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      London, January 29, 1812

      Wayne Edgar Stoke, owner of the illustrious and exclusive Waynestoke Hotel, held a marginal dislike for the aristocracy, though they made him very rich. So rich, his filthy common blood was deemed welcome into their pure circles, but Wayne rarely partook of polite society, simply because he wasn’t very polite.

      Wayne rhythmically tapped his fingers on the desk while Lord Johns-

      Stone bleated on and on about the attributes of his daughter. Wayne had already forgotten her name.

      “Touring churches, she is. She is no bluestocking, but she has a great appreciation for the Church of England. She will be an excellent wife. We’ve received many proposals already, but of course, my Philippa will only have the best. Rest assured she will marry well, and I can repay you with interest.”

      Ah yes, the old selling of one’s daughter to cover one’s debts. Through marriage, of course, women of Philippa Barnes’s pedigree were literal goods of trade. These aristocrats liked to apply a gilded façade to make it seem on the up and up, but the origins were the same. Sons inherited, and daughters brought in new money through husbands. Rich husbands.

      But only beautiful daughters succeeded. Wayne had never seen nor met Philippa Barnes. And why should he?

      He was himself, a lowly commoner. And filthy rich. Which is why desperate men like Lord Johns-Stone sat before his desk and asked him for money. Discreetly, of course. No one must know how hair-thin most pompous aristocrats lived. Which is why Lord Johns-Stone, Viscount of Aldbury, avoided a proper bank where men of his ilk might see him begging for coin and whisper behind his back.

      Enter Wayne, elusive, wealthy, and still ousted among the elite circles of the ton, despite his riches and connections. Why? Well, put simply, Wayne couldn’t be bothered to behave himself. No matter how he bent the lords of the land to his financial will; it would be the stout wives who held the invitations.

      Not that Wayne wanted invitations, but it would be nice to be recognized and appreciated for his benevolence upon the upper classes. After all, between his hotel, his gaming halls, and his investments, many of them had him to thank for their continued luxuries.

      But instead, he received nothing in return. If he saw Johns-Stone on Bond Street, the man would pretend Wayne nothing more than a lamp post. To be ignored and not bumped against because—gasp!—he might be dusty.

      Wayne smirked to himself.

      “Do you have proof of your daughter’s fine marriage qualities?”

      “Proof? As I said, she is not yet in Town for the Season. She is—”

      “Yes, yes, pious and all that is holy. How beautiful is she? Her only real value is her face, and form, and purity.”

      Lord Johns-Stone pressed his mouth into a flat line. His cheeks reddened. “Why I’ll—”

      “Do what? Ignore the obvious truth? You’re using her to extend your wealth, like I will use you to extend mine. This is business. Marriage is business. You claim she will marry well? Prove it? Show me the goods.”

      Lord Johns-Stone curled his lip, but as he did, he yanked a folded tabloid from inside his coat and threw it down on Wayne’s desk. “Page four, in the fashionable section. A credible likeness if I do say so myself.”

      Wayne chuckled at Johns-Stones blustering as he picked up the paper, snapping the pages taught as he flipped to page four.

      “Miss Philippa Barnes, an angelic sight in pure white Belgium lace with fur-lined bonnet and muff,” he read aloud.

      Wayne studied the illustration. She was a beauty, if this artist was to be believed, but she didn’t seem real, not on paper in black and white. “Anything other than a fashion rag? A portrait?”

      “You don’t believe me?”

      “I require proof, not speculation. This is pure speculation.” Wayne tossed the paper down.

      Lord Johns-Stone stood. “I will send the portrait with haste.”

      “Do that.” Wayne picked up his glass and took a sip as Lord Johns-Stone took his leave without a backward glance. No respectful parting words, no by your leave, or even a nod.

      Wayne was not his equal. Wayne was just money. Business was cold, but it rankled Wayne, which made it easier to ruin these same buffoons when they could not pay their debts. Even now, three new estates were being liquidated to repay him. Should Wayne mourn for them? He would not. They would live and die by their entrenched ideas that reduced him to hardly a human, and so would he.

      Maybe then they would learn to respect him.

      Three hours later, as Wayne enjoyed a fresh sandwich on his balcony overlooking the city, his man, Theodore, arrived with a tall rectangular package.

      “Open it,” Wayne bid.

