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        Barmy - a crazy idea

        Block of flats - apartment building

        Bloody - an intensifying mild expletive (swear word)

        Bollocks - dismay or disbelief

        Car park - parking lot

        Cheeky - endearingly rude or disrespectful

        Chinwag - a gossip session

        Chuffed - to be very pleased or happy about something

        Cracking - good or excellent; to get started doing something

        Cuppa - cup of (usually tea)

        Daft - a bit stupid or silly

        Diamante – rhinestone

        Dodgy - questionable or suspicious

        Dolt - a fool

        Fancy - a verb expressing desire (“do you fancy some dinner?”)

        Footway – sidewalk

        Fringe (hair) – bangs

        Gobsmacked - shocked

        Holiday - vacation

        Jumble sale - yard/lawn/garage sale

        Loo - the toilet

        Lorry - truck

        Match - game

        Pinch - to steal

        Solicitor – lawyer

        Stodgy -

        Sweets - candy

        To nick/to get nicked - to steal/to be arrested for a crime

        Trollop - a loose woman; a woman with low morals (derogatory)

        Underground - subway

      

      

      1920s Slang Terms

      
        
        Bearcat - a fiery woman

        Beat it - scram or get lost

        Berries - similar to bee’s knees, as in “It’s the berries.”

        Blotto - drunk

        Blow one down - to kill someone

        Boob - a stupid man

        Bootleg - illegal liquor

        Bum’s Rush - ejection by force from an establishment

        Bump/bump off - to kill

        Canary - a female singer

        Cat’s meow - great, excellent, outstanding

        Chopper squad - guys with machine guns

        Copacetic - wonderful, fine, all right

        Cups under - drunk

        Dumb Dora - a stupid woman

        Eighty-six (or 86) - nix or eliminate

        Fire extinguisher - a killjoy

        Flat tire – a dull, insipid, disappointing person

        Gold digger - a woman who associates with or marries a man for his wealth

        Goon - a thug

        Juice joint - a speakeasy

        Meat wagon - an ambulance

        Ossified - drunk

        Palooka - a man who is not bright

        Pill - an unlikable person

        Speakeasy – Irish word to describe an illicit, undercover bar selling bootleg liquor

        Teetotaler - a person who abstains from the consumption of alcohol

        Volsteadian - of or relating to Prohibition

        Wet Blanket - a solemn person, a killjoy
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      “Hey, lady, get outta the way!” shouted a cabbie, blaring his horn loudly enough to make Rosemary Lillywhite’s ears ring. She stepped back onto the footway just in time to avoid a collision but not quickly enough to escape the spray of water coming off the cab’s tires as it whizzed by.

      Rosemary whipped her head around to glare at her brother after his unsuccessful attempt to stifle a guffaw. “It’ll be your head on a platter, Frederick Woolridge, if I don’t return to London in one piece. Wouldn’t you have a simply grand time explaining to Mother how you allowed me to be run over on the streets of New York City?”

      The cheeky inquiry sobered Frederick enough for Rosemary’s satisfaction but did nothing to dry her stockings or improve her mood.

      Since arriving in the city, she had been bumped into, shoved, and now hollered at and nearly run over by a cab. It wasn’t only her legs and feet that were soaking wet; someone had also shaken a dripping umbrella in her face, and she’d nearly been poked in the eye by its ferrule. Apparently, it didn’t rain frequently enough in New York to encourage proper umbrella etiquette—or any etiquette at all, for that matter. The steady drizzle had forced people into cabs, only adding to the already congested streets and creating nightmarish conditions for anyone unfamiliar with the city.

      “Although you do realize, dear sister,” Frederick retorted, “that I’d probably still manage to come up smelling of roses as far as Mother is concerned. I am her favorite child, after all.” He ducked out of Rosemary’s reach but still took an elbow to the ribs from his wife, Vera.

      She smiled unapologetically at his wounded expression. “That’s what you get for marrying your sister’s oldest friend.” The newlyweds bickered as though they’d been together for decades, which wasn’t far off given the long-standing friendship between their families.

      “You don’t need to remind me you’re the golden child,” Rosemary said. “I know they appreciate the fact that you don’t humiliate the family by having your name mentioned in conjunction with murder investigations.”

      “Except, of course, that time I was arrested for one,” Frederick replied dryly, then softened. “Besides, while Mother might prefer you to keep a low profile, Father is secretly far more proud of his little lady sleuth than he is of me.” It was the first Rosemary had heard about that, and the idea pleased her enough to lift her spirits.

