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            Chapter 1

         
         
            London

            Summer, 1876

         

         Someone was following her.

         
         The uneasy awareness crept along the nape of Garrett’s neck until the fine hairs stood on end. Lately she had the feeling
            of being watched whenever she went on her weekly visit to the workhouse infirmary. So far there had been no evidence to justify
            her unease—no glimpse of a person behind her, no sound of footsteps—but she could feel him somewhere close.
         

         
         Carrying her leather doctor’s bag in her right hand and a hickory cane with the other, Garrett continued to walk at a brisk
            pace. Her gaze took in every detail of the environment. The East London parish of Clerkenwell was not a place to be careless.
            Fortunately, she was only two blocks away from the new main road, where there would be a hansom cab for hire.
         

         
         As she passed the grates that covered Fleet Ditch, noxious fumes wafted upward and made her eyes water. She would have liked
            to cover her mouth and nose with a scented handkerchief, but that wasn’t something a resident of the parish would do, and
            she wanted to blend in.
         

         
         The soot-blackened tenements, built as close as a row of teeth, were eerily quiet. Most of the dilapidated buildings had been
            condemned and closed in preparation for a new development site. The glow from the lamps on either end of the street strained
            through the fog that had settled in the recent summer calms, nearly obscuring the bloodshot moon. Soon the usual assortment
            of hucksters, pickpockets, drunkards, and prostitutes would emerge to crowd the area. Garrett intended to be long gone by
            then.
         

         
         But her pace faltered as a few figures emerged from the reek and gloom. It was a trio of soldiers dressed in off-duty uniforms,
            laughing raucously as they advanced in her direction. Garrett crossed to the other side of the street, keeping to the shadows.
            Too late: one of them had caught sight of her and was swerving in her direction.
         

         
         “Here’s luck,” he exclaimed to his companions. “A handy lightskirt for our evening sport.”

         
         Garrett surveyed them coolly, while her grip tightened on the crook handle of her cane. The men were obviously the worse for
            drink. No doubt they’d been loitering at a tavern all day. There were few amusements to occupy common soldiers during their
            off-duty hours.
         

         
         As they approached, Garrett’s heartbeat escalated. “Allow me to pass, gentlemen,” she said crisply, crossing the street once
            again.
         

         
         They moved to block her, chortling and weaving. “Talks like a lady,” observed the youngest of the trio. He was bareheaded,
            his hair springing up in rusty coils.
         

         
         “She b’aint a lady,” remarked another, a hulking, hatchet-faced man whose patrol jacket was missing. “Not if she’s out walking
            at night, all of ’er lone.” He regarded Garrett with a yellow-toothed leer. “Go stand next to the wall and lift your skirts,
            fancy piece. I’m in the mood for a three-penny upright.”
         

         
         “You’re mistaken,” Garrett said shortly, attempting to walk around them. They barred her way again. “I’m not a prostitute.
            However, there are brothels nearby where you can pay for such services.”
         

         
         “But I don’t want to pay for it,” the large man said nastily. “I want it free. Now.”
         

         
         This was hardly the first occasion when Garrett had been insulted or threatened while visiting impoverished areas of London.
            She had trained with a fencing master to defend against this kind of situation. But she was exhausted after attending to at
            least two dozen patients in the workhouse infirmary, and infuriated to be confronted by a trio of bullies when she wanted
            to go home.
         

         
         “As soldiers in Her Majesty’s service,” she said acidly, “has it occurred to you that your sacred duty is to protect a woman’s honor instead of violating it?”
         

         
         To her disgust, the question elicited hearty chuckles instead of shame.

         
         “Needs to be taken down a peg,” commented the third man, a stout and coarse-looking fellow with a pockmarked face and heavy-lidded
            eyes.
         

         
         “She can ride on my peg,” offered the young one, rubbing his crotch and pulling the fabric of his trousers tight to display
            the shape of his endowment.
         

         
         The hatchet-faced man grinned at Garrett with easy menace. “Over to the wall, my fine lady. Whore or no, we’re going to make
            use of ’ee.”
         

         
         The stout soldier pulled a bayonet knife from the leather frog sheath on his belt, and held it up to display the wickedly
            serrated edge on the spine. “Do as he says, or I’ll carve ye like bacon for larding.”
         

         
         Garrett’s stomach flipped unpleasantly. “Drawing a weapon while you’re off duty is illegal,” she observed coldly, her pulse
            thundering. “That, added to the offenses of public drunkenness and rape, will earn you a flogging and at least ten years in
            prison.”
         

         
         “Then behap I’ll cut out yer tongue, so ye won’t tell anyone,” he sneered.

         
         Garrett didn’t doubt that he would. As the daughter of a former constable, she knew that pulling out a knife meant it was
            likely he would use it on her. More than once in the past, she had stitched up the slashed cheek or forehead of a woman whose
            rapist had wanted to give her “something to remember me by.”
         

         
         “Keech,” the younger man said to him, “there’s no need to terrify the poor girl.” Turning to Garrett, he added, “Let us do
            what we want.” He paused. “It’ll go easier on you if you don’t fight.”
         

         
         Taking strength from a surge of anger, Garrett recalled her father’s advice about handling confrontation. Maintain your distance. Avoid being flanked. Talk and distract while you choose your moment.

         
         “Why force an unwilling woman?” she asked, carefully setting down her doctor’s bag. “If it’s for lack of coin, I’ll give you
            shillings enough to visit a brothel.” Surreptitiously her hand dipped into the outer pocket of the bag, where she kept a leather
            roll of surgical knives. Her fingers closed around a slim silver handle of a scalpel, and she deftly concealed it from view
            as she stood. The familiar delicate weight of the instrument comforted her.
         

         
         In the periphery of her vision, Garrett saw the stout soldier with the bayonet knife circling around her.

         
         At the same time, the hatchet-faced man began to close the distance between them. “We’ll take those shillings,” he assured
            her. “But first we’ll make use of ye.”
         

         
         Garrett adjusted her grip on the scalpel, resting her thumb on the flat side of the handle. Gently she applied the tip of
            her index finger along the blade’s spine. Make use of this, she thought. After drawing her hand back, she released the scalpel in a slinging motion, snapping her wrist straight to
            ensure no spin. The wickedly sharp little blade sank into his cheek. He roared with astonished fury, stopping in his tracks.
            Without pausing, Garrett pivoted around to the soldier with the bayonet knife. Whipping her cane in a horizontal forehand
            strike, she smashed it against his right wrist. Taken by surprise, he cried out in pain and dropped the knife. Garrett followed
            the blow with a backhand strike against his left side and heard a rib crack. She jabbed the tip of the cane at his groin to
            make him double over, and finished him off with an upward vertical strike of the handle against his chin.
         

         
         He sank to the ground like an undercooked soufflé.