      Theo tore a corner of the paper revealing a portrait. The woman’s face stared back at him with angelic innocence. Silvery blue eyes, a swath of pale gold ringlets piled on her head. A dress so white it glowed in oil paint. She held a small dog to her breast, and a sly smile parted her sweet pink lips. Young, but blooming with womanhood. The artist took special pains to highlight her perky breasts, demure and yet invitingly full. Her dress curved around a lush hip. This was a painting to entice a future husband. Probably presented at her coming-out ball.

      “Miss Philippa Barnes, how do you do?” Wayne said, a little more breathless than he intended. If this painting was any sort of proof… “Who painted it?”

      Theo ripped away the rest of the paper. There in the bottom corner were the strokes of a famous portraitist, Mr. Solohough. Well known and honest in his renditions.

      “Well, I’m certain that Miss Barnes is as exquisite as her father claims.” His stomach knotted. He couldn’t look away from her face. “Write to Johns-Stone, tell him I will fund his loan.”

      Wayne bit his tongue, on the verge of requesting to meet this Miss Barnes of perfect beauty, but no. Johns-Stone would never let a man like him be in the same room as his precious daughter.

      “And the portrait?”

      Wayne wiped his mouth. “Have it hung in my room.”

      “Sir?”

      Wayne looked up at Theo. “Oh, I’m keeping her.”

      Theo hid a smirk. “Yes, sir.”

      Wayne turned his gaze back to the city. It was the only way he could ever have her. His stomach knotted again, but this time not with arousal but with bitter anger.

      If he squinted just enough, he could see the steeple of the church where his mother used to beg for scraps. The clergyman could be just as ruthless as the aristocratic ladies whose maids bore armfuls of roughhewn, poorly repaired clothing to donate, thinking themselves benevolent and superior.

      Wayne stretched out his hand. There were times when his fingers still ached from those cold wintry days when he would sit beside his mother, face dirty and tearstained, watching the people pass by, pointedly not looking their way. Either ashamed or barely clinging to their own wealth. Did they think poverty was contagious? Father Arthur always said the impoverished were a plague on society while looking into Wayne’s sunken, malnourished eyes. Each time, Wayne had felt the weight of those words. As if he, in his little frail body, was the only one at fault. For the death of his father, for their fraught life, for the disdain the world heaped upon them. What had he done?

      But as he grew and as he fought for every bite of food, whether it be from the gutter, or stolen from an unattended plate, from behind a store proprietor’s back, Wayne no longer cared how they judged him. He was an animal, and animals survived, no matter the cost. Father Arthur could preach, Father Arthur could condemn, Father Arthur could judge all he pleased from his pulpit. Draped in warm robes with an ever-growing belly of fat.

      Wayne found nothing redeemable in any of them. Few people ever cared enough about him to give a coin for a hot meal, and it wasn't Father Arthur or those benevolent women of means. It was his mother who did literally anything to keep him alive. It was Mrs. Fawn, a poor widow who gave whatever she could find to cover his meager body in the blistering cold. On the most unforgiving nights, she would even take in Wayne and his mother to keep them from freezing to death.

      By the time Wayne became a young man, he could box, he could cut a purse without notice, he could charm any woman of any station, and a man for that matter, into a game so crooked even the devil would weep. Wayne had learned one thing from Father Arthur. One could be ruthless or one could be good.

      Good people starved to death.

      So, Wayne became ruthless to survive. Mrs. Fawn had died, and the landlord took a liking to his mother. It was their one chance to have a permanent home, and his mother married to secure a roof for them. With her new husband’s help, his mother turned Mrs. Fawn’s home into a boarding house to help other downtrodden women with children. His new stepfather, Mr. Stoke, treated them fair, but Wayne was never his son, more like a house boy.

      Still, Mr. Stoke taught Wayne a great deal about how to earn money and how to intimidate those who didn’t want to pay, without violence. How to accrue property, how to use every advantage one could find. Which is why, even though Wayne didn’t know his actual surname, and Mr. Stoke died long before Wayne accrued his massive wealth, Wayne named his hotel Wayne Stoke, and took the name Stoke for his own. Stoke had no previous children and not a soft bone in his body, but he gave Wayne the foundation for what he had today.

      His mother died long ago, but Wayne continued to live, if only to thwart every person who’d passed them by, not even bothering to watch them suffer. Wayne made his living however he was able, building his wealth, his name, his reputation, into that of a man so formidable even the king owed him a debt.