      And really, New York wasn’t so bad; she had to admit it was actually quite wonderful. On the whole, Londoners seemed to believe any building that hadn’t already been standing for at least a couple hundred years ought to be left alone and allowed to do so. New Yorkers, though, were perfectly comfortable tearing down and rebuilding after no more than a handful of years. Her mother would say it was wasteful, and while she might have a point, Rosemary found herself—when she could safely look up—quite enjoying the modern art and architecture.

      To her chagrin, none of her three traveling companions were interested in such things. If only Max had come along, she thought forlornly, she might have had an ally. Rosemary’s handsome, charming beau (though his status as such had become shaky of late) enjoyed the hustle and bustle of London and would have been fascinated by the difference between its rhythm and that of New York. He would have followed her around the art galleries without protest, and they would have had a lovely time absorbing the culture of the city.

      Unfortunately, Max had chosen to remain behind, citing work obligations she could hardly argue against. He had recently been promoted to chief inspector and could hardly take an extended holiday so soon after accepting the position.

      Particularly not when Rosemary’s sleuthing had gotten him into hot water with his superiors. She tried not to think about that debacle and hoped it resolved itself by the time she returned from the States.

      Of the group, only Desmond Cooper, Frederick’s oldest chum, had visited New York before, and he hadn’t stopped talking about his misadventures since they’d boarded the ocean liner all the way back in Southampton. Most of his ramblings had to do with Imogene Quinn, a pistol-wielding firecracker of a woman with whom he’d solved a murder—and who was also the latest object of his affections. Not only had she made a romantic impression on him, but Desmond had also raved, sycophantically, regarding Imogene’s investigative prowess long enough to grate on Rosemary’s nerves.

      “Didn’t it sound to you as though Desmond’s crime-solving was down to a bit of fortunate luck?” she had asked Vera while the pair dressed for dinner. “I’m beginning to wish I had brought along one of Dash’s muzzles to use on him. If I have to hear him wax lyrical any longer, I might go mad!”

      Vera had thrown her head back in a throaty laugh. “Is that devil on your shoulder whispering you’re the sleuth of the group? Suggesting that perhaps you might have solved the mystery faster or with fewer clues?”

      Rosemary had wanted to protest, to insist her irritation had nothing to do with envy, but that would have been a lie. Her head knew Desmond deserved to feel proud of himself for ensuring justice was served. Her heart echoed the sentiment, but she feared Vera wasn’t entirely incorrect and shook her head to dislodge the shameful thought.

      “You’re right. I’m acting childishly. After all, I don’t hold a monopoly on catching murderers, even though it sometimes feels as though I do.” The admission did nothing to lift the dark cloud over Rosemary’s head.

      Vera had rolled her eyes out of her friend’s line of sight and swallowed the urge to comment. Instead, she waited, knowing that pressing would only prolong the inevitable.

      Sure enough, after a long moment of thought, Rosemary had burst, “What more could she possibly want? Desmond’s got the whole package, surely. He’s handsome, kind, gentle, and funny—not to mention filthy rich.”

      At the crux of the matter was the state of Desmond’s heart, a fact that Vera, whose deductive skills tended to be overlooked, had already discerned. “She could ask you the same question, Rosie. After all, she wouldn’t have had a chance with Des if you hadn’t turned him down in the first place.”

      Rosemary had shot Vera a look of irritation reserved for the very best of friends. “Desmond’s affections aren’t the trouble if that’s what you’re thinking,” she said. “Just because I used to have a crush on him doesn’t mean this is a case of if-I-can’t-have-him-nobody-else-can.”

      “Of course, it isn’t,” Vera had replied. “I know you better than that. You realized you didn’t love Desmond that way after one kiss, but you still don’t want him to fall for someone who doesn’t appreciate him. Perhaps this Imogene’s reason for rejecting Desmond is just as valid as yours. Have you thought of that?”

      Rosemary hadn’t answered, and neither had she softened, but she was quite keen to get to dinner, and so was the man they’d been discussing—or, rather, to get dinner over with as quickly as possible.

      Desmond had love—or at least infatuation—on his mind and had done nothing less than jump around like an unruly child ever since checking into their hotel. Rosemary had assumed they’d be staying in a luxury suite at The Plaza or another comparable establishment, but at Imogene’s suggestion—and Desmond’s insistence—they’d booked a bank of rooms at a place slightly further downtown.

      Frederick’s insistence they stay near the clubs didn’t hurt Desmond’s case. Frederick was almost as obsessed with jazz as he was with American baseball and had talked their ears off about Paul Whiteman and Babe Ruth all through dinner.