         
         Garrett snatched up the bayonet knife and spun to face the other two soldiers.

         
         In the next moment she froze in surprise, her chest rising and falling rapidly.

         
         The street was silent.

         
         Both men were sprawled on the ground.

         
         Was this a trick? Were they pretending to be unconscious, to lure her closer?

         
         She was filled with quivery, nerve-jangling energy, her body slow to recognize that the emergency was over. Slowly she ventured
            forward to have a closer look at the fallen men, taking care to stay out of arm’s reach. Although her scalpel had left a bloody
            wound in the larger one’s cheek, that wouldn’t have been enough to render him unconscious. There was a red mark on his temple
            that appeared to have been caused by blunt force.
         

         
         Her attention went to the younger soldier, whose nose was streaming blood and had almost certainly been broken.

         
         “What the devil . . . ?” Garrett murmured, looking up and down the silent street. She had that feeling again, the prickly
            awareness that someone was there. There had to be. Obviously these two soldiers hadn’t knocked themselves to the ground. “Come out and show yourself,” she said aloud
            to the unseen presence, although she felt a bit foolish. “There’s no need to lurk like a rat at the back of the cupboard.
            I know you’ve been following me for weeks.”
         

         
         A masculine voice came from a direction she couldn’t detect, nearly causing her to jump out of her sensible shoes.

         
         “Only on Tuesdays.”

         
         Garrett turned a quick circle, her gaze chasing over the scene. Seeing a flicker of movement at one of the tenement doorways,
            she gripped the bayonet knife handle more firmly.
         

         
         A stranger emerged from the shadows, cool darkness spun into the form of a man. He was tall and well-proportioned, his athletic
            form clad in a plain shirt, gray trousers, and an open vest. His head was covered by a flat cap with a slight brim at the
            front, the kind worn by longshoremen. Stopping a few feet away, the stranger removed his cap, revealing straight dark hair
            cut in efficiently short layers.
         

         
         Garrett’s jaw slackened as she recognized him. “You again,” she exclaimed.

         
         “Dr. Gibson,” he said with a brief nod, resettling his cap with a tug. He kept his fingertips on the brim for an extra second
            or two, a deliberate gesture of respect.
         

         
         The man was Detective Ethan Ransom, of Scotland Yard. Garrett had met him on two previous occasions, the first nearly two
            years ago, when she’d accompanied Lady Helen Winterborne on an errand in a dangerous area of London. Much to Garrett’s annoyance,
            Ransom had been hired by Lady Helen’s husband to follow them.
         

         
         Last month she’d encountered Ransom again, when he had visited her medical clinic after Lady Helen’s younger sister, Pandora,
            had been injured in a street attack. Ransom’s presence had been so quiet and unobtrusive that one might have taken little
            notice of him, except that his dark good looks were too striking to ignore. His face was lean, the mouth firm and distinctly
            edged, the nose strong with a slightly thickened bridge, as if it had once been broken. His eyes were piercing and heavy lashed,
            deeply set under straight thick brows. She couldn’t recall the color. Hazel, perhaps?
         

         
         She would have thought him handsome, if not for the air of toughness that robbed him of gentlemanly refinement. No matter
            how polished the surface, the impression of a ruffian would always lurk beneath.
         

         
         “Who hired you to follow me this time?” Garrett demanded, executing a deft spin with her cane before resting the tip on the
            ground in the “ready” position. It was a bit of a show-off move, admittedly, but she felt the need to display her skill.
         

         
         Subtle amusement flickered across Ransom’s face, but his tone was grave. “No one.”

         
         “Then why are you here?”

         
         “You’re the only female physician in all of England. It would be a shame for anything to happen to you.”

         
         “I need no protection,” she informed him. “Furthermore, if I did, you’re not the one I would hire to provide it.”

         
         Ransom gave her an inscrutable glance before going to the soldier she had bashed with her cane. The unconscious man was sprawled
            on his side. After using a booted foot to roll him onto his front, Ransom pulled a length of cord from his vest and bound
            the man’s hands behind his back.
         

         
         “As you just saw,” Garrett continued, “I had no difficulty in trouncing that fellow, and I would have defeated the other two
            on my own.”
         

         
         “No, you wouldn’t,” he said flatly.

         
         Garrett felt a simmer of irritation. “I’ve been trained in the art of cane fighting by one of the finest maître d’armes in London. I know how to take down multiple opponents.”
         

         
         “You made a mistake,” Ransom said.

         
         “What mistake?”

         
         As Ransom held out his hand for the bayonet knife, Garrett gave it to him reluctantly. He slid it into the leather sheath
            and hooked it onto his own belt as he replied. “After you knocked the knife from his hand, you should have kicked it away.
            Instead you bent to pick it up, and turned your back on the others. They would have reached you if I hadn’t intervened.” Glancing
            at the bloodied pair of soldiers, who had begun to groan and stir, he remarked to them almost pleasantly, “If either of you
            moves, I’ll castrate you like a capon and throw your balls into Fleet Ditch.” His tone was all the more chilling for its casualness.
         

         
         They both went still.

         
         Ransom returned his attention to Garrett. “Fighting in a fencing master’s studio isn’t the same as fighting in the street.
            Men like those”—he flicked a contemptuous glance at the soldiers on the pavement—“don’t wait politely for you to fight them
            in turn. They rush simultaneously. As soon as one of them came within reach, your cane would have been useless.”
         

         
         “Not at all,” Garrett informed him smartly. “I would have jabbed him with the point, and felled him with a hard strike.”

         
         Ransom moved closer to her, stopping within an arm’s length. His shrewd gaze slid over her. Although Garrett held her ground,
            she felt her nerves spark with instinctive warning. She wasn’t quite sure what to make of Ethan Ransom, who seemed both a
            little bit more, and less, than human. A man designed like a weapon, long in the bone and muscular, with a fluid, limber way
            of moving. Even standing still, he conveyed a sense of explosive power.
         

         
         “Try it with me,” he invited softly, his gaze locked on hers.

         
         Garrett blinked in momentary surprise. “You want me to hit you with my cane? Now?”

         
         Ransom gave a slight nod.

         
         “I wouldn’t want to hurt you,” she said, prolonging her hesitation.

         
         “You won’t—” he began to reply, just as she surprised him with an aggressive thrust of the cane.

         
         As fast as she was, however, Ransom’s reaction was lightning swift. He dodged the cane, turning sideways so the tip barely
            grazed his ribs. Grasping the cane mid-shaft, he leveraged Garrett’s forward momentum with a strong tug, pulling her off her
            feet. She was stunned to feel one of his arms close around her, while he twisted the cane from her grip with his free hand.
            So easily, as if divesting people of weapons was child’s play.
         

         
         Gasping and infuriated, Garrett found herself held firmly against his body, the knit of muscle and bone as unyielding as cordwood.
            She was utterly helpless.
         

