they appeared to be winding down narrow backstreets. The taller highwayman was leading, he seemed to know his way around these streets, he would often signal silently for them to stop so that he could look for any passers-by.. Unfortunately for Hannah they had not passed a soul as they weaved their way through the backstreets. Occasionally he would catch her eye and she'd find herself staring into those dark unreadable eyes. If only she could see his face, then she might understand what those eyes were trying to communicate to her. She imagined that she saw encouragement or reassurance reflected in his gaze. But he was a bandit, why would he seek to assure her?

Her captor on the other hand showed no sense of remorse. He held her painfully by the upper arm in an iron grasp and pushed her along the paths roughly. His free hand still brandished the dagger and his eyes held a fury that told her that he was not afraid to use it should the situation call for it. Hannah did not want to give him an excuse to do so, but she was afraid that in order to escape she may have to provoke him in some way. How on earth she would escape his friend after that point was a mystery. Although part of her wondered if she would need to escape him as such, or whether he would simply let her go. He had certainly made no move to touch her as yet. 

***
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WILL SWIFTLY ASCERTAINED that no one was around and turned back to Blake. They were close to the hideout, but they still had to be careful. Blake had covered the lady’s mouth with his filthy hand and had her back pressed up hard against his chest. Will pointed silently to a small door and waved Blake onwards. He knew it would be unlocked as it belonged to him, in fact the Danford estate owned most of this row of buildings, but this was the only one he knew to be completely unoccupied. It was a surplus storage cellar, one that had not been used for at least five years. He had been discussing its purpose with his land agent only a couple of days ago- now at last he had found a use for it! Here they could be hidden away while he found a way to persuade Blake to release the lady. Once she was free they could silently slip back to the horses and be on their way without anyone being the wiser.

The lady was dragged through a small door into a damp smelling building and then unceremoniously dumped onto a cold stone floor. She landed mid-protest at this indignity and immediately attempted to stand. 

Blake barked at her harshly. “Shut your trap and stay where you are.” 

At seeing the dagger pointed directly at her face she did just that. She sat quietly shivering, her hands trembling

Will hated to leave her, but needed to search for a light source. It was too dark in this damp place. If he was going to take control of the situation he needed to see what he was doing. He returned soon enough, entering the space holding a lit lantern. His eyes immediately sought hers and she looked as though she could have wept with relief.

Will carried the lantern to the lady and hung it from a ring on the wall. It was small and so cast a limited circle of light but it was enough. The girl’s terrified expression when he entered had shocked him. He wished he could whisper to her that everything was going to be alright. 

He did not know this lady. He had no idea of her name or her family or where she lived or where she had grown up. He knew she had a brother, that she was unmarried and that they must live in the county somewhere. He could estimate her age (early 20’s), and height (between five feet five inches and five feet seven inches), that her hair colour was dark (black or brown he could not distinguish between the two in this light),that she had a fine curvaceous feminine figure and the loveliest face he had seen in years. But that was all he knew. He could not tell, he realised, the colour of her eyes as the darkness obscured such details. He found that, of all things, was the one that bothered him the most. A minor trifle, but he wanted to know. He found he wanted to know many things about her.

***
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HANNAH FOUND NEW STRENGTH in the warm orange glow of the lantern. Looking around the room she could finally make out that they were in some sort of empty storage room. Old, empty hessian sacks were piled around the floor, some chewed to pieces by mice. She watched the shadows of the two men dance across the walls as the lantern settled into its hanging place. It reminded her of watching the dancing shadows of the carriage through the window as they had made their merry way home. That must have been only an hour ago, but Lord, it felt like days. Home. Morton. Penny and George. Would she ever see any of them again?

The brute with the dagger leered at her, “Cosy,” he drawled.

She met his gaze defiantly. His face was lit so she could see him clearly now, she took the opportunity to memorise every feature. If, by the grace of God, she was able to escape then she might be expected to give a description of her attackers and Hannah wanted to make sure that she gave enough detail to see this man arrested for what he had done tonight.

He seemed as tall as her brother. Her eyes flicked over to his companion, he was around a
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