      Not one Wayne intended to collect.

      He’d framed the note and kept it in his bedroom in a frame of pure gold. His gaming club St. Anna, named after his mother, God rest her determined soul, was the most exclusive in town, but that was only one of his means of income. Wayne had too many to name without becoming bored.

      “Sir?”

      “Yes, Theo.”

      “A letter from Star Frost.”

      “Excellent.” Wayne had been meaning to visit his friend, Will Hunter. With a new babe in the house, Will was unlikely to leave his island home and his beautiful wife Phoebe for some time. Wayne would have to take himself there to do his duty as favorite uncle, since Will had no brothers to fill the role. He had competition in the form of their other friends. But Wayne always won.

      He scanned Will’s letter with a smile, realizing quite a bit more time had passed since the birth. Damnation, it had been a year since his last visit? He’d seen the baby already and sent many gifts, but time had got away from him. He’d been too busy keeping men like Lord Johns-Stone knee-deep in crippling debt where Wayne could control them.

      “Theo, I wish to make an extended visit to Star Frost.”

      “You’ve many meetings sir, including a trip to France to secure your new holdings there.”

      “Damn. That will take time.”

      “Your summer schedule is more flexible, sir.”

      “Keep it that way.”

      “Yes, sir.”

      Wayne penned a reply to Will, informing him of his intent for a longer stay than usual. Wayne would never have children of his own, but the idea of spoiling someone else’s amused him.

      He stilled, a pang of sadness rocking him. His chest felt strange, hollow. What the devil? He didn’t want a child. What kind of father would he be? He didn’t know. He had no reference. He paid for plenty of children, but none of them had been his own blood. He made sure of that. There were enough unwanted children; he wouldn’t add to their miserable ranks.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 2

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      Star Frost  May 24th

      Pain slithered across Pippa’s abdomen, squeezing so tight she couldn’t breathe.

      “Miss Barnes!” Merida called from across the field that separated their humble cottage and the cliff that over looked Star Dust bay, a beach of black midnight sand that shimmered and winked with stars in the sunlight. She just wanted to touch it. To feel her feet sink into the sand.

      But here she lay, dying, or as Merida had predicted, giving birth at the most inopportune times. Pippa couldn’t tell. For all her carnal knowledge, no one had thought to educate her about her own condition. They assumed she didn’t need to know.

      Was she dying?

      How would Merida, her keeper, lady’s maid, come midwife know? She was a virgin; Pippa was sure of it. The woman was a sour as an unripe grape. A spinster through and through, to her very last breath. Which Merida claimed proudly.

      Pippa closed her eyes, sweat dotting her brow as the sun beat down on her. The pain receded, only to build again like a giant wave. This babe had to come out, presumably the same way it got in.

      Damn Simon Patrick Edmunds to hell. He did this, he didn’t want to claim he’d done it, but he did. He’d said all the right things, knew her favorite color, favorite flower. He spent a good deal of time charming her, but marriage? Oh no, that was a bridge too far. If she died carrying his bastard, she’d haunt him until she drove him mad.

      This was all his fault… and hers. She wasn’t so stubborn to claim innocence. Just stupidity. She’d believed all his pretty words. She liked his kisses, his secret touches; she liked the weight of him on top of her, once, twice, three times.

      But she hated this pain. The searing fire between her legs. Was this the price of wantonness?

      Apparently so.

      Pippa ground her teeth as another squeezing, ripping swell engulfed her. Liquid spilled between her thighs. Her stomach pushed of its own accord, and Pippa held her breath. Relief, sweet relief followed.

      “Miss Philippa Barnes!”

      Pippa blocked them out. She did not want help, she did not want scorn and judgment as she birthed her only child. For better or for worse, she was no longer alone in this world. Her family had abandoned her, banished her to this far-flung place, but this babe would be loved. This babe would be hers alone.

      As long as Merida couldn’t find her.

      Merida would take him away as her father instructed, and Pippa would never see her child again. Pippa pushed to her feet, dashing into a thicket of slim trees and brush, putting distance between herself and Merida. She would run until she could no longer bear the pain.

