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Revolutionary Spy Romance 


Chapter 1: A City Divided
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The harbor smelled of salt, smoke, and unrest.

Bernarda Álvarez stood at the edge of the crowded dock, her gloved hands clasped tightly before her, as if she were nothing more than a patient traveler waiting for her trunk to be unloaded. Around her, the city churned—British soldiers barking orders, merchants shouting over crates, horses stamping against cobblestones slick with mud and refuse.

New York was not the same city it had been before the war. It breathed differently now. Sharper. Suspicious.

Occupied.

Bernarda lowered her gaze, careful not to draw attention. She had learned long ago that survival depended not on strength, but on invisibility. A woman unnoticed was a woman underestimated—and that was precisely what she needed to be.

A soldier passed close to her, his red coat brushing her sleeve. She didn’t flinch.

“Move along,” he snapped at no one in particular.

She obeyed without hesitation, stepping away from the dock and into the current of bodies flowing toward the city streets. Each step she took felt deliberate, measured—not just movement, but calculation. Every corner could hide an informant. Every face could be watching.

Or worse—remembering.

She adjusted the modest shawl around her shoulders, ensuring it concealed the finer stitching of her dress. It would not do to appear wealthy. Nor poor enough to invite scrutiny. She had spent weeks preparing this persona, stitching it as carefully as any garment she would soon pretend to sell.

A seamstress.

It was a believable lie. Her hands were steady, her work precise. More importantly, it allowed her into homes—into private spaces where conversations softened and secrets slipped loose between teacups and hems.

Exactly where she needed to be.

A cart rattled past, splashing dirty water near her boots. She barely noticed. Her attention had already shifted—to the city itself.

Buildings loomed close together, their windows watching like narrowed eyes. British flags hung from balconies, bold and defiant, as if daring the city to rebel. Some did, quietly—shutters half-closed, candles placed in windows at certain hours, coded signs only a trained observer would recognize.

Bernarda noted them all.

She turned down a narrower street, away from the main thoroughfare. This part of the city bore the scars of occupation more visibly—burned structures, abandoned homes, doors reinforced with desperation rather than craftsmanship.

Here, she could breathe a little easier.

Not safe. Never safe.

But unseen.

She paused outside a modest storefront. The sign above it was weathered, its original lettering nearly faded away. Good. That made it easier to replace.

Her new life would begin here.

She reached into her satchel and withdrew a small, neatly painted board: B. Álvarez, Seamstress.

For a moment, she simply held it.

Not because of doubt—but because of the weight of what it represented. This was not just a cover. It was a threshold. Once she stepped fully into this role, there would be no room for hesitation.

The mission came first.

Always.

With steady hands, she fixed the sign above the door.

The faint sound of carriage wheels drew her attention. Instinctively, she stepped back into the shadow of the building, her eyes lifting just enough to observe without being obvious.

A carriage unlike the others rolled down the street—polished, elegant, untouched by the grime that clung to everything else. It slowed as it passed, the horses’ pace measured, controlled.

Important.

Bernarda’s gaze flickered to the window.

And that was when she saw her.

Inside the carriage sat a woman dressed in deep blue silk, the fabric catching the muted daylight like water. Her posture was impeccable, her chin slightly raised—not arrogantly, but with the quiet certainty of someone accustomed to being observed.

Respected.

Or feared.

Dark hair framed her face beneath a delicate hat, and though her expression remained composed, there was something in her eyes—something sharp, searching. Not the idle gaze of a socialite drifting through the city’s unrest.

No.

This woman was watching.

Their eyes met.

It lasted no more than a second—perhaps less—but it was enough.

Bernarda felt it immediately. Not recognition, not yet. Something subtler. A flicker of awareness, like the faint spark before flame catches.

The woman in the carriage did not look away immediately.

Interesting.

Most would. Most avoided eye contact in a city like this, where looking too long at the wrong person could invite questions best left unasked.

But not her.

At last, the carriage rolled on, breaking the moment.

Bernarda exhaled slowly, only then realizing she had been holding her breath.

“Careful,” she murmured to herself.

Curiosity was dangerous.

She turned back to the shop door, unlocking it with a small brass key. The hinges creaked as she stepped inside, the scent of dust and old wood greeting her like a warning.

It would do.

The space was narrow but sufficient—just enough room for a worktable, shelves, and a small fitting area. A back room offered privacy, and more importantly, an exit if needed.

She closed the door behind her, shutting out the noise of the street.

For the first time since her arrival, silence settled around her.

Bernarda moved through the room with quiet efficiency, setting down her belongings, opening shutters just enough to allow light without exposing too much of the interior. Each action was purposeful. Controlled.

But her thoughts were not.

They lingered, uninvited, on the woman in the carriage.

There had been something deliberate in that gaze.

Not idle curiosity. Not simple recognition of a stranger.

Assessment.

Bernarda’s fingers paused over a folded piece of fabric.

Had she been marked already?

No.

Too soon. She had been careful. There had been no contact, no signal given. No reason—

Unless.

Unless the woman herself was not what she appeared to be.

Bernarda straightened, her expression tightening slightly.

A Loyalist, perhaps. Or worse—someone operating in the shadows between sides, where allegiances shifted like sand.

A spy.

The thought did not alarm her.

It intrigued her.

Still, intrigue was a luxury she could not afford.

She pushed the thought aside and returned to her work. There would be time later to observe, to gather information, to determine whether that brief encounter had been meaningless... or the beginning of something far more complicated.



Across the city, Ursula Whitcombe sat in her carriage, her gloved fingers resting lightly against the window frame.

“Continue,” she instructed calmly, though the driver had already begun moving again.

Her companion—an older woman with a rigid posture and sharper eyes than most—watched her closely.