      Vera, a second-generation stage actress, had secured tickets to all the on- and off-Broadway shows and had dreams of securing a film role while in New York. Then, of course, there was the shopping. Whatever time Vera had left would be devoted to scouring all the shops on Fifth Avenue for treasures to fill her many trunks. Most likely dragging Rosemary along with her.

      Rosemary was the only one, it seemed, who fancied a comfortable bed and concierge service, but she’d sooner eat her own shoe than let herself be dubbed a flat tire. And so, they were booked into a set of rooms at The Roosevelt Hotel, which was of high enough quality by any standard, leaving her little to complain about anyway. Now that dinner had been enjoyed (if impatiently rushed along by Desmond), everyone was ready for a cocktail, finding the switch to Prohibition territory less than charming.

      “What I wouldn’t give for a Gin Rickey,” Frederick had lamented throughout the meal, loudly enough to have visibly irritated the waiter. Rosemary only hoped the lad hadn’t resorted to some infantile form of retribution and sullied their food. She knew such things sometimes happened in restaurants, though not usually at those of Barbetta’s caliber.

      Desmond reassured him. “I’ve got the solution for that, old friend, a simply smashing one, just as soon as everyone has finished eating.” His tone had implied they were all dawdling, which of course, had only resulted in actual dawdling given his friends’ contrary tendencies. By the time they arrived in front of the alleyway where Desmond had assured them the city’s very best speakeasy was located, he vibrated with excitement.

      “See, here we are,” he said, pointing to a half-illuminated neon sign that, after squinting, Rosemary deduced was meant to read Red Door Antiquities & More.

      Even if she hadn’t been privy to Desmond’s recounting of the first time he’d happened upon the sign, she would have realized that the unlit portions weren’t at all random. Only the t-i-q-u (minus the t’s cross) and the o-r were lit so that it read liquor if one looked at it properly. Rosemary had to admit it was an ingenious way of disguising while also advertising an establishment serving illegal booze.

      Illegal booze, indeed! She silently thanked whoever had ensured the continued sale of alcohol back home. Having heard tales of the stuff served in American speakeasies—drinks strong enough to render a seasoned sailor positively blotto—Rosemary wasn’t quite as thrilled as Desmond to experience such atrocities for herself. A nice flowery gin or a smooth brandy was more her speed.

      Desmond forged ahead and then took a sharp right, disappearing behind a thick swath of vines. When Rosemary, Vera, and Frederick caught up, they realized he’d ducked into an entrance vestibule hidden behind the foliage. Inside, he ignored a set of double doors emblazoned with the shop’s name and instead turned to face a blank wall to the left. While his friends looked on with bated breath, Desmond’s fingers searched the trim capping off the wainscoting until he found what he was looking for.

      “Here it is,” he said excitedly, gesturing for everyone to look closer. A knot in the wood featured a tiny carving of a door. “Isn’t it clever? Right in plain sight, but you’d never know it, would you?”

      “Positively genius!” Frederick exclaimed, his eyes sparkling.

      When Desmond pressed the knot, the wall popped open to reveal a narrow corridor and a steep set of wooden stairs. Even Vera appeared amused, commenting, “The lengths I’ll go for a G&T,” shaking her head as she climbed.

      The banister pulsed rhythmically beneath Rosemary’s fingers, and her ears strained to find the source of the vibration. At the top of the stairs, Desmond knocked on a wildly crooked door that featured a miniature version of itself set at face height. When the smaller one whipped open and a pair of eyes appraised the foursome, even Desmond was taken aback. The noise of the party wafted through, finally reconciling with the thrumming of the bass and coalescing into a zippy jazz tune.

      “What’s the password?” the man demanded. He was barely more than a boy, Rosemary realized after catching a glimpse of the rest of his face.

      “Oh, uh,” Desmond stuttered. “I’m a friend of Imogene’s.”

      The young man snorted and said, “Like I ain’t heard that one a thousand times.” He made to slam the door, but Desmond interrupted.

      “You’re Zeke, aren’t you?” he asked, and when it didn’t appear as though this knowledge was any more convincing than the mention of Imogene, Desmond added, “You’re the one who was framed for Tillie’s murder.” Evidently, that wasn’t quite as common knowledge as the young man’s name because he hesitated. “Tell her Desmond and his British friends are here. We’re expected.”