      Already specks sparkled in her vision. Her ears felt strange, as if stuffed with cotton. She wanted to stop, to lie down and let whatever this was consume her. It would be easier to give up, but no, she kept going, one foot in front of the other, slowly, until she ran out of island if she had to.

      Pain gripped her. She could not move or breathe. More liquid spilled down her thighs, weighting the dirty hem of her dress. Pippa sucked in a breath as the pain ebbed a moment later and she burst out of the stand of trees into a meadow. Across the space of wild flowers, a lone rider wheeled his horse around. A muffled voice called out, but Pippa couldn’t understand. She couldn’t go a step farther.

      She sank to her knees and rolled to her back. The sun dazzled behind her eyelids as she gave in to the urgings of her body. Her stomach tightened to a rock. There was thudding all around her. Was that her heart? A shadow loomed over her.

      “No! Go away Merida, you cannot take my child.”

      A hand touched her brow, gloved in soft hide.

      “No Merida here. Are you… giving birth?”

      “Argh!” Pippa cried. “He’s coming!”

      Pippa opened her eyes, and before her was a man, an impressively large and beautiful man. He lifted her skirts. She tried to stop him but her arms were too weak. “I can’t. I’m so tired. Please don’t take my baby.”

      “I don’t want your baby,” he half smiled.

      Oddly, his words comforted her. “Don’t let her take him,” Pippa panted as another wave took her.

      His face hardened. “I won’t.”

      And she believed him. Why? She wasn’t sure, maybe because he seemed so imposing and strong. And clean. She could smell his shaving soap, something expensive like her father would wear but better, less noxious and more alluring.

      “You have to push,” he said.

      “How do you know what I should be doing?” Pippa growled as pain racked her body.

      “All mammals birth the same. I’ve seen a horse, a dog, and even a cow give birth.”

      Pippa might have taken insult to being compared to animals, but at the moment, she couldn’t breathe or speak. Her stomach squeezed. Pippa bore down, letting her body tell her what to do. There was more searing heat, more fluid, and then at last, she felt the small little body slide through her, a surreal and empowering sensation. She was doing it. This was it. Her focus narrowed to just her body, all else fading as she delivered her child. Even the pain disappeared to almost nothing as new energy infused her, and her child slid out between her spread thighs into this stranger’s hands.

      “You have a boy,” the man said with awe. He took out a handkerchief and wiped the baby’s face as a tiny cry erupted. Her babe looked so small in his large hands.

      Pippa reached for him, tucking him to her chest, tears pooling in her eyes as she took in the flailing small being. Tufts of black hair, bright blue eyes, ten fingers, ten toes. Perfect in every way.

      She was in love. He squalled in anger, and Pippa held him closer, her legs shaking, but her hold firm as she stared down in awe at her son.

      Her son. And no one else’s.

      “Brava, he’s loud and demanding.” The stranger offered her the handkerchief. It was large enough to wrap around his little naked body.

      “Th-thank you.” She tore her gaze away to peek at the man. Abashed by her nakedness, by the sheer absurdity and vulnerability. He helped her deliver her baby. Appearing right when she’d thought she couldn’t go on. She was profoundly grateful and yet… embarrassed.

      Her stomach cramped, and she winced.

      “Help is coming,” he said.

      “Help? What help?”

      “My friend lives near here. His wife will be better company than I.”

      He stood, and oddly, Pippa wanted to reach for him, to keep him close, like a shield. He must have sensed it. He squatted before her and put a hand on her shoulder.

      “What is your friend’s name?” Pippa asked.

      “Phoebe. Will is her husband. I sent him for help when I saw you collapse.”

      “What is your name?”

      He raised a brow, somewhat roguishly. At once, Pippa was afraid he might know her family. He was dressed in the finest clothing.

      “My friends call me Wayne.”

      “Wayne? That is all? What do your enemies call you?”

      He chuckled. “That wretched bastard.”

      Her breath caught and then a laugh escaped her. No one had ever cursed in front of her, not intentionally.

      “Though my parents were married. So not a bastard legitimately, just by way of acquaintance.”

      Her stomach hurt again. Pippa didn’t know what to say. “Oh.”

      “May I have your name?”

      His voice sounded distant. She looked up at him, but he was still there, before her, his green eyes watching her earnestly.

      “Pippa,” she said.

      He cocked his head. “You’ve gone a bit pale, Pippa.” He removed his jacket and draped it around her.

      “I’m cold.”