“You’ve gone quiet,” she noted.

Ursula did not respond immediately.

Her gaze remained fixed on the street behind them, though the figure she had seen was long gone from view.

“That shop,” Ursula said at last. “It was empty last week.”

Her companion frowned slightly. “There are many empty shops.”

“And fewer that become occupied without notice.”

A pause.

“Do you suspect something?”

Ursula’s lips curved faintly—not quite a smile.

“I suspect,” she said, “that in a city like this, nothing happens without reason.”

Her companion studied her, then nodded once. “Shall I have someone look into it?”

“No.”

The answer came too quickly.

Ursula adjusted her posture, smoothing her skirt as if correcting the moment.

“I will handle it myself.”

“Of course.”

The carriage turned a corner, disappearing into the heart of British-controlled Manhattan.

Ursula leaned back slightly, her expression once again composed, unreadable.

But her thoughts were anything but calm.

The woman on the street had not looked like a simple seamstress.

There had been something in her stance, in the way she held herself—subtle, but unmistakable to a trained eye.

Discipline.

Awareness.

Danger.

Ursula’s fingers tightened ever so slightly against the fabric of her gloves.

At last, something interesting.

And perhaps—

Something dangerous.

She allowed herself a small, private thought, one she would never speak aloud.

I hope she is.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 2: Threads and Secrets
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Morning light slipped cautiously into the narrow shop, filtering through the half-open shutters in thin, pale lines. Dust motes drifted lazily in the air, disturbed only by the steady, precise movement of Bernarda Álvarez’s hands.

The needle rose and fell with quiet certainty.

To anyone watching, she was exactly what her sign declared—a seamstress beginning her day’s work. Fabric spread neatly across the table, chalk markings guiding careful alterations, spools of thread arranged with deliberate modesty.

Nothing excessive. Nothing memorable.

Perfect.

But beneath the calm rhythm of her stitching, her mind remained alert, mapping the sounds beyond the walls. Footsteps. Voices. The distant clatter of carts. Patterns were already forming—who passed often, who lingered, who hurried.

And who didn’t belong.

She had been open less than a day.

Too soon for customers.

Which meant the first one would matter.

Bernarda tied off her thread and set the garment aside just as the bell above the door gave a soft, deliberate chime.

Not hurried.

Not hesitant.

Measured.

She did not look up immediately. Instead, she finished smoothing the fabric, placed it neatly beside her, and only then lifted her gaze.

And there she was.

The woman from the carriage.

Closer now, the details sharpened. The deep blue of her dress was even finer than Bernarda had first thought, the stitching subtle but expensive. Her posture remained flawless, her gloved hands resting lightly at her waist as her eyes moved—not aimlessly, but with quiet calculation—across the shop.

Taking inventory.

Bernarda rose slowly, inclining her head with polite restraint.

“Good morning,” she said, her voice warm but unremarkable. “How may I assist you?”

Ursula Whitcombe stepped further inside, the door closing softly behind her.

The air shifted.

“I was passing,” Ursula replied, her tone smooth, refined. “And noticed your shop. Newly opened, I believe.”

Bernarda allowed a small, modest smile.

“Yes. Only just. I arrived yesterday.”

“From where?”

The question came easily. Too easily.

Bernarda did not pause.

“From the south,” she said, turning slightly to adjust a length of fabric, as if the answer held no weight. “There is less work there now.”

Not a lie. Not entirely the truth.

Ursula’s gaze lingered on her hands.

“Your accent is... difficult to place.”

Bernarda met her eyes briefly, then looked away again—just enough to seem natural.

“I have moved often.”

A beat of silence.

The kind that stretched just long enough to test.

Ursula moved closer to the worktable, her fingers brushing lightly against a folded piece of cloth. The gesture appeared casual, but Bernarda noticed the care with which she touched it—as though assessing quality, not admiring it.

“You must find the city... overwhelming,” Ursula said.

Bernarda let out a soft breath, almost a laugh.

“It is not what I expected.”

“In what way?”

“There are soldiers everywhere,” Bernarda replied simply. “It makes people cautious.”

Ursula’s lips curved faintly.

“And you are not cautious?”

“I am careful,” Bernarda corrected.

Their eyes met again.

This time, neither looked away immediately.

Something passed between them—unspoken, undefined, but unmistakable.

Recognition.

Not of identity.

But of kind.

Ursula broke the moment first, turning her attention to a bolt of fabric.

“I have a gown that requires alteration,” she said. “The work must be discreet.”

Bernarda inclined her head.

“Of course.”

Ursula studied her for a fraction longer before continuing.

“I attend many... gatherings. Appearances matter.”

“I understand.”

“And discretion,” Ursula added, her voice softer now, “is often more valuable than skill.”

Bernarda’s hands stilled briefly before resuming their movement.

“You will find both here.”

A risk.

Small—but intentional.

Ursula noticed.

Her gaze sharpened, though her expression remained composed.

“I do not doubt your skill,” she said. “As for discretion... that remains to be seen.”

Bernarda allowed herself the faintest hint of a smile.

“As with all things.”

Silence settled again, heavier now.

This was no longer a simple exchange between shopkeeper and customer. It had shifted—subtly, but undeniably—into something else.

A test.

Ursula moved slowly through the shop, her attention drifting over shelves, corners, the back doorway. Nothing obvious. Nothing out of place.

Yet something lingered.

“You chose an interesting location,” Ursula said at last.

“It was available.”

“And affordable?”

Bernarda shrugged lightly.

“I make do.”

Ursula turned back to her.

“Most who ‘make do’ do not choose a street so... neglected.”

Bernarda met her gaze without hesitation this time.

“Most people do not wish to be overlooked.”

Another small
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