

    
        
          Serenades of the Midnight Hour

        

        
        
          Sofia Ms

        

        
          Published by Sofia, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      SERENADES OF THE MIDNIGHT HOUR

    

    
      First edition. May 29, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Sofia Ms.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8231686148

    

    
    
      Written by Sofia Ms.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


[image: ]

Serenades of the Midnight Hour

SOFIA MS

​Serenades of the Midnight Hour

Copyright © 2025 by Sofia Ms

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be copied, stored, or distributed in any form without the author's permission, except for brief excerpts in reviews or articles.

This is a work of fiction. Any similarities to real people, places, or events are purely coincidental.

Published by Sofia Ms

​Table of contents

––––––––

Stephanie

Trevor

Stephanie

Trevor

Stephanie

Stephanie

Trevor

Stephanie

Stephanie

Trevor

Stephanie

Stephanie

Stephanie

Trevor

Trevor

Stephanie

Stephanie

Trevor

Stephanie

Stephanie

Trevor

Stephanie

Trevor

Stephanie

Trevor

Stephanie

Trevor

Trevor

​[image: ]

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Stephanie


[image: ]


"Good morning, my lady. It's time to wake up."

The sound of my bedroom door creaking open is followed by a female voice calling out from across the room. A moment later, the curtains are yanked open, allowing the morning light to invade my space. I groan and press a pillow over my face, unwilling to acknowledge the day just yet. Why should I even wake up this early when I’m tired?

I was up late last night, drinking and dancing with the girls until our legs gave out.

“Lady Stephanie, it’s 7 a.m already,” the voice insists, closer now. The next thing I know, the pillow is being pulled away from my grasp.

Jennie.

“Just a few more minutes, Jennie,” I mumble, reaching blindly to reclaim my pillow, but she keeps it just out of reach.

“I’m afraid that’s not possible, my lady. You know your father won’t tolerate even a second of tardiness.”

I groan in defeat. “Fine, fine.”

My father. 

It’s like he physically can’t eat unless we’re all gathered around him at the table.

With a sigh, I push the satin blanket off and stretch my legs over the edge of the bed. Rubbing my eyes, I yawn and take the silk nightgown Jennie is already holding out for me. As I slip it on, she quietly moves toward the door at the end of my room, waiting for me to follow.

“Would you like me to call the physician?"

I pause mid-step and glance at her, confused. “Why would I need a physician?”

Jennie hesitates, her fingers fidgeting with the edges of her apron. “You seemed exhausted lately, my lady. And last night...” She stops, clearly debating whether to continue.

I sigh. “I was just having fun, Jennie. That’s all. Did father know I was out late?” I ask hesitantly.

She shakes her head with a guilty expression across her face, as if she’s keeping a dangerous secret from my father. But I sigh in relief. I was careful in my steps when I got back home.

“Don’t worry about me,” I say, offering a small smile. “Let’s just get this over with before his highness sends someone else to drag me out of bed.”

She smiles then follows me as I make my way toward the bathroom.

She opens the door and gestures for me to step inside. The air is thick with warm steam, and the scent of candles fills the space. The bathtub is nearly full, its surface shimmering under the soft flickering light.

She always starts to fill the bathtub first before waking me up since I take a long time to leave my bed.

I love candles, but I really should buy more. The bathroom needs plenty of them to be properly scented with fresh flowers.

Walking over to the grey marble sink, I glance at my reflection in the oval mirror. I wash my face before I grab my toothbrush and toothpaste, squeezing out a generous amount before brushing absentmindedly.

“Besides, if he massages me now, I’ll probably drift right back to sleep,” I mumble, my mouth full of toothpaste.

Jennie lets out a soft giggle as she moves to the bathtub, turning off the warm water. With a small bow, she exits and quietly closes the door behind her.

They could help me in my baths, but I don’t like being taken care of like a child, I can do things myself. I suppose it’s their job, after all. Though I believe there are better things to do in the mansion than fuss over me, so I take care of my own baths.

Besides, Jennie is almost my age. I see her more as a friend than a servant, though it wouldn’t be appropriate for her to consider me the same.

I slip off my white nightgown, then my satin nightie, and step into the warm bathtub, sinking into the warm water. The heat envelopes me, soothing my muscles and lulling me back into a state of drowsiness. I could never get enough of morning baths, there’s something about the warmth washing over me that makes it feel like the world outside doesn’t exist.

Reaching for the white washcloth resting near the edge of the tub, I hold it and rub the bar soap on it to scrub my body. Savoring the sensation of cleanliness and comfort.

Then, I reach for my bottle of lily-scented shampoo and lather it into my hair, massaging my scalp gently before working it down to the ends.