      “You should lie down.”

      Pippa looked around.

      “Here. I’m not being forward, I swear.” He moved behind her and leaned her back against his chest. “Help is coming.”

      Pippa’s head grew foggy. She closed her eyes. “Keep talking to me.”

      “Who is Merida?”

      “No questions.”

      “Very well, I’ll tell you about my boat. I sailed here myself from London.”

      “You must be quite wealthy,” Pippa said sleepily.

      “Incredibly.”

      “You don’t recognize me, do you?”

      “Should I?”

      “Yes.”

      “I don’t normally associate with innocent young women like yourself.”

      “I’m not innocent. I’ve just had a baby, and I am not married.”

      “You certainly are.”

      Pippa frowned and fought to open her eyes to look up at him. “Pray tell how so.”

      He stroked the hair from her face. “Even angels can fall, that doesn’t make them wicked.”

      Pippa shivered. She might have blushed if she’d had the strength. “I feel strange.” And weak. Like she might lose her grip on her son.

      “I’ve got you,” he said, bringing his arms around her to cradle her and her baby.

      “I think you’re the angel.”

      He chuckled, the gentle rumble soothing against her back.

      “Help is here.”

      Pippa closed her eyes. “Don’t leave me.”
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      Wayne’s heart was pounding as Will and Phoebe arrived with a cart and two servants to help. He didn’t want to say it aloud, in case she could hear him, but he was certain this beautiful young woman was bleeding out, and he bloody didn’t know what to do. He’d seen animals give birth, but he didn’t know how to help. They knew what to do, but this woman, this pale angel in his arms was fading right before his eyes.

      Phoebe ran over as did her lady’s maid. They began to inspect her.

      “Wake up,” he nudged Pippa. She didn’t move. Her arms went slack. Wayne took her baby from her arms with panic.

      “She’s lost a lot of blood,” the maid said.

      “Do something,” Wayne growled.

      They lay her flat, and he stepped out of the way, holding the little squalling infant. Somehow, he was now its guardian. He looked over to see Phoebe pushing on the woman’s stomach.

      “Won’t that hurt her?”

      “We have to stop the bleeding. This will help her womb contract. The midwife explained it all to me when I had Diana.”

      Wayne raised his brows but said nothing. He knew how to please a woman, but that was the extent of his knowledge.

      “We have to get her back to the house,” Phoebe ordered. Will and the other servant brought a make shift stretcher.

      “What of the baby?” Will asked.

      “I have him,” Wayne answered, a peculiar defensive posture overtaking him. This woman, Pippa, had entrusted her child to him. And for some reason, though he would trust Will and Phoebe with his life, he would not hand over this baby. He looked down at the little scamp, his chest aching. What if his mother died?

      “Do we know who she is?” Will asked as they moved her to the cart.

      “Pippa, she said her name was Pippa.”

      “Was that all?” Phoebe asked.

      “That was as far as we got in polite conversation,” Wayne retorted.

      Wayne strode to his horse and hooked his foot in the stirrup. He grabbed the pommel with his right hand and hefted himself up, adjusting his ward against his chest.

      “I’ve already sent a groom for the doctor,” Will said. “We’ll meet you back at the house.” He rode slower than he liked, but the baby didn’t like the bouncing of a trot. They beat the cart back to the house, and Wayne went straight to the kitchen, looking for something for the baby.

      The cook turned him away.

      “Only his mother’s milk will do. You’ll have to find a wet nurse.”

      Wayne sent a groom to find one, then went in search of Will.

      “What if she dies?” Wayne asked without preamble.

      Will glared at him as the butler took his coat. “Phoebe thinks she will survive, but she’ll need to recuperate and gain her strength back. “Why do you still have the baby?”

      Wayne looked down at the quiet baby; all Wayne’s stomping about seemed to put him to sleep. “What am I supposed to do with him? He doesn’t even have a name. She gave him to me. She thinks someone will take him from her.”

      Will raised a brow. “Not in this house. But still, give him to the nursemaid.”

      “He needs to eat.”

      Will stroked his chin. “Then hand him to Phoebe.”

      Wayne frowned. “Ladies don’t nurse their offspring.”

      “Phoebe is not like any lady you know.”

      Wayne followed Will to the room where Pippa was being tended to by the doctor. He’d arrived in record time, as did the local midwife.