      Rosemary thought perhaps Desmond had overplayed his hand when the small door slammed shut with a resounding clang, but a moment later, the big one swung open, and they were all allowed inside. Zeke made a show of thoroughly checking the stairwell before closing the door behind them.

      It didn’t take more than a cursory glance before Rosemary realized what Desmond had found so appealing during his previous visit—and why he had been so eager to return. He was one of the good ones, but he was still a man, and the doe-eyed cigarette girls clad in scandalously short skirts would have been enough to hold his interest.

      Rosemary, however, was a tad more discerning. She noted the U-shaped cherrywood bar, finding the use of teacups instead of glasses rather charming if somewhat impractical, and appreciated the amount of work that had gone into treating all the mismatched tables and chairs with thick, shining black paint. To her chagrin, Imogene had excellent taste in decor, if not in men, and the collection of oddities lining the walls were a case in point.

      She didn’t have much time to linger over them because when the music stopped, the lights dimmed, and the barkeep—a woman with an arm entirely covered in tattoo ink—hiked up her skirt and climbed up on top of the bar. Conversation petered out, and the room grew marginally quieter as she began to speak.

      “As you all well know,” the barkeep intoned theatrically, “this place—the Red Door—exists outside the cruel confines of the law!” The drums banged, and the crowd roared.

      “It’s here because we refuse to submit to our oppressors—to the Volsteadian ideals that have been forced down our throats when what we want is to sate them with wine and French 75s!” Another hurrah rent the air.

      “But, ladies and gentlemen, tonight—” a long, dramatic pause, “tonight, we have an interloper in our midst!” The drums beat in time with Rosemary’s heart, and the room seemed to pulse.

      “A teetotaler—a flat tire—an utter fire extinguisher! There⁠—”

      From somewhere behind the bar, a light beamed into the crowd, searching for a moment before coming to land on Desmond. Rosemary stared, amused, as a woman stepped out of the crowd to face her friend. For a long moment, Desmond appeared utterly flabbergasted, and then a slow smile spread across his face.

      The woman wore knee-high boots and a flippy skirt that turned to fringe at mid-thigh. Crimson lips complemented a halo of strawberry-blond hair styled into a wild tangle of curls. Freckles danced across a dainty nose to contrast sharply with dark, steely eyes bordered by faint laugh lines.

      She reached into her bootleg, pulled out a pistol, and waved it around, “You know what we do with wet blankets around here, don’t you?” she demanded. “What do we do with them, folks?”

      “We light ’em up!” the crowd answered in a roar.

      The woman cocked the pistol. “If you say so,” she said and, with a shrug, squeezed the trigger.
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      Rosemary’s breath caught in her throat, and her eyes widened to saucers, but all that happened was that a stream of water—or perhaps something a little stronger, she couldn’t be certain—spewed from the end of the pistol and hit Desmond square in the chest. He looked down at the stain, then back at the woman who’d shot him, and let out a roar of laughter.

      The rest of the room followed suit. After a moment, the band resumed playing, and everyone returned to their previous conversations as if nothing out of the ordinary had occurred—and perhaps it hadn’t, Rosemary realized. She also decided she felt rather silly and pasted on an amused smile to cover the gaffe.

      Desmond took two steps forward and asked archly, “So this is how you treat guests, is it, Genie?”

      “Only the ones I like,” Imogene replied with a grin that deepened the lines near her eyes. “I’m terribly sorry to have frightened your friends,” she continued, turning curiously to the group and settling her gaze upon Rosemary. “I simply couldn’t resist, you know, and of course, a few theatrics always get the drinks flowing.” She gestured at the guests, all swilling happily away.

      “It’s better than the last time when you pulled a real pistol on me,” Desmond replied affectionately as if being held at gunpoint by a woman was every man’s dream. Rosemary supposed she wouldn’t have been surprised to discover some truth to the notion, especially if the woman looked like Imogene. “Meet my friends: Rosemary, Vera, and, of course, Freddie.”

      “I didn’t really think you were going to shoot him,” Rosemary blurted in self-defense. She hadn’t been frightened; she wasn’t a delicate, fragile lady, and it irked her to be regarded as one. That Imogene hadn’t actually said anything of the sort didn’t figure in Rosemary’s thought process.

      Imogene blinked but recovered quickly and said, “Of course, you didn’t,” smiling with a genuine warmth that under different circumstances would have gone some way towards softening Rosemary. Instead, she fought the instinct tooth and nail.

      “Des here has told me all about you,” Imogene continued, “and I wouldn’t have expected to catch you by surprise.” She extended a hand, which Rosemary took, still skeptical, then repeated the gesture with Frederick and Vera. “He described you all in such vivid detail I feel as though we’ve already met.”