After twenty minutes, I finally step out. The cool air hits my skin as I descend the small threshold. Walking toward the sink, I open the white wooden cabinet next to it to pull out a fresh absorbent bathrobe and a towel. I wear the white robe, then wrap the small towel around my hair before opening the door separating the bathroom and the bedroom.

Jennie and Crista are already waiting by my dresser, standing on either side like a perfectly rehearsed routine. I walk to the pink chair and sit down as Crista gently unwinds the towel from my hair.

“Good morning, Lady Stephanie. Had a great shower?” Crista asks, her voice light and cheerful.

“Yes, as always,” I reply, stretching slightly as I prepare for the day ahead.

Crista starts brushing my damp hair, her movements gentle and practiced. Through the dresser mirror, I find Jennie straightening my light blue dress of the day, carefully smoothing out any creases. It hangs on a cute pink handle near the bed, waiting for me. Beside it, she has already placed my white heels and my silver handbag, ensuring everything is in perfect order.

Today’s dress is lovely. The sleeves are falling mid arms with a band of white lace at the hum. The collar is heart shaped with a netmeeting white and grey band pattern in the middle that falls till the middle end of the dress. 

Wearing new dresses everyday is my favorite part of being a lady.  

For minutes, Crista continues working on my hair. I prefer it in loose waves most days, with my wispy bangs framing my face. Once she finishes straightening and curling, she reaches for two hair clips shaped like white daisies. Gently, she lifts the sides of my hair and secures them in place. 

I must be the easiest lady to style. Nothing too complicated, just the right touch of refinement.

And a light makeup of mascara and soft blush.

“There you are, my lady. Always so adorable,” Crista says with a warm smile, briefly resting her hands on my shoulders.

I smile warmly before I stand up and walk over to Jennie.

I don’t particularly like having someone undress and dress me, but these gowns are complicated to fasten alone. With a sigh, I take off the bathrobe and grab the pink fresh cotton chemise Jennie hands me, her eyes politely closed. Crista, having finished her part, quietly exits the room.

Once I slip into the chemise, Jennie opens her eyes and helps me into the drawers, pulling the split-legged undergarment up to my waist. Then, she holds the corset and begins tightening the laces. I then sit on the bed to roll my silk stocking up my legs.  

Finally, the light blue dress. The fabric is exquisite, the silk is smooth and luxurious against my skin, while the tulle beneath the skirt adds just the right amount of volume, no need for a petticoat. The light blue color is both elegant and calming, a shade that never fails to make me feel effortlessly refined.

Jennie kneels to hold my heels, motioning for me to sit on the bed. I oblige, and she carefully straps them onto my feet, securing each buckle with practiced ease.

Once she finishes, she steps back and gives me a lingering once-over, her eyes gleaming with admiration. She always reacts as if it’s the first time she’s seen me in a dress.

Not that she’s entirely wrong. After all, I never wear the same dress twice.

“Thank you, Jennie,” I pinch her cheek slightly.

I slide on my white gloves and pick up my silver silk reticule from the bed, tucking its short grip over my forearm. Next, I gather my dress with both hands and step toward the door, which Jennie holds open for me.

As I walk swiftly through the hall, the murmured voices of servants fill the house. They bow as I pass, and I acknowledge them with the slightest nod. Every morning, I remind myself not to wear these heels from my room to the dining hall. Maybe it’s the distance of two floors down or maybe it’s just the shoes, but it feels like a cross-country race, trying to reach the table before my father starts to yell.

After descending the stairs, I turn toward the grand twin staircases. Choosing the left, I hold my dress firmly, recalling the last time I tripped here like a foolish child. I descend quickly, and turn left, walking to the large wooden doors leading to the dining room.

My father's displeasure simmered in the air, thick and suffocating, creeping into every corner of the room like a storm waiting to break.

The long dining table faces me directly, my father’s piercing blue eyes fixed on me, his hands clasped together on the table and covering his mouth. June sits to his left, her neutral gaze on me as well, though her hands are playing with a glass of juice. The heavy doors close behind me as I make my way to the table, the butler, Josh, pulls back my chair. I settle into my seat at my father’s right, meeting his gaze.

Why is he looking at me like that? It’s not like I’m that late. And I never asked them to wait for me. This is just one of my father's pointless house rules.

“Good morning, dad,” I begin, then glance at June. “Morning, June.”

She only nods in response.

“Morning?” my father scoffs. “You call this morning, Tephanie? You’re more than twenty minutes late!”

It’s just twenty minutes, not hours.

“Sorry, I took a long time in the shower,” I reply, keeping my voice calm. 

It’s the truth, well half of it. And since I was already late, I might as well have made sure I looked presentable.

“Then you should have woken up earlier, young lady. You’re throwing off my entire schedule for the day.”