         
         Perhaps it was the reckless velocity of her pulse that accounted for the strange feeling that came over her, a velvety quietness
            that routed her thoughts and smothered every awareness of the scene around them. The world disappeared, and there was only
            the man at her back, his brutally hard arms around her. She closed her eyes, conscious only of the faint scent of citrus on
            his breath, and the measured rise and fall of his chest, and the wild tumult of her heart.
         

         
         The spell was broken by his soft chuckle, the sound rippling gently along her spine. She tried to wrench free of him.

         
         “Don’t laugh at me,” she said fiercely.

         
         Carefully Ransom released her, assuring himself of her balance before handing the cane back to her. “I wasn’t laughing at
            you. I only liked it that you caught me off guard.” He held up his hands in a gesture of surrender, a dance of amusement in
            his eyes.
         

         
         Slowly Garrett lowered the cane, while her cheeks burned as red as poppies. She could still feel his arms enclosing her, as
            if the sensation of him had sunk into her skin.
         

         
         Reaching into his vest, Ransom pulled out a small silver whistle shaped like a tube. He blew three shrill blasts.

         
         Garrett gathered he was summoning a constable on patrol. “You don’t use a police rattle?” she asked. Her father, who’d had
            a beat in King’s Cross, had always carried one of the official weighted wooden rattles. To raise an alarm, a constable swung
            the rattle by its handle until the blades made a loud clapping sound.
         

         
         Ransom shook his head. “The rattle’s too cumbersome. And I had to give it back when I left the force.”

         
         “You’re no longer with the Metropolitan Police?” she asked. “Who employs you now?”

         
         “I’m not officially employed.”

         
         “You do some kind of work for the government, however?”

         
         “Yes.”

         
         “As a detective?”

         
         Ransom hesitated for a long moment before replying. “Sometimes.”

         
         Garrett’s eyes narrowed as she wondered what he did for the government that couldn’t be handled by the regular police. “Are
            your activities legal?”
         

         
         His grin was a brief dazzle in the gathering darkness. “Not always,” he admitted.

         
         They both turned as a constable dressed in a blue tunic and trousers came hurrying along the street with a bull’s-eye lantern
            in hand. “Hallo,” the approaching man called out, “Constable Hubble here. Did you raise the alarm?”
         

         
         “I did,” Ransom said.

         
         The constable, a portly man whose blunt nose and florid cheeks were perspiring from exertion, regarded him intently from beneath
            the brim of his helmet. “Your name?”
         

         
         “Ransom,” came the quiet reply, “formerly of K division.”

         
         The constable’s eyes widened. “I’ve heard of you, sir. Good evening.” His tone was instantly textured with deference. In fact,
            his posture became positively submissive, his head lowering a degree or two.
         

         
         Ransom gestured to the men on the ground. “I found these three drunken sods in the process of physically assaulting and robbing
            a lady, after threatening her with this.” He handed the sheathed bayonet knife to the constable.
         

         
         “By George,” Hubble exclaimed, glancing down at the men on the ground with disgust. “And soldiers too, more’s the shame. May
            I ask if the lady was harmed?”
         

         
         “No,” Ransom said. “In fact, Dr. Gibson had the presence of mind to drive one of them off with her cane, after knocking the
            knife from his hand.”
         

         
         “Doctor?” The constable regarded Garrett with open amazement. “You’re the lady doctor? The one in the papers?”

         
         Garrett nodded, bracing inwardly. People rarely reacted well to the idea of a woman in the medical profession.

         
         Continuing to stare at her, the constable shook his head in apparent wonder. “Didn’t expect she’d be so young,” he said as
            an aside to Ransom, before addressing Garrett again. “Beg pardon, miss . . . but why are you a doctor? It’s not as if you
            was a horse-face. Why, I know least two blokes in my division who’d be willing to tie the knot with you.” He paused. “If you
            could do some cooking and mending, that is.”
         

         
         Garrett was inwardly annoyed to observe that Ransom was struggling to hold back a grin. “I’m afraid the only mending I do
            pertains to wounds and fractures,” she said.
         

         
         The large soldier on the ground, who had risen up on his elbows, spoke in a thick, scornful voice. “Female doctor. Unnatural,
            I say. I’ll wager she’s got a tallywag under those skirts.”
         

         
         Ransom’s eyes narrowed, his amusement vanishing instantly. “How would you like a boot to the head?” he asked, striding to
            the soldier.
         

         
         “Mr. Ransom,” Garrett said sharply, “it’s unsporting to attack a man who’s already on the ground.”

         
         The detective stopped in his tracks, throwing a baleful glance over his shoulder. “Considering what he intended to do to you,
            it’s lucky he is to be breathing.”
         

         
         Garrett found it vastly interesting that the hint of an Irish brogue had stolen into his last few words.

         
         “Hallo!” came a call as another constable approached. “I ’eard the whistle.”

         
         While Ransom went to confer with the new arrival, Garrett went to retrieve her doctor’s bag. “The wound in the soldier’s cheek
            may require stitches,” she said to Constable Hubble.
         

         
         “Don’t come near me, y’ she-devil,” the soldier exclaimed.

         
         Constable Hubble glared at him. “Shut your bone-box, or I’ll put a hole through your other cheek.”

         
         Recalling that her scalpel hadn’t yet been recovered, Garrett asked, “Constable, would you mind holding your lamp a bit higher
            to illuminate the street? I would like to search for the knife I threw at this man earlier.” She paused as an alarming thought
            occurred to her. “He may still have it.”
         

         
         “He doesn’t,” Ransom said over his shoulder, pausing temporarily in his conversation with the other constable. “I do.”

         
         Two thoughts occurred to Garrett simultaneously. First, how could the man be listening to her while simultaneously carrying
            on a conversation a few yards away? And second . . .
         

         
         “You picked up the knife while fighting him?” she asked indignantly. “But you told me never to do that.”

         
         “I don’t follow the rules,” Ransom said simply, and turned back to the constable.

         
         Garrett’s eyes widened at the calm arrogance of the statement. Scowling, she drew Constable Hubble a few feet farther away
            and whispered, “What do you know about that man? Who is he?”
         

         
         “You’re asking about Mr. Ransom?” The constable kept his voice very low. “He was raised right here in Clerkenwell. Knows every
            inch of the city, and has the run of it. A few years ago, he applied to the police force and was assigned to a beat in K division.
            A bruising fighter. Fearless. He volunteered to patrol in the slum districts where other officers wouldn’t dare set foot.
            They say he was drawn to detective work from the start. He had a sharp mind, with an eye for the odd detail. After walking
            the beat at night, he would go to the division office files and sort through unsolved cases. He cracked a murder that had
            baffled the division’s sergeant-detectives for years, cleared the name of a servant falsely accused of jewel theft, and recovered
            a stolen painting.”
         