      “Likewise, of course,” Vera said, “although he didn’t mention that you have a predilection for the theater.”

      Imogene threw back her head and laughed, a throaty sound that seemed to come from deep in her belly. “I’m afraid I was rather—as you lot might say—stodgy last time he was here, and even had I been myself, I hardly think he would have compared our little vaudevillian skits to the type of professional acting you’re used to.” She laid a hand on Vera’s arm in a friendly gesture. “Our patrons do seem to enjoy a little bit of fun, however. Might we convince you to join us one evening while you’re here?” As she talked, Imogene led the group to the bar and a handful of empty stools. “What’s your poison? Gin, whiskey, rum, bourbon?”

      “No, no,” the tattooed barkeep interrupted. When she waved an arm, Rosemary couldn’t help but stare in wonder. “You’ll all be wanting to try my new concoction,” she continued, either oblivious to or politely ignoring Rosemary’s gaze. “It’s less flashy than a Blue Blazer, but it’s safer, and I think it has a more complex flavor. Now I need some unbiased opinions—and a name for this drink—and since you’re the guests of honor tonight, you’ll be my test subjects.”

      Desmond bowed in the direction of the bar. “Your wish is our command.”

      “It ought to be,” the barkeep fired back, “given that during your last visit, you accused me of murder!”

      “This is Tuesday if you haven’t already guessed,” Desmond explained. “And I’m terribly sorry, Tuesday, as I believe I made clear during my lengthy apology. Of course, I should never have believed you capable of such an atrocity,” he said solemnly.

      “You’re forgiven, I suppose, and either way, that’s enough prostrating. Now, watch.” Tuesday pulled a stack of teacups from beneath the bar and lined them up in front of Desmond and his friends. “A rinse of absinthe,” she explained, pouring a nip of liquid into each cup and swirling it around. “Some sugar and an orange peel.” Once those were added, she grabbed a silver cocktail shaker, spun it around in her palm, and deftly removed the lid. In went several shots of gin and a handful of ice.

      Tuesday arched a brow, pulled a long match from beneath the bar, struck it, and then dipped it into each cup. Blue flames flared, and the scent of caramelized sugar, orange, and licorice rent the air for a moment before she doused each cup with a stream of chilled gin. Desmond and Frederick both let out raucous cheers, the ladies’ exclamations more demure, but only just.

      It went on like that throughout the evening, Tuesday mixing cocktails to the beat of the music until her hands seemed to blur. Full teacups went out, and empty ones returned to be dunked into a basin of dingy water. Rosemary chose to believe the moonshine effectively killed any germs that might have collected and sipped away on her half-clean teacup with an odd sense of pleasure. Frederick might have been forgiven—excused on account of the notion that boys would be boys, but their mother would have had an absolute conniption if she’d seen what Rosemary was doing, and the thought brought an impish smile to her face.

      Desmond drained the second cup of Tuesday’s new cocktail, slapping his teacup down in front of him. “Barkeep, I’ll have another. What are we calling these?”

      Tuesday shrugged. “I haven’t decided yet.”

      “Well, I think you should call it the Bitter Betty,” Desmond offered.

      Vera shook her head. “Candied Orange Swizzle sounds better to me.”

      The suggestions came thick and fast then. Blue Light Special, Devil’s Tonic, Flaming Sapphire, Killer Cocktail, Sweet Wicked Angel.

      Rosemary’s suggestion was Midnight Madness.

      “Hey, how about you quit your tittering and get us some drinks,” came a voice from one end of the bar. The suggestion was followed by a string of curse words that would have made a sailor blush.

      Imogene rolled her eyes and leaned over the bar. “Do you kiss your mother with that mouth?”

      “Ain’t none ’a your business who I’m kissin’, ’less you wanna take a number, sweetheart.”

      One eyebrow arched towards her hairline as Imogene retorted, “There’s not enough money in the world, buddy, but do you fellas know what my business is? This establishment, where you’re no longer welcome.” Her voice hardened to granite, and she flipped a switch beneath the bar. A light near the door flashed, catching Zeke’s attention. “Eighty-six these boobs,” she shouted.

      Zeke practically flew to the bar and growled, “You heard the lady,” ushering the unruly customer to his feet. “Now, scram.”

      Full of bluster, the man huffed out a threat. “You’re giving us the bum’s rush? We could have you raided, you know.” His two companions glanced around, embarrassed, and shook their heads as if to indicate they would prefer not to be lumped in with their friend.