Right. As if my being late is truly derailing the day’s grand plans. But I hold my tongue. Arguing with him when he’s like this is a waste of energy, and honestly, I’m just glad he ignores last night's late return, just like I’m now ignoring his burning gaze on my profile.

As the butler along with the maid, Suzy, begin serving, I reach for my fork and knife. Plates of toast, boiled eggs in small bowls, steaming cups of coffee and milk, and an assortment of fresh fruit are arranged neatly on the table. My eyes drift toward the cheese plate at the center; cream cheese, ricotta, and slices of cheddar. My favorites. Without hesitation, I take a few slices and place them on my plate beside my coffee cup.

“Sorry, I won’t do it again, dad.”  

June has started to eat way before, without giving us a word. 

He sighs heavily while taking a sip of his tea. “Hope you didn’t forget your piano course today.”  

How can I forget something I do often? I’m a bit dizzy though, I almost forgot. 

“Yes, dad. In one hour.”  

“And the ball of the Blackwoods?” 

I won’t forget those for sure.

“Yes, I’ll go in the afternoon to the dressmaker to choose something.”  

He dips his chin and turns back to his breakfast. 

Gratefully.

I take a sip of my coffee and meet June’s gaze across the table. My sister always has so much to say, yet she never speaks. Only watch me with those deep blue, piercing eyes and neutral expressions, identical to our father. Unreadable. Unyielding. 

Though I offer a slight smile without waiting for hers in return. She won’t smile back.

Instead, I turn my attention to my breakfast. At least it’s the only thing that doesn’t give me attitude first thing in the morning.
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The piano lesson began in the grand parlor with Mr. Gregory Dixon. A kind man who had been training me since I was twenty. Tall and elegant,  always dressed in neat suits, top hats with a can at his hand. His black hair had begun to gray along with his mustache.

To be honest, I no longer needed lessons, but both of us enjoyed our conversations more than the lessons itself so much that I asked him to keep coming–for the quiet, beautiful moments that linger between the notes.

I used to love my piano lessons greatly. When I was a child, my father gifted me various instruments, but the only one that ever truly captivated me was the piano. Perhaps because, from a very young age, I would often listen to my mother play.

But now? I'm not sure if I still love it as much as I used to, if I just play out of habit or to keep feeling connected to that part of my life that I miss terribly. 

Still, it’s one of the few moments of relaxation I have during the week, and I wouldn’t change it for a thing.

The two-hour lesson passes in the blink of an eye, filled with laughter and conversation with Mr. Gregory. When I finish, I grab my reticule from the top of the piano and stand up from the white bench.

“Thank you, sir. See you next time.” 

“Take care, sweetheart.”

I wave at Mr. Gregory with a smile and I walk out of the living room, heading straight for the entrance doors, which are already open. As I descend the thresholds, my vis-à-vis carriage waits for me at the front. The young guards stand at either side of the entrance, their posture rigid and disciplined as they bow to me. Michael, another guard, stands by the carriage door, ready to open it for me, while the coachman sits on the high perch, dressed in a tailored black coat ready to give me a ride.

I walk toward the carriage, grasping Michael’s outstretched hand as he greets me with a wide, bright smile. 

Michael is one of the senior guards, an old, trusted figure in our household. He’s a tall, lean man in his early forties with black eyes and a clean-shaven face, pale skin, and black hair that’s always covered by his military-style hat. He’s the one who directs many of the other guards, ensuring everything runs smoothly both inside and outside the mansion.

But just as I stretch my leg to get into my carriage, something catches my eye.

Someone standing tall to my left. 

I pause, still holding the guard's hand when I turn to glance at the new figure. 

It was a man standing a few feet away, his hands behind his back. He’s very tall, around six feet four inches, with brown hair styled in a crew cut. He has a noticeably muscular form, hidden beneath his leather brown jacket and black trousers, and he’s wearing black chelsea leather boots at his feet. The sunlight masks the true color of his eyes, turning them into pools of light, but I can still make out the faint shadow of his moustache tracing his upper lip, barely more than a shadow, and just below his lower lip, a small patch of hair completed the look. 

“Who is that ? Never seen him before,” I murmur to Michael, at the same time as I look at the man up and down. 

“The guy is Trevor Larcher, Lady Stephanie. He’s our new guard.”  

“We have a new guard and no one told me?” I meet Michael's eyes but sense the man approaching. His presence grows more palpable with each passing second, like a heavy mist rolling in.

“Well, that's because you never ask about guards, my dear lady,” Michael says in a playful tone.

He's not wrong though. As long as they serve us and they’re good at what they do. 

But this man certainly caught my attention. 

“Trevor Larcher with you, Lady Stephanie.”  