         
         “In other words,” Garrett murmured, “he was working outside his rank.”

         
         Hubble nodded. “The division superintendent considered charging him with misconduct. But instead he recommended promoting
            Ransom from fourth-class constable to inspector.”
         

         
         Garrett’s eyes went wide. “You’re saying Mr. Ransom moved up five levels of advancement in his first year?” she whispered.
         

         
         “No, in his first six months. But before the promotion examination could be administered, Ransom left the force. He was recruited
            by Sir Jasper Jenkyn.”
         

         
         “Who is that?”

         
         “A higher-up in the Home Office.” Hubble paused, looking uneasy. “Well, that’s all I know.”

         
         Garrett turned to glance at Ransom’s broad-shouldered form, silhouetted in the glow of lamplight. His stance was relaxed,
            hands shoved negligently in his pockets. But she didn’t miss the quick turn of his head as he monitored the environment while
            talking with the other constable. Nothing escaped him, not even the scuttling rat near the end of the street.
         

         
         “Mr. Ransom,” Garrett said.

         
         Breaking off the discussion, he swiveled to face her. “Yes, Doctor?”

         
         “Will I be required to give a statement about the events of this evening?”

         
         “No.” Ransom’s gaze moved from her face to Constable Hubble’s. “It’s best for all concerned if we protect your privacy—and
            mine—by giving Constable Hubble the credit for apprehending these men.”
         

         
         Hubble began to protest. “Sir, I couldn’t take the credit for your bravery.”

         
         “It was my bravery as well,” Garrett couldn’t resist pointing out tartly. “I defeated the one with the knife.”

         
         Ransom came to her. “Let him have the credit,” he said in a gently coaxing undertone. “They’ll give him a commendation and
            reward money. It’s not easy to live on a constable’s salary.”
         

         
         Being all too familiar with the limitations of a constable’s salary, Garrett muttered, “Of course.”

         
         One corner of his mouth tugged upward. “Then we’ll let these men handle the matter, while I walk with you to the main road.”

         
         “Thank you, but I have no need of an escort.”

         
         “As you wish,” Ransom said readily, as if he’d fully expected her to refuse.

         
         Garrett looked up at him suspiciously. “You’re going to follow me anyway, aren’t you? Like a lion stalking a stray goat.”

         
         A smile deepened the outer corners of his eyes. As one of the constables moved by them with a lantern, a stray shaft of light
            caught in the long sweep of his lashes, and struck hints of brilliant, jarring blue in the darkness of his pupils. “Just until
            you’re safely in a hansom,” he said.
         

         
         “Then I’d prefer you to walk beside me in a civilized fashion.” She extended her hand. “My scalpel, please.”

         
         Ransom reached for the inside shank of his boot, withdrawing the small gleaming knife. It had been wiped clean, more or less.
            “A beautiful instrument,” he commented, regarding the lancet-shaped blade admiringly before handing it to her with care. “Sharp
            as the devil. You strop it with oil?”
         

         
         “Diamond paste.” After replacing the scalpel in her bag, Garrett hefted the bulky weight with one hand, and picked up her
            cane with the other. She was nonplussed when Ransom tried to take the bag from her.
         

         
         “Allow me,” he murmured.

         
         Garrett moved back, gripping the leather handles more tightly. “I can carry it myself.”

         
         “Obviously. But I’m offering as a courtesy to a lady, not questioning your ability.”

         
         “Would you make the same offer to a male physician?”

         
         “No.”

         
         “I would rather you consider me as a physician, not a lady.”

         
         “Why must you be one or the other?” Ransom asked reasonably. “You’re both. I have no difficulty carrying a lady’s bag while
            at the same time respecting her professional competence.”
         

         
         His tone was matter-of-fact, but something in his gaze unnerved her, an intensity that went beyond the regard of strangers.
            At her hesitation, he held out his hand and urged quietly, “Please.”
         

         
         “Thank you, but I can manage on my own.” She began to walk toward the main thoroughfare.

         
         Ransom fell into step beside her, sliding his hands into his pockets. “Where did you learn to throw a knife like that?”

         
         “While I was at the Sorbonne. A group of medical students made a game of it to amuse themselves after college hours. They
            constructed a target behind one of the laboratory buildings.” Garrett paused before admitting, “I never mastered the underhand
            technique.”
         

         
         “A good overhand throw is all you need. How long did you live in France?”

         
         “Four and a half years.”

         
         “A young woman attending the best medical school in the world,” Ransom mused aloud, “far from home, taking classes in a foreign
            language. You’re a determined woman, doctor.”
         

         
         “No medical school here would admit a female,” Garrett said pragmatically. “I had no choice.”

         
         “You could have given up.”

         
         “That is never an option,” she assured him, and he smiled.

         
         They passed a stunted building with a closed shop front, its broken windows plastered with paper. Ransom reached out to guide
            Garrett around a pile of empty oyster shells and broken pottery, and what appeared to be a set of rotting bellows. Reflexively
            she shrank from the slight pressure of his hand on her arm.
         

         
         “You’ve no need to fear my touch,” Ransom said. “I was only going to help you across the path.”

         
         “It’s not fear.” Garrett hesitated before adding a touch sheepishly, “I suppose my habit of independence is too firmly fixed.”
            They continued along the pavement, but not before Garrett caught his brief, longing glance at her doctor’s bag. A brief chuckle
            escaped her. “I will let you carry this,” she offered, “if you’ll speak to me in your real accent.”
         

         
         Ransom stopped and looked at her with a flash of surprise, a notch appearing between his dark brows. “What was the slip?”

         
         “I heard the hint of a brogue when you threatened one of the soldiers. And the way you touched your hat . . . it was slower
            than the way Englishmen usually do it.”
         

         
         “I was born to Irish parents and raised here in Clerkenwell,” Ransom said matter-of-factly. “I’m not ashamed of it. But at
            times the accent is a disadvantage.” Extending his hand, he waited until Garrett handed the bag to him. A smile crossed his
            face, and his voice changed, turning resonant and deep as he spoke in a brogue that seemed to have been warmed slowly over
            a low flame. “Now then, lass, what would you have me say?”
         

         
         Taken aback by his effect on her, the pang of nerves at the pit of her stomach, Garrett was slow to reply. “You’re too familiar,
            Mr. Ransom.”
         

         
         His smile lingered. “Ah, but that’s the price of it, if you want to hear an Irish brogue. You’ll have to put up with a bit
            o’ sweetheartin’.”
         

         
         “Sweethearting?” Disconcerted, Garrett resumed walking.

         
         “Compliments to your charm and beauty.”

         
         “I believe that’s called blarney,” she said crisply, “and I beg you to spare me.”

         
         “’Tis a clever, stirring woman you are,” he continued as if he hadn’t heard her, “and to be sure I have a weakness for green
            eyes—”
         

         
         “I have a cane,” Garrett reminded him, profoundly irritated by his mockery.