      Phoebe came over to them as they stood in the doorway.

      “You still have the baby?” Phoebe asked.

      Wayne was reluctant to hand his charge over, but he did so as Phoebe held out her arms. “He’s hungry, and I don’t have the breasts to feed him with.”

      Phoebe rolled her eyes. “You sound jealous.”

      She closed the door, and Wayne stared at it with a grimace. He was all torn up inside, and he couldn’t figure out why this Pippa and her baby had slipped under his guard. Phoebe took the infant to the room across from Pippa’s and sat in a chair, opening the top of her dress. Wayne stayed in the hall and stared at Pippa’s door. The baby fussed and then went quiet.

      “There, there, you’re quite good at this already. Your mother will be pleased.”

      Wayne relaxed at her words. So, the child was eating. That was one fear abated. Then he realized, this child wasn’t his responsibility. He had no means to care for it if Pippa… he didn’t even want to think it. But Phoebe and Will could care for him.

      “Come with me,” Will bid.

      Wayne followed Will to his study where Will poured them both a glass of Brandy.

      “You look disturbed,” Will said.

      “I delivered a baby this morning. How would you feel?”

      “I’m not sure. I was there for Diana’s birth but only as support. This was much more harrowing.”

      Wayne sipped his drink, thinking about Pippa, her heart-shaped face, the porcelain whiteness of her skin, which was both beautiful and frightening. There’d been so much blood. First the baby had come out, a sight Wayne would not soon forget, and then a river of blood. And he’d been helpless. Did all women experience this? Women died in childbirth. It was not uncommon at all and yet… wrong. So very wrong.

      “She’s young, and she mentioned the name Merida. Merida would take her baby.”

      Will scowled. “Not here she won’t.”

      “Where did she come from? You and Phoebe know everyone here, don’t you?”

      “The island has gotten more popular of late. But this is a big place. Some residents come here to escape. They don’t want to be known.”

      “Like Calvin?”

      “Calvin found peace here. There won’t be peace much longer. Star Frost has become known for its hunting. I want my friends to visit. Not all of society.”

      “She’s far too pretty to be low born,” Wayne said. There was something about her he could not place.

      “Star Frost is the refuge of the ruined. Perhaps she was sent here to give birth discreetly.”

      Wayne stilled. “And they would take her child as if nothing had ever happened at all.”

      “I’d like to think no one could be so cruel, but I know better. Pippa isn’t a familiar name to me. She’s too young to be an acquaintance.”

      Wayne sighed. “You will protect her, right?”

      “Of course. Phoebe will not have it any other way and nor would I. We will do all we can.”

      But Wayne knew there was only so much that could be done. He left Will in his study and went to his room to change. He had stains all over his clothing, remnants of the birth and Pippa’s blood.

      He washed it away, but his thoughts still troubled him. He wanted to see the baby. It was the strangest urging he’d ever had. A child, not even his own child, drew him. And this girl? There was something about her that made him feel… protective. Like he wanted to fight someone, anyone.

      He flexed his fingers, trying to shake this weird feeling, but all he could do was pace his room until, finally, he gave up and went to Pippa’s room.

      The door was open, and he heard crying. He barged in, expecting to find Phoebe sobbing over the lifeless form of this young girl, this life that should have been guarded, cherished, worshipped. But instead he found Pippa, pale as a ghost, weeping while she held her baby, and he nursed like a hungry piglet letting out little satisfied grunts. Pippa was smiling.

      Wayne froze. Alarmed by the sight. She looked fit to expire, but she was smiling, happy. Phoebe turned toward him and pushed him out.

      “She isn’t dressed for visitors,” Phoebe hissed as she shoved Wayne out and closed the door. “What are you doing here?”

      “I came to check on her,” Wayne fumbled.

      Phoebe set her fists on her hips. “She’s in my care.”

      “Yes, I see that but… is she all right?”

      “Yes, the doctor said she lost quite a bit of blood, but overall, she should recover. She woke up a little while ago and was able to drink some broth. As you can see, she is doing fine.”

      “Fine? I have white sheets with more color. Should she be feeding the baby?”

      “Yes, she should. He was the first person she wanted to see. I’m surprised at you, Wayne.”

      “Surprised? Why?”

      “Well, you normally don’t care about other people.”

      Fury swept over him. Don’t care? He kept a
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