Before I can even defend myself to Michael, the man has closed the distance and is standing in front of us. I hear the man's deep, rough voice rolling through the air as he introduces himself to me, making me jerk my head to him. He was a guard, yet his presence next to me spoke of something far beyond, almost like an air of quiet command. 

He bows slightly, and I nod briefly in acknowledgment before stepping into the carriage. I place my handbag next to me, adjusting my gloves and discreetly trying to poke out my head from the window to look at the new guard. But then, without warning, he opens the left door and climbs inside, seating himself next to me.

Did he just come inside and sit with me ?

I crease my forehead, confusion bubbling up, but before I could open my mouth, Michael peeks through my window, clearing his throat.

“Lady Stephanie, Trevor here will be your new personal guard. Your father asked him to stay close and to accompany you everywhere you go from now on.” 

I was having breakfast with my father a few hours ago and he didn't even mention this crucial thing to me.

I narrow my eyes at Michael, then shift my gaze back to this so-called Trevor, who seems far too at ease in my presence. He’s straightening his jacket, adjusting his sleeves, and sitting like he owns the space beside me, at the same time as he checks on the carriage design from inside.

First of all, he doesn’t need to be this close to watch over me.
Second, I thought we were over this guarding thing. My father is acting like I’m some queen or something.
I exhale sharply and cross my arms. “I don’t need a personal guard,” I state flatly to Michael before pointing a look at Trevor.

Trevor merely raises an eyebrow, amusement flickering across his face. “That’s not up to you, Lady Stephanie.”

His eyes meet mine, and for an instance, I lose myself. 

Deep green eyes are the color of his eyes. 

Bewitching forest-green eyes, just like the heart of a forest, which look like it holds the depth of woods. Eye catching, dark and mysterious.

I had to blink, forcing myself to snap back to reality, away from the pull of his gaze and back to the important matter at hand. 

Shaking my head I scoff, shifting slightly away from him, though there’s barely any space to do so.

“You know, we have other cars and carriages that you can take and follow me, this is certainly not large, and not appropriate to sit this close to me, ” I mutter, eyeing him as he leans back once again like he belongs here. “Especially not with someone like you taking up half of it,” I wave a dismissive hand at him.

“Well, what can I say? I’m rather broad-shouldered.” 

Instead of apologizing, he stretches an arm along the back of my cushioned seat, emphasizing his point and making himself even more insufferable.

I feel like his eyes are the one and only captivating thing about him.

“You could still sit next to the coachman.”

He tilts his head, pretending to consider it before flashing me a lazy smile. 

“I could. But then who would protect you if the roof of the carriage falls, or if you faint, or if you were dying of boredom?”

I sigh, unwilling to indulge his humor. “Michael and the other guards exist for a reason, with a simple order they can be near me in a second.”

Trevor simply shrugs, unbothered. “They stay near the house, not near you. Besides, your father assigned me to stay close, lady. Very very close.” 

He leans his face even more to me with a smirk, enjoying teasing me.

This is going to be unbearable.

I turn to Michael, my eyes wide, silently pleading for some intervention, but all I could notice is the way he’s tightening his lips, struggling to  suppress a smile.

“I’m afraid I can’t do much, my lady,” Michael says apologetically, and amused. “He’s just following orders. Your father made it clear, Trevor is to keep a very close eye on you.”

I sigh heavily, already knowing there’s no way around this. If I complain to my father, he’ll start listing all my reckless actions, turning the table into a courtroom where every mistake is laid bare. And I’d rather not waste my breath.

“Don’t worry, Michael. You can go. I’ve got this,” Trevor interjects smoothly.

My head snaps toward him, my brows furrowing in disbelief. “Who do you think you are, ordering Michael around? That’s my job.”

“Me, you, does it really matter?” Trevor shrugs a shoulder, utterly unfazed. “And ordering? Not at all. I was just making sure we don’t waste more time on unnecessary chatter when you obviously have very important things to do.”

I gape at him. “You can’t just..”

“Hey, get going, uncle Ron!” 

He suddenly calls out to the coachman, sticking his head out of the window before settling back in his seat. Then, as if to add insult to injury, he turns to me with a deliberately fake smile.

“I’m sure my lady has far more pressing matters to attend to than grumbling about my presence,” he remarks, clasping his hands between his spread legs, amusement dancing in his dark green eyes.

Oh, he’s definitely insulting me.

That my lady was anything but respectful.

I cross my arms and turn toward the window when the carriage begins to move. Pressing myself against the side, I tuck my legs in to avoid brushing against his unapologetically sprawled-out posture. 

I do my best to ignore him, but then I hear the faint crinkle of a wrapper. Annoyed, I glance over, only to find him casually unwrapping a chocolate bar, completely at ease.