         
         “You couldn’t hurt me with that.”

         
         “Perhaps not,” she conceded, her hand tightening on the cane’s handle. In the next moment, she whipped the length of hickory
            around in a horizontal strike, not hard enough to inflict serious damage, but sufficient to deliver an uncomfortable lesson.
         

         
         Instead, to Garrett’s outrage, she was the one who received the lesson. The blow was blocked smartly by her own leather bag, and once again the cane was twisted
            from her grasp. The bag thudded to the ground, its contents rattling. Before Garrett had time to react, she found herself
            hauled back against Ransom’s chest and trapped by the cane across her throat.
         

         
         The beguiling whiskey-warm voice fell against her ear. “You signal your moves in advance, darlin’. ’Tis a bad habit.”

         
         “Let go,” she gasped, writhing in helpless outrage.

         
         Ransom’s grip didn’t ease. “Turn your head.”

         
         “What?”

         
         “Turn your head to ease the pressure against your windpipe, and grasp the cane with your right hand.”

         
         Garrett went still as she realized he was telling her how to break the hold. Slowly she obeyed.

         
         “Use an inside grip to protect your throat,” Ransom said, and waited until she had complied. “Aye, just so. Now, tug down
            on the end of the cane, and use your left elbow to jab me in the ribs. Lightly, if you please.” After she’d made the motion,
            he bent forward as if doubling over. “Good. Grab the cane with both hands now—wider—and give it a hard twist as you duck under
            my arm.”
         

         
         Garrett followed his instructions, and then . . . almost miraculously . . . she was free. She turned to stare at him with
            baffled fascination. She couldn’t decide whether to thank him or bash him over the head.
         

         
         Ransom bent to pick up the doctor’s bag with a bland smile. He had the nerve to proffer his arm, as if they were a sedate
            couple going on a stroll through Hyde Park. Ignoring the gesture, Garrett began walking again.
         

         
         “Being choked from the front is the most common way women are attacked,” Ransom said. “The second is to hold her from the
            back, with an arm across her throat. The third is to grab her from behind and carry her off. Hasn’t your fencing master taught
            you to defend yourself without a cane?”
         

         
         “No,” Garrett was forced to admit. “He doesn’t instruct in hand-to-hand combat.”

         
         “Why hasn’t Winterborne provided a driver and carriage for your outings? He’s not a miserly man, and he usually takes care
            of his own.”
         

         
         Garrett frowned at the mention of Winterborne, who owned the clinic where she practiced. The clinic had been established for
            the benefit of the nearly thousand employees of his department store. Rhys Winterborne had hired her when almost no one else
            had been willing to give her a chance, and for that he would always have her loyalty.
         

         
         “Mr. Winterborne has offered the use of a private carriage,” she admitted. “However, I don’t wish to impose on him any more
            than I already do, and I’ve been trained in the art of self-defense.”
         

         
         “You’re overconfident, Doctor. You know just enough to be a danger to yourself. There are a few simple tactics that could
            help you escape an assailant. I could teach them to you, of an afternoon.”
         

         
         They turned a corner and came to the main road, where knots of raggedly dressed people stood at doorways and steps, while
            pedestrians in all manner of dress threaded along the pavement. Horses, carts, and carriages passed to and fro along the tramway
            pavers that had been laid out along the road. Stopping at the curbstone, Garrett looked down the street and waited for a glimpse
            of a hansom.
         

         
         As they waited, Garrett considered Ransom’s words. Clearly the man knew far more about street fighting than her fencing master.
            His maneuvers with her cane had been impressive. While half of her was inclined to tell him to go to the devil, the other
            half was more than a little intrigued.
         

         
         Despite his previous nonsense about “sweethearting,” Garrett was certain he had no romantic designs on her, which suited her
            perfectly. She had never wanted a relationship that might have interfered with her career. Oh, there had been a minor dalliance
            here or there . . . a stolen kiss with a handsome medical student at the Sorbonne . . . a harmless flirtation with a gentleman
            at a dance . . . but she had deliberately avoided anyone who might have posed a real temptation. And any involvement with
            this insolent stranger could lead to trouble.
         

         
         However, she did want to learn a few of his street-fighting maneuvers.

         
         “If I agree to let you teach me,” she asked, “would you promise to stop following me on my Tuesday rounds?”

         
         “Aye,” Ransom said easily.

         
         Too easily.

         
         Garrett gave him a skeptical glance. “Are you a truthful man, Mr. Ransom?”

         
         He laughed quietly. “With my job?” Looking past her shoulder, he saw an approaching hansom, and signaled it. His gaze returned
            to her face and held intently. “I swear on my mother’s grave, you have nothing to fear from me.”
         

         
         The hansom rolled to a jangling, rattling halt beside them.

         
         Abruptly Garrett made a decision. “Very well. Meet me tomorrow at four o’clock, at Baujart’s fencing club.”

         
         Ransom’s eyes flashed with satisfaction. He watched as Garrett ascended to the footboard of the two-wheeled vehicle. With
            the ease of vast experience, she ducked beneath the overhanging reins and climbed up to the passenger seat.
         

         
         As Ransom handed the doctor’s bag to Garrett, he called up to the driver. “Mind you take care not to jostle the lady.” Before
            Garrett could object, he stepped onto the footboard and gave the driver a few coins.
         

         
         “I can pay my own fare,” Garrett protested.

         
         Ransom’s midnight-blue eyes stared steadily into hers. Reaching out, he pressed something into her hand. “A gift,” he murmured.
            Easily he descended to the ground. “Tomorrow, Doctor.” He touched the brim of his hat, letting his fingers linger in that
            way he had, until the vehicle pulled away.
         

         
         Feeling slightly dazed, Garrett looked down at the object he’d given her. The silver whistle, slightly warm from the heat
            of his body.
         

         
         What nerve, she thought . . . but her fingers closed gently around it.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 2

         
         Before going to his flat on Half Moon Street, Ethan had one more appointment to keep. He took a hansom to Cork Street, which
            was almost entirely occupied by Winterborne’s, the famous department store.
         

         
         A few times in the past, Ethan had done private work for the store’s owner, Rhys Winterborne. The jobs had been easy and quick,
            hardly worth his time, but only a fool would turn down a request from such a powerful man. One of them had involved shadowing
            Winterborne’s then fiancée, Lady Helen Ravenel, when she and a friend had visited an orphanage in a hazardous area near the
            docklands.
         

         
         That had been two years ago, when Ethan had first met Dr. Garrett Gibson.

         
         The slim chestnut-haired woman had been battering an assailant twice her size with precisely aimed strikes of her cane. Ethan
            had loved the way she’d done it, as if attending to some necessary task, like carrying a household bin out to the rubbish
            carter.
         