      “Go. Now,” Zeke said, his tone suggesting the matter was closed, and ushered the lot of them out through the rear exit.

      “Sorry about that,” Imogene said when they were gone, her tone belying the words, “but if you give them an inch, they’ll take a mile. This place is supposed to be a haven—not an entirely safe one, certainly, but a haven just the same—and we refuse to tolerate any nonsense—no exceptions.”

      “You won’t hear anyone at the Red Door insist the customer is always right, that’s for sure,” Tuesday added, “a fact those of us who work here all appreciate.”

      Imogene shrugged, “Nobody can be right all the time. If they want better service, they can throw a rock and find another juice joint. I hear there’s one on every block in this city now, so it shouldn’t prove too daunting a task.”

      “Too bad they’ll miss out on Midnight Madness if they do.” Tuesday pulled out the absinthe. “Anyone up for another round?”
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      Imogene returned to her work, Desmond’s star-filled eyes following her every move, checking in on her guests from time to time as the night wore on. Finally, when the crowd had thinned, and only a handful of patrons remained, she took off her apron, smoothed her hair, and sat next to Desmond.

      Seated at his other side, Rosemary found herself caught between two conversations. To her left, Vera told Tuesday all about how her mother, a once well-known stage actress, had called in an ancient favor and arranged a meeting for Vera with a famous film producer.

      “It’s to discuss a role in a film that’s being touted as the next big hit. It could change the trajectory of my career,” Vera explained. “Or it could be an absolute flop, but I prefer to remain positive. My mother said it’s practically a given, and that all I’ll need to do is charm Mr. Allen.”

      “If that’s all you’ve got to do, then it’s settled,” Frederick said, but Tuesday didn’t look so sure. At the mention of the producer’s name, she’d started, and it hadn’t escaped Vera’s notice.

      “What is it?”

      “Oh, nothing,” Tuesday said quickly. “I mean, it’s only that there’s a film producer called Isaac Allen who comes into the speakeasy, and well, he isn’t the type I’d necessarily call easy to charm.”

      Vera breathed a sigh of relief. “That would be Mr. Allen Junior I’ll be meeting with his father, who my mother says is a dear.”

      Tuesday’s expression remained skeptical, but she smiled anyway and wished Vera luck.

      “He can’t be worse than the lecherous director of the play I did last year. The man had six hands and it was a constant dance to keep them off me. One time he⁠—”

      It wasn’t the first or even the fifth time Rosemary had heard the story, and instead she found herself listening in while Desmond and Imogene took the opportunity to catch up.

      “How are you, really?” he asked, his voice full of concern.

      Imogene waved away the question. “I’m fine. You know me; it takes a lot to ruffle my feathers.”

      “I do know you,” Desmond replied, “and you’re nothing if not resourceful, so, of course you aren’t in dire straits.” He kept his eyes trained on her face while he took a long sip of his drink. “However, I also know you’ll gloss over the bad parts and paint everything in a positive light. I prefer the truth, warts and all.”

      With a small smile, Imogene acquiesced. “I suppose that lately things have been more difficult than usual, and I reckon my friends could punctuate any mention of me with the phrase ‘and then she smiled thinly.’ I’ve only myself to blame, unfortunately. One can’t always speak one’s mind, particularly when dealing with childish, arrogant men.” Her voice was bitter, but she shook her head and smiled at Desmond. He could see exactly what she’d meant because it was a thin-lipped attempt. “But, it’s all going to come out in the wash, don’t you worry,” Imogene promised.

      “I’m positive it will, but my offer still stands, you know,” Desmond said lightly, laying his hand over hers. Warning bells went off in Rosemary’s head. Desmond could afford to bail Imogene out of any jam she found herself in. He’d recently come into a considerable amount of money, the estate of his dearly departed auntie having been left solely in his name, and since he’d little need for it in the first place, he had yet to spend a penny.

      Rosemary pretended not to listen but kept her attention riveted on their conversation. She needed to see if Imogene would jump at whatever Des had offered and prove her intentions were dishonorable, but instead, Imogene scowled and snatched her hand away from Desmond’s. Her eyes flashed with fire, and Rosemary understood exactly what it was that had attracted him to her in the first place.

      “As I said before, I won’t take your money,” Imogene said low enough so Rosemary had to strain her ears. “Ray might have left me with a mountain of debt, but it’s my mountain, and I’ll turn it into a molehill quicker than you could imagine.”

      “Wouldn’t it be better to be
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