I watch as he nonchalantly peels back the wrapper, completely at ease, as if this is his personal carriage and not mine.

I raise a brow. “Seriously?”

He glances at me and tilts his head. “What?” he asks, mouth full.

“You're just going to sit there and eat like we're on a picnic?” I gesture vaguely at the chocolate bar.

Trevor shrugs, chewing slowly. “You could be part of the picnic. Here,” He breaks off a piece and holds it out to me with a smirk.

“No, thank you!”

“Suit yourself, princess.”

He throws the piece into his mouth and leans back.

I huff heavily, turning back to the window. Of all the guards my father could have assigned me, he picked this one.

A man who needs an etiquette course.

Immediately.
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I said I’ll never do personal guarding again. Yet, here I am. In a new house. 

But then again, it's the thing I do best.

All those princesses and ladies, rich girls in general, are arrogant and unbearable, and I’m not a good patient little guard who bears prima donnas. Last time I guarded a teenage lady, I ended up throwing her in a fountain since she wouldn’t stop whining about not having more jewels in her tiara than other ladies in that ball. 

I mean, a sane grown woman won't cry like a baby over a tiara. Go cry about your tragic fashion sense instead.

My last job also was intolerable. I had to babysit the Wicklows’ little chatterbox boy. He was only fourteen but acted like a pampered damsel. Whining about the weather, refusing to lift a teacup because it was "too heavy or too hot," and dramatically sighing every time his shoelaces came undone.

But this family, the Layfields, offers more money for the job.

And I could bear a few things for a good wage. 

Few days ago, I was running some errands at a modest shop downtown when I heard two men talking.  

“I heard that the Layfields are looking for a new guard to the estate,” the first man said, grabbing a bottle of milk. 

“Thought they had enough guards,”  the other one responded. 

“Don’t know, man. But I guess I’m going to present myself this afternoon. William Layfield is known to be a very generous man, if you know what I mean,” he added with a knowing wink, gesturing to his pocket.

I also knew what that meant. And just like that, my plans for that day just got crowded.

After paying the vendor, I walked out of the shop but not before asking about the address of the Layfields, every rich family is prominent. The cashier at the grocery store explained that their house is somewhat secluded from the city, situated in the middle of an open land.

Wasting no time, I held the shop bag in my hand and my cigarette in the other. I took a car to drop me in there. After a while, I arrived at the given address, landing cash to the driver and walking out. I spotted the mansion in front of me and inspected it from the front silver bars entrance.

The mansion is a few feet away with two guards on each side of the main entrance. The grand house stands with three levels, its exterior a striking blend of white and grey stone. The first floor features large, arched windows and few balconies framed in grey stone, giving the mansion a sense of elegance. Above, the second and third floors are also adorned with narrow, tall windows and balconies, each topped with intricate stonework. The uppermost floor, crowned with a series of small turrets, has grey slate roofing that contrasts beautifully with the bright white walls. Facing the estate, there is a lawn that seems to be endless with tall, large trees and few benches.  

A guard snapped his eyes at me with a slight frown. I was sure his thoughts were clear: who's that freak, scanning the house silently like it’s some kind of exhibit? 

I stomped out the cigarette, seeing him approaching.  

“May I help you, sir?” he asked.  

“Yeah. Heard that they’re looking for a guard here.”  

I saw him sweeping me for a few seconds before casually reaching for the iron gate and pushing it open. 

“Indeed. Follow me, please.”  

I followed him through the passage to the wooden arched door, framed by grey stone columns. He opened both doors, revealing a grand hall. In the center of the room stood a small table, surrounded by a pristine white-tiled marble floor that gleamed under the light. On that table there was a crystal decanter with a matching glass over the table, and above the table, into the ceiling, a sizable chandelier hung, its crystals sparkling delicately. To the left and right of the hall, closed doors led to other rooms, but our focus was on the circular staircase ahead of us. 

The staircase spiral, offering two paths to ascend. The guard chose the left side, leading the way. 

The stairs open up to a wide landing with the same white marble flooring that glimmers faintly under strategically placed recessed lighting. A large sofa set in the centre of the hallway with two small nooks cleverly used to house an antique cabinet, its glass doors displaying fine china and collectibles. Veering left again, large, floor-to-ceiling glass windows at the far end of the landing allow natural light to flood the space, providing a clear view of the surroundings. Delicate grey curtains frame the windows, offering both privacy and a touch of softness.

Along the landing, there were several doors leading to private rooms. I noticed that the very end of the right side is similar to the floor with the large floor to ceiling. 

Before we ascend the stairs one more time, a door to the right side was open. I glanced with the corner of my eye and spotted a small lounge area, with white sofas, a grey glass-topped coffee table, and a modern chandelier hanging low for intimacy. 