         
         Her face had been unexpectedly young, her complexion clean-scrubbed and as smooth as a tablet of white soap. All cheekbones
            and cool green eyes, with a sharp little rampart of a chin. But amidst the elegant angles and edges of her features, there
            was a valentine of a mouth, tender and vulnerable, the upper lip nearly as full as the lower. A mouth with such pretty curves
            that it did something to Ethan’s knees every time he saw it.
         

         
         After that first encounter, Ethan had taken care to avoid Garrett Gibson, knowing she would be trouble for him, possibly even
            worse than he would be for her. But last month he’d gone to visit her at the medical clinic where she worked, for information
            concerning one of her patients, and his fascination had ignited all over again.
         

         
         Everything about Garrett Gibson was . . . delicious. The dissecting gaze, the voice as crisp as the icing on a lemon cake.
            The compassion that drove her to treat the undeserving poor as well as the deserving. The purposeful walk, the relentless
            energy, the self-satisfaction of a woman who neither concealed nor apologized for her own intelligence. She was sunlight and
            steel, spun into a substance he’d never encountered before.
         

         
         The mere thought of her left him like a stray coal on the hearth.

         
         He had already sworn to himself that he would take nothing from her. All he intended to do was keep her safe on her visits
            to the Clerkenwell workhouse, or the Bishopsgate orphanage, or wherever she chose to go on her Tuesday rounds. That much he
            would allow himself.
         

         
         It had been a mistake, arranging to meet her tomorrow. Ethan still wasn’t sure how that had happened—he’d heard the words
            leaving his lips as if they were being spoken by someone else. Once he’d made the offer, however, he couldn’t retract it,
            and then he’d found himself longing for her to accept.
         

         
         One hour in Garrett Gibson’s company, and then he would never approach her again. But he wanted, needed, craved those minutes
            alone with her. He would hoard the memory for the rest of his days.
         

         
         Winterborne’s department store appeared as an unbroken row of grand marble-faced buildings, fronted with massive display windows.
            The famed central stained-glass rotunda towered over four stories of columned arcades. It was a palatial structure, built
            by an ambitious man who’d wanted the world to know that a Welsh grocer’s son had made himself into someone of consequence.
         

         
         Ethan walked to the street behind the department store, where the mews, delivery yard, and loading docks were located. Winterborne’s
            private house was at the far end of the street, connected to the store through private passageways and stairwells. It was
            Ethan’s habit to enter at the back, through the door used by servants and deliverymen.
         

         
         A footman admitted him inside. “Mr. Ransom. This way, if you please.”

         
         Ethan followed him, hat in hand, as they proceeded to the central staircase of the five-story house. The hallways were lit
            with crystal sconces and lined with paintings with views of mountains, oceans, and sunny pastoral scenes. A long pier table
            set against a wall had been laden with blue and white chinoiserie vases filled with ferns and lavish sprays of orchids.
         

         
         As they passed a trio of potted palms, Ethan noticed a few black grains of dirt on the floor beside one of them. He paused
            and ducked low enough to look beneath the feathery fronds. A little parade of carved wooden animals, the kind that might belong
            to a Noah’s ark set, had been set up in the soil around a tiny hut made of matchboxes. It looked like a child’s secret hiding
            place. Amusement tugged at the corners of Ethan’s lips as he recalled that Lady Helen’s young half sister, approximately five
            years old, was being raised by the Winterbornes. Seeing that one of the toy elephants had fallen onto its side, he surreptitiously
            set it back on its feet.
         

         
         “Sir.” The footman had stopped to look back at him, frowning at the guest’s untoward interest in a houseplant.

         
         Ethan stood, giving him an innocent glance. “Just admiring the palm.” He continued to follow the footman after bending to
            whisk the telltale flecks of soil away from the pot with a quick swipe of his hat.
         

         
         They proceeded to the gentlemen’s room where Ethan had met with Winterborne on previous occasions. The masculine parlor was
            seasoned with pleasant hints of oiled leather, cigar tobacco, expensive liquor, and a dry whiff of billiard chalk.
         

         
         After entering the room, Ethan paused near the doorway, his gaze sharpening.

         
         Winterborne stood beside a massive terrestrial globe set in a walnut floor stand, spinning it idly, while another man browsed
            among a nearby wall rack of billiard cues. The two were laughing quietly together in the manner of long-standing friends.
         

         
         Noticing his presence, Winterborne said easily, “Ransom, come in.”

         
         Ethan didn’t move, his nerves crawling with the awareness that he had been manipulated. Winterborne, the bastard, had led
            him to expect that he would be alone.
         

         
         At six feet, Ethan was hardly a small man, but Winterborne eclipsed him by at least four inches in height. Winterborne approached
            in a relaxed manner. He was large and powerfully built, with the shoulders and sturdy neck of a prizefighter. Big fists. A
            punishing reach. From instinct and habit, Ethan’s brain rapidly calculated the most efficient sequence of moves to defeat
            him. Start with a dodge to the side—grab the shoulder of his jacket—hammer him with a few left hooks to the solar plexus and lower
               ribs—finish him with a knee to the gut—

         
         “Ethan Ransom, allow me to introduce Mr. Weston Ravenel,” Winterborne said, gesturing to his companion. “One of my wife’s
            relations. He asked if I would arrange a meeting with you.”
         

         
         Ethan’s gaze shot to the stranger, a man in his mid to late twenties with brown-black hair, polished good looks, and an easy
            smile. He was lean and exceptionally fit, his clothes impeccably tailored. Curiously, his complexion was sun bronzed, and
            his hands were work roughened, like someone in a manual trade.
         

         
         To London society, the Ravenel name connoted aristocratic privilege and power. But the Ravenels had never settled into staid
            respectability like the Cavendishes or Grosvenors. They were a hot-blooded lot, intemperate and reckless in nearly everything
            they did. The Ravenel lineage had nearly come to an end with the last earl’s death, but they’d managed to find a distant cousin
            to assume the title.
         

         
         “Please forgive the subterfuge,” Weston Ravenel said pleasantly, coming forward. “I have a bit of business to discuss with
            you, and I didn’t know how else to reach you.”
         

         
         “Not interested,” Ethan said coldly, turning to leave.

         
         “Wait. It’s in your interest to hear me out. I’ll pay for your time if necessary. God, I hope you’re not expensive.”

         
         “He is,” Winterborne assured him.

         
         “I suppose I should have—” Ravenel began, but stopped as he drew close enough to have a more thorough look at Ethan in the
            light. “Damn,” he said quietly, looking into his eyes.
         

         
         Ethan drew in a measured breath and released it slowly. Focusing at a blank space on the wall, he considered his options.
            There wasn’t much point in dodging the bastard now; he might as well find out what he wanted. “I’ll stay for ten minutes,”
            he said curtly.
         