We ascended the staircase again. The walls of the house are with light blue and white paper paint, the patterns are delicate and soft. We veered directly to the right, a smaller hallway leading to two additional rooms. One is a glass-walled sitting room, equipped with crimson armchairs, wooden bookshelves, and a coffee table. The other across from it, the one the guard knocked on twice, opened to be an office. The guard got in,leaving me waiting outside but I stole a glance at the room.

The walls were painted in deep charcoal grey, with one accent wall covered in rich, dark wood paneling that adds texture and warmth to the space. Soft, recessed lighting and a few strategically placed wall sconces provide a subtle glow, keeping the room from feeling too dim. At the center of the room is a large, dark mahogany desk. On it, rested a sleek black typewriter, a leather-bound notebook, many papers and folders, and a brass desk lamp with a green glass shade. Beside the desk was a candlestick telephone and behind the desk, a built-in bookshelf spans the entire wall, filled with hardbound books, some with gilded spines. The shelves were interspersed with decorative items; hourglasses, and a few marble sculptures. 

The guard exited the office and directed me to sit in the room across from the office. I followed him and sat on the armchair, placing my bag on the small table beside me. The guard retreated as soon as I heard the office door open. I turned around, coming face to face with a tall elegant man with deep blue eyes, only one or two inches shorter than me, with an ivy league black haircut and a soft black beard. He was wearing a white dress shirt and a sharp elegant navy blue suit with a matching top hat in his hand, a navy blue tailcoat with it. 

I stood up and extended my hand for a shake. 

“Trevor Larcher, sir.”  

He shook it back. 

“William Layfield,” he paused, looking at me briefly. “You’re here for the guard job, right?”  

“Yes, sir. I heard that you’re looking for a new guard to the mansion.”  

“Personal guard,” he corrected.

Damn it. 

Those men didn’t mention that it was this kind of  job. I thought it was for guarding the gate. But I shouldn't act annoyed. 

“Do you have a problem with it?” He asked after seeing me going silent.

“Not at all, sir,” I answered with a forced smile. 

I've been looking for a job for months now. I really need money. 

I should’ve asked about the person I was supposed to guard but it was too soon. 

“Please, follow me. I was heading outside,” he said, putting on his navy blue top hat. 

I’ve passed all these stairs for nothing but to repeat them again. Great.

Holding back my bag of milk and yogurt, I followed him outside the glass door and back again to the same path I’ve already taken. 

“So where did you work before?” He clasped his hands behind his back as we walk.

“Many places, sir. I started to work as a gate guard around seventeen but then I shifted to be a personal guard for the past years. Lately, I have worked at the Braytons, I took care of the security of the house and sometimes their lady. Then I worked at the Wicklows, I guarded their little boy.”  

“The Wicklows? You must be very good at what you do to get hired by the Wicklows. Matthew is very careful about his guards.” 

I let out a small smile.

I'm the best at what I do. But I'm also the worst. 

I can be as discreet as a shadow and as steadfast as a shield. Yet, my patience wears thin, especially considering the meager wage they pay us.

Please don’t ask me why I stopped working there, I don’t want to lie.  

“For how long did you work for them?” he continued as we arrived on the first floor.

“Two years, sir. And I have been jobless since last October.” 

It’s been almost a year since I had a job. This time, I wanted to make sure my next one doesn’t drain all my energy without filling my pockets.

I also wanted to get back to guarding gates and not rascals. Standing all day is better than sleeping with a constant headache.

“I see. And have you encountered any threats or troubles during your work?”  

“There were few issues that I was asked to take care of, in which I had to use more than my words to solve them.”  

I have no trouble using my fists to fix something.

Or someone.

I found him nodding and sneaking a glance at my physique. 

I’m definitely the best candidate. Just tell me I’m taken and save us both time.

We arrived at the grand hall near the entrance and I heard a soft piano piece playing from my right side, making me turn my head to the melody that shimmered in the air like a soft caress. 

“Anyway,” he extended his hand to shake, as a way to say your time here is over. 

I drifted my gaze back to him and shook his hand.

“I’ll contact you once I have reached a decision. Please leave your address to one of the guards.”  

I suppose he has every right to confirm the truth of my statements.

“Thank you for your time, Mr. Layfield.”

I offered him a polite bow before he strided toward his gold Rolls-Royce 10 HP parked outside. 

As he left, I stole one last glance toward the source of the soft piano music, though the door was closed, before I exited the mansion as well.  
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There she is.

My new big baby to guard.  

Holding her light blue gown and walking down the thresholds and into her carriage. 

She looks like she’s almost my age.

She’s tall, though still below my chest level, and carries herself with confidence. Her long, light chocolate-brown hair cascades to her lower back, with short bangs that make her look no older than sixteen. Her round amber eyes glimmer beneath the sunlight when she spots me, pausing mid-step to take me in.

My gaze shifts to the other guards, including the one she was speaking to.

How can some of them be slender and small? Are they even capable of protecting the mansion if something happens? I have a feeling this woman could do a much better job than most of them.

The guards, including the one holding her hand, wear dark woolen uniforms in charcoal not overly decorative, high-collared jackets and trousers with a sharp crease that holds pocket watches. Leather belts with holsters around their waists to carry revolvers and batons, to go with black leather boots of ankle-length.

Probably no one told her that she’ll be having a new bodyguard. So I could understand her frustration and confusion. 

She doesn’t look like her father though, guess she looks more like her mother, and I haven't seen her sister yet. I know William Layfield  has two daughters and that Lady Stephanie is the oldest. 

I probed about him and his family when I went back to the city the other day after our meeting.  

William Layfield is a landowner and industrialist who manages large estates and fiefdoms. He manages family estates, including farmland and vineyards. He’s responsible for trade and sales of surplus produce, often exporting goods to towns or other estates and keeping detailed records of income, expenses, and profits from the lands. He lost his wife around twenty years ago and never got married again.

When I arrived, after one of William's guards came to call me in my apartment, I thought I would be guarding the youngest daughter, not the eldest. But William’s statement of my pay had me indifferent to who I’m guarding. I’m accepting it.

At the moment of my arrival, her father said,

“My first daughter is a bit careless. Stephanie tends to forget how a proper lady should act. She wants to live and have fun, she forgets that she has a role to fulfil as a lady. She also had ‘adventures’ ,” he mimicked the gesture with his hands, I immediately understood that the lady had a secret affair. “This is why she’s still at the house and not at her husband's. Stephanie has lost the interests of the majority of men because of her acts, but I believe I can find her a respectable successful man. So I don't want her to worsen things even more.”  

The older one is the reckless one, how funny.  

William Layfield is troubled by Lady Stephanie’s late marriage and is determined to restore her reputation and secure a match for her as soon as possible.

Typical attitude of all men in this society.

Even so, this is one of the rarest times I meet a brat lady, for sure. William also added,

“Whatever she tells you or orders you. Do not listen to her. I want you to watch over her every single minute,” he concluded by repeating the last three words two times.

Got it, I’ll be her constant companion from now on, always near and watching over her.

The outside of Stephanie’s carriage is with light wooden panels. The body of the carriage is rectangular with a curved roof.

I follow her inside. Two front-facing seats and two rear-facing seats are arranged directly opposite each other. Velvet upholstery, in rich shades of burgundy, soft velvet drapes, which are pulled back to reveal the outside world. 

Though, this carriage is too damn small.

It’s pulled by two white horses ridden by an old pleasant man named Ron.

I see her clenching her jaw, looking outside the carriage when she refuses my polite offer to take a bite of my chocolate bar.

She's missing a lot anyway.

Sorry, Stephanie. But get used to my presence in your carriage. And in many other places.
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I walk outside the carriage as it comes to a halt. Literally running away without waiting for Trevor.  

I enter the coffee shop ‘Sabrina’s brew', in which I meet with my friends almost every morning. I walk through the crowded tables and spot them from afar, I approach them quickly, as if I were being  hunted.

The atmosphere of the coffee shop is a delicate blend of warmth and quiet hum, where the scent of freshly brewed coffee and pastries mingles with the soft murmur of the conversation. 

“Hey,” I sit on the empty chair. 

“Hey, girl,” Clara and Emily say in unison.

Elvira follows the direction I came from and finds Trevor walking right after me and now standing in the bar near us, ordering something while keeping his eyes on me. 

“New boyfriend, my lady?” Elvira mocks. 

“Very funny,” I fake a laugh. “That’s my new guard.”  

The three girls turn to him with wide eyes and open mouths, while I facepalm.

“Oh my! Why does he look like..” Clara starts.

“A fresh fruit” Elvira cuts in. I exhale in relief, grateful that he's too busy chatting with the waiter to hear any of this.

“You do realise you sound like an old pervert, Elvira?” 

Instead of listening to me, one of them whistles at him.

“Oh my God, stop it! Have you never seen a guard before, you hungry beasts?" I whisper harshly.

They all turn to me, tilting their heads slightly as if to say: Yeah, never.

To be fair, he does have an unusual clothing style for a guard... and an even rarer physique.

Emily just chuckles, but our smiles quickly fade as we all watch Trevor drags an empty chair from the table next to us, set it down at ours, and casually sits across from me, right between Elvira and Clara.

My mouth falls slightly open as I blink, trying to process what the hell he’s doing.