         
         “Would you make it twenty,” Ravenel asked, “if Winterborne opened a decent bottle of cognac?” He glanced at Winterborne. “By
            ‘decent,’ I’m referring to the Gautier ’64.”
         

         
         “Do you know how much that costs?” the Welshman asked him in dawning outrage.

         
         “I’ve come all the way up from Hampshire. How often do you have the pleasure of my company?”

         
         “Pleasure is not what I usually call it,” Winterborne grumbled, and went to ring for a servant.

         
         Ravenel grinned after him before leveling an assessing glance at Ethan. The mask of easy charm settled back into place. “Shall
            we?” he asked, gesturing to the grouping of deep leather chairs.
         

         
         Stone-faced, Ethan went to occupy one of the chairs. He leaned back with his fingers laced lightly across his midriff. As
            the silence stretched out, he deliberately focused on the rosewood-and-brass mantel clock.
         

         
         “Counting the minutes, are we?” Ravenel asked. “Very well, I’ll go to the point as quickly as possible. Three years ago, my
            older brother unexpectedly inherited an earldom. Since he knew nothing about estate management, or God help us, farming, I
            agreed to move to Hampshire to help him make a go of it.” Ravenel paused at a knock on the door.
         

         
         The conversation paused while a butler brought in a silver tray bearing a set of egg-shaped glasses and the bottle of Gautier.
            Ceremoniously the cognac was poured and served. After the butler had departed, Winterborne sat on the arm of a heavy leather
            chair. He held a glass of cognac in one hand, while using the other to lazily turn the globe as if contemplating which parts
            of the world he wanted to own next.
         

         
         “Why would you change your life like that?” Ethan couldn’t resist asking. Leaving London for a quiet rural existence was his
            idea of hell on earth. “What were you trying to escape?”
         

         
         Ravenel smiled. “Myself, I suppose. Even a life of debauchery can become tiresome. And I discovered that estate farming suits
            me. The tenants have to pay attention to me, and I’m easily amused by cows.”
         

         
         Ethan was in no mood for light banter. Weston Ravenel reminded him of things he’d spent most of his life trying
            not to think about. The elation he’d felt after meeting with Garrett Gibson had drained away, leaving him surly and annoyed.
            After taking a swallow of the fine cognac and barely tasting it, he said curtly, “You have eighteen minutes left.”
         

         
         Ravenel lifted his brows. “By all means, Chatty Cheerful, I’ll get to the point. The reason I’m here is that my brother and
            I have decided to sell some family property in Norfolk. It’s a large house in good condition, set on approximately two thousand
            acres. However, I just found out that we can’t do anything with it. Because of you.”
         

         
         Ethan gave him a questioning glance.

         
         “Yesterday,” Ravenel said, “I met with our former estate manager and family solicitor, respectively Totthill and Fogg. They
            explained that selling the Norfolk property is impossible because Edmund—the old earl—left it to someone in his will by means
            of a secret trust.”
         

         
         “What is that?” Ethan asked warily, having never heard of such a legal device.

         
         “A declaration, usually verbal, concerning a bequest of property or money.” Ravenel lifted his brows in a mocking expression
            of astonishment. “Naturally, we were all rather curious as to why the earl would have left such a generous gift to a man we’d
            never heard of.” After a long pause, he continued in a more serious tone, “If you wouldn’t mind talking to me about it, I
            think I know why—”
         

         
         “No,” Ethan said stonily. “If the trust wasn’t written down, ignore it.”
         

         
         “I’m afraid it doesn’t work that way. According to English law, a verbal trust is absolute. It’s illegal to ignore it. There
            were three witnesses to the trust: Totthill, Fogg, and the earl’s longtime valet, Quincy, who has confirmed the story.” Pausing,
            Ravenel swirled the remaining cognac in his glass. His steady gaze met Ethan’s. “Totthill and Fogg tried to notify you about
            the trust upon the earl’s death, but you were nowhere to be found at the time. Now it falls to me to relay the happy news:
            Congratulations, you’re now the proud owner of a Norfolk estate.”
         

         
         With great care, Ethan leaned to set his glass on a nearby table. “I don’t want it.” All the tricks he knew to control his
            emotions, the regulation of his breathing, the deliberate refocusing of his thoughts, weren’t working. He was appalled to
            feel a bloom of sweat on his face. Standing, he rounded the grouping of chairs and headed for the door.
         

         
         Ravenel followed him. “Damn it, wait,” came his exasperated voice. “If we don’t finish this conversation now, I’ll have to go to the trouble of finding you again.”
         

         
         Ethan stopped in his tracks, facing away from him.

         
         “Whether or not you want the property,” Ravenel continued, “you have to take it. Because even though the Ravenels can’t do
            anything with the godforsaken place, we’re paying annual taxes on it.”
         

         
         Ethan reached into a trouser pocket, pulled out a wad of pound notes, and flung it at Ravenel’s feet. “Let me know the balance
            of what I owe,” he snapped.
         

         
         To Ravenel’s credit, if he were rattled by the gesture, he didn’t show it. Turning to Winterborne, he remarked casually, “No
            one’s ever showered me with cash before. I must say, it inspires feelings of instant affection.” Ignoring the scattered pound
            notes at his feet, he went to lean back against the billiards table. He folded his arms across his chest, leveling an appraising
            stare at Ethan. “Obviously you had no great liking for Edmund Ravenel. May I ask why?”
         

         
         “He hurt someone I loved. I’ll not dishonor her memory by taking anything from a Ravenel.”

         
         The brittleness in the air seemed to ease. Ravenel uncrossed his arms and reached back to rub the nape of his neck, a rueful
            smile pulling at the corner of his mouth. “Are we being sincere now? Then I beg your pardon for being a flippant ass.”
         

         
         If the man were anyone other than a Ravenel, Ethan might have liked him.

         
         Winterborne stood and crossed the room to the sideboard where the butler had left the silver tray. “You might consider selling
            the property to him,” he said to Ethan, refreshing his glass from the cognac decanter.
         

         
         It was the perfect solution. Ethan would be able to dispose of the unwanted land and cut any possible ties to the Ravenel
            family. “I’ll sell it to you for one pound,” he told Ravenel promptly. “Have the papers drawn up, and I’ll sign them.”
         

         
         Ravenel frowned. “Not for a pound. I’ll buy it at a reasonable price.”

         
         After giving him a baleful glance, Ethan went to the window and stared out at the vast mosaic of smoke-blistered rooftops.
            London was readying for the night, adorning itself with strands of lights, humming in anticipation of sin and pleasure.
         

         
         He had been born to this city, nursed on it, until its violent rhythms were woven through him as surely as the network of
            his own veins. His blood coursed with its sounds and sensations. He could go anywhere, into the vilest rookeries or most dangerous
            criminal dens, an infinity of dark and secret places, fearing nothing. 
         

         
         “I’ll be staying in London for the next month,” West Ravenel said. “Before I return to Hampshire, I’ll have a proposal drawn
            up for sale of the Norfolk property. If you like the terms, I’ll be happy to take it off your hands.” He pulled out a white
            calling card from a waistcoat pocket. “Let’s exchange cards: I’ll call on you when I’ve come up with some figures.”
         

         
         “Winterborne can tell you how to send a message to me,” Ethan replied. “I don’t have a calling card.”

         
         “Naturally,” Ravenel said darkly, still holding out the card. “Take mine anyway.” At Ethan’s silent refusal, he exclaimed,
            “Good God, are you always like this? Your company is remarkably tedious, and that’s coming from someone who spends most of
            his time around farm animals. Civilized men exchange cards after they meet. Take it.”
         

         
         Deciding to humor him, Ethan tucked the white card, engraved with glossy black lettering, into the folding wallet he kept
            in an interior vest pocket. “I’ll see myself out,” he said. After retrieving his hat from a table, he settled it on his head
            and let his fingers graze the brim in a deferential gesture. It was his version of good-bye; he had the Irishman’s reluctance
            to say the word aloud.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 3

         
         Emerging from the ladies’ dressing room at Baujart’s with her cane in hand, Garrett passed a series of private exercise and
            instruction rooms. She had changed into the standard lady’s fencing costume, a close-fitting jacket with a high neck, a white
            skirt hemmed just below the knees, thick white hose, and soft flat leather shoes.
         

         
         Familiar sounds seeped through the closed doors: the clashing of foils, sabers, and canes, the bursts of footwork on oak flooring,
            the familiar commands of instructors. “Disengage! Straighten the arm. En guarde . . . longe . . . disengage . . .”
         

         
         Monsieur Jean Baujart, the son of a famous fencing master, had taught the science of defense at French and Italian academies
            before opening his own fencing club and school in London. Over the past two decades, Baujart’s had acquired an unmatched reputation
            for excellence. His public exhibitions were always heavily attended, and his instruction rooms were constantly filled with
            students of all ages. Unlike most of his contemporaries, Monsieur Baujart not only allowed but also encouraged female students
            to attend his school.
         

         
         For four years, Garrett had attended group classes and taken private lessons from Baujart and his two assistant prévôts in the use of both foil and cane. Baujart insisted on a classic style of combat. Irregular movements and infringements of
            the rules were forbidden. If a fencer ducked, twisted, or ran back a few paces, he was gently mocked and corrected. One did
            not “hop about like a monkey” or “twist like an eel” at Baujart’s. Form was everything. The result was a finished, polished
            style that was greatly admired by other fencing schools.
         

         
         As Garrett reached the instruction room, she hesitated with a slight frown as she heard sounds coming from within. Had the
            previous lesson run overtime? Carefully she inched the door open and peeked inside.
         

         
         Her eyes widened as she saw the familiar form of Monsieur Baujart attacking an opponent in a sustained series of phrases d’armes.
         

         
         Baujart, like the instructors at the school, dressed in an all-black fencing uniform, whereas club members and students wore
            the classic attire of unbroken white. Both men’s faces were concealed by French wire masks, their hands gloved, their chests
            protected by leather plastrons. The foils, capped with boutons for safety, flashed and scissored in a rapid exchange.
         

         
         Even if Baujart hadn’t worn the black instructor’s costume, his flawless form would have made him immediately recognizable.
            Baujart was a superbly fit man of forty, an artist who had perfected his craft. Every thrust, parry, and riposte was precise.
         

         
         His opponent, however, was fencing in a style unlike anything Garrett had seen before. Instead of allowing the match to settle
            into familiar rhythms, he attacked unexpectedly and retreated before Baujart could touch him. There was something catlike
            about his movements, a vicious grace that raised every hair on Garrett’s body.
         

         
         Fascinated, she let herself inside and closed the door.

         
         “Good afternoon, Doctor,” the man in white said without even looking at her. For some reason, a few of her heartbeats collided
            as she recognized Ethan Ransom’s voice. After parrying a lunge, he dropped low and attacked beneath Baujart’s blade.
         

         
         “Arrêt,” Baujart said sharply. “That wasn’t a sanctioned hit.”
         

         
         The two men disengaged.

         
         “Good afternoon,” Garrett said cordially. “Have I arrived early for our session, Mr. Ransom?”

         
         “No. Monsieur Baujart had reservations about allowing me to teach you until he judged my abilities for himself.”

         
         “It’s worse than I feared,” Baujart said darkly, his masked face turning toward Garrett. “This man is unqualified, Dr. Gibson.
            I cannot condone your association with him—he will ruin every method you have learned here.”
         

         
         “I hope so,” Ransom muttered.

         
         Garrett pressed her lips together, struggling to hold back a grin. No one ever dared speak to Baujart with such insolence.

         
         The sword master returned his attention to Ransom. “Allons,” he snapped. Another duel commenced, so lightning fast that the blades blurred.
         

         
         Ransom twisted, parried an attack, and deliberately shoved his shoulder against Baujart to knock him off balance. After making
            a strike, he dropped to the floor in a roll, sprung to his feet, and jabbed Baujart a second time.
         

         
         “Arrête!” Baujart shouted in fury. “Colliding with an opponent? Rolling across the floor? This is not a tavern brawl, you madman! What do you think you’re doing?”
         

         
         Turning to face him with the foil lowered, Ransom said calmly, “Trying to win. Isn’t that the object?”

         
         “The object is to fence, according to the Amateur League’s official code of rules!”
         

         
         “And that’s how you’ve taught Dr. Gibson to fight,” Ransom said.

         
         “Oui!”
         

         
         “For what?” Ransom asked with blistering sarcasm. “To take part in a spontaneous fencing match that’s going to break out in
            some East End slum? She didn’t come here to learn how to fight gentlemen, Baujart. She needs to know how to defend herself against men like me.” Removing his mask, Ransom cleared away the locks
            of hair that hung in front of his eyes with a quick shake of his head, the short dark layers seeming to come alive before
            settling into place. He skewered the maître d’armes with a hard stare. “Dr. Gibson has no idea what to do if someone disarms her in the middle of those pretty moulinette cane twirls you’ve taught her. You’ve lived in Paris—you must know some savate. Or at least chausson. Why haven’t you shown her any of that?”
         

         
         “Because it’s not correct,” Baujart retorted, ripping off his own mask to reveal a narrow, flushed face and black eyes slitted
            with fury.
         

         
         “Correct for what?” For a moment, Ransom looked genuinely bewildered.

         
         Monsieur Baujart gave him a scornful glance. “Only a peasant thinks the purpose of fencing is to stick someone with the pointy
            end of a sword. It’s a discipline. It’s visual poetry with rules.”
         

         
         “God help me,” Ransom said, staring at
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