“Hello, ladies,” he greets smoothly, resting one arm over the back of his chair while bringing his coffee cup to his lips with the other. His gaze sweeps over them one by one as he takes a sip.

My friends exchange amused glances before turning to me, barely holding back their laughter.

“Are you serious?” I snap, making sure my irritation is loud and clear.

Before he can respond, Clara cuts in.

“Hey... you're her new bodyguard, huh? What's your name?” she asks, clasping her fingers together beneath the table.

Trevor’s deep green eyes flick to her as she sweeps her long blonde hair over her shoulder and leans in slightly, resting her chin atop her hand. There's a smirk on her lips, and I already know she's about to have her fun with this.

Is he checking on my friend right now? 

“Trevor!” 

I say after seeing him devouring her for seconds with his eyes. I hold his gaze, but my words are more of a warning than a response to her question.

He smirks at me then turns back to Clara, taking her hand and pressing a soft kiss to the back of her hand.

“Trevor, Trevor Larcher, my lady.”

Yes, he’s definitely flirting with her.

And he said the phrase my lady so naturally. Unlike with me.

Their babies are going to be stunning, all inheriting those striking green eyes.

I really need to stop my mind from drifting. 

Clara smiles wide at him, like she’s ready to serve way more, Elvira also is waiting to ask many questions. Thankfully, Emily is sharing the same glance as me; Like why is a guard sitting with us?  

“Trevor, you can’t sit with us.” I snap, having endured this spectacle for far too long.

“Why not? I’m just watching over you, young lady. Plus, the bar is a little far, you could slip away from me without me noticing. And I’m sure your pretty friends here don’t mind me, right?” He casts a quick glance at the girls, his intense stare lingering just enough to make them blush. “Just act like I wasn't here, ladies.” 

You’re sitting across from me.

This table is not that big. 

You’re participating in the conversation.

It’s very hard to act like you’re not here, big man.  

Elvira intervenes, “Yeah, don’t worry, Steph. He’s just doing his job. Just forget about him,” she moves a dismissive hand and turns to me but not before glancing one last time at his bulging muscles beneath the jacket  

My annoyed piercing gaze toward Trevor is broken only when the waitress brings me my usual light coffee and my pancakes. I reach for a sugar cookie first that was already placed on the table and then I place the plate of the pancakes next to it in the center of the table. 

This is my second breakfast of the day. Since I can barely eat in the stifling presence of my family, I prefer to eat again.

Emily clears her throat. “So Steph, you’re coming to the Blackwoods’ ball tonight, right?” 

It was a rhetorical question since we all know the answer.

“I would never miss a Blackwood ball,” I wink and chuckle softly at the memories and they follow shortly after.

“What color are you gonna wear?” Elvira asks.  

“Hmmm not sure,” I mumble as I chew my cookie. 

“But I was thinking about a deep red gown.”  

“Mmm I know someone who likes deep red,” Clara wiggles her eyebrows at me and takes a sip of her own cup. 

I roll my eyes, knowing that she’s talking about Edward. 

“He likes red in general..and no, I’m not wearing it for him. I like it too.”  

I would never wear a color to seduce a man.

Maybe I will one day for the right one, but not for Edward.

“I’ll be heading before 8 p.m don’t you girls leave me alone for long,” Elvira swallows her sip. “Mm, Emily, you’re not counted in this,” she adds with an annoying sarcastic tone. 

Emily has been busier than ever with her fiancé Marcus, barely sparing us a glance at the balls lately. Their wedding is likely five or six months away, but they've always been together, friends since they were seventeen, their love only growing stronger with time. She's the picture of a sweet, soft-spoken lady, soon to be the wife of a prominent businessman. Out of all of us, she’s probably the least reckless, always more composed and graceful since forever. Her dark brown eyes hold a soothing warmth, and her short hair, falling to her shoulders, gives her an innocent, almost doll-like charm.

“Well, I guess I won't be the only one,” Emily says, throwing me a side eye. 

“You should raise your standards, don’t you think? The first E was not that impressive but maybe the new E is,” Clara declares, looking innocently at the ceiling. 

Those girls are bringing all my secrets on a table with no shame where my bodyguard is facing me. I glance at him, seeing him watching me with closed arms and unblocked eyes, as if searching for something hidden deep within.

He’s so intimidating. What does this glance even mean?  

I clear my throat slightly to hide my embarrassment as I shove a bite of pancakes to my mouth. “Shut up, Clara. Shut up all of you. I’m not

















​[image: ]

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
AUTHOR
SOFIAMS





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image011.png
%fz:%%





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/image005.png
(2
Ohepler foi)?





d2d_images/image027.png





d2d_images/image014.png





d2d_images/image025.png





d2d_images/image019.png
cwam%





