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THE DEVIL GETS HIS DUE

“I can be most persuasive.” He leaned down to press kisses to the base of her throat. His heated mouth stirred a restless desire to arch her bound breasts.

He lifted his head, and watching her, he cocked his hips in a slow upward stroke of his body against hers. It was a pleasure she could hardly bear. She tried to summon ordinary sensation, but the wicked new pleasure drove out all recollection of familiar delights—the sun on her face, cooling breezes, lilacs in bloom, warm bread, strawberries.

The elusive sensation hovered, fleeting and intense, distilled to a single aching point and vast as a sea in which her other senses drowned. It could not be named or catalogued. She needed to invent a new sense to capture it.

“What did you go to get from March’s brothel? This?”

Again she shook her head, keeping her lips firmly closed. She was conscious of the heat in her face and a shameful reflex in her legs to close and hold him there.

“Your parents don’t know where you are, do they? But someone does, an aunt, a cousin? Who helped you get to London?”

How had he guessed? Cousin Margaret would be worried sick not to hear from her.

He had that knowing look on his face. “You’re not the first fool to run away from home.”

Then his gaze settled on her lips, and he lowered his head. His mouth paused above hers.

She told herself it was a threat, a tease. She should turn away, but her lips parted to taste his breath, warm and brandy-scented, and her body strained upward in anticipation.




Berkley Sensation titles by Kate Moore

TO TEMPT A SAINT 
TO SAVE THE DEVIL




[image: 001]




THE BERKLEY PUBLISHING GROUP

Published by the Penguin Group

Penguin Group (USA) Inc.

375 Hudson Street, New York, New York 10014, USA

Penguin Group (Canada), 90 Eglinton Avenue East, Suite 700, Toronto, Ontario M4P 2Y3, Canada (a division of Pearson Penguin Canada Inc.)

Penguin Books Ltd., 80 Strand, London WC2R ORL, England

Penguin Group Ireland, 25 St. Stephen’s Green, Dublin 2, Ireland (a division of Penguin Books Ltd.)

Penguin Group (Australia), 250 Camberwell Road, Camberwell, Victoria 3124, Australia (a division of Pearson Australia Group Pty. Ltd.)

Penguin Books India Pvt. Ltd., 11 Community Centre, Panchsheel Park, New Delhi—110 017, India

Penguin Group (NZ), 67 Apollo Drive, Rosedale, North Shore 0632, New Zealand (a division of Pearson New Zealand Ltd.)

Penguin Books (South Africa) (Pty.) Ltd., 24 Sturdee Avenue, Rosebank, Johannesburg 2196, South Africa

 

Penguin Books Ltd., Registered Offices: 80 Strand, London WC2R 0RL, England

 

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, business establishments, events, or locales is entirely coincidental. The publisher does not have any control over and does not assume any responsibility for author or third-party websites or their content.

 

TO SAVE THE DEVIL

 

A Berkley Sensation Book / published by arrangement with the author

 

PRINTING HISTORY

Berkley Sensation mass-market edition / October 2010

 

Copyright © 2010 by Kate Moore.

Excerpt from To Seduce an Angel by Kate Moore copyright © 2010 by Kate Moore.






 

All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced, scanned, or distributed in any printed or electronic form without permission. Please do not participate in or encourage piracy of copyrighted materials in violation of the author’s rights. Purchase only authorized editions.

For information, address: The Berkley Publishing Group,

a division of Penguin Group (USA) Inc.,

375 Hudson Street, New York, New York 10014.

 

eISBN : 978-1-101-44415-3

 

BERKLEY® SENSATION

Berkley Sensation Books are published by The Berkley Publishing Group,
 a division of Penguin Group (USA) Inc.,
 375 Hudson Street, New York, New York 10014.
 BERKLEY® SENSATION and the “B” design are trademarks of Penguin Group (USA) Inc.

 



 



 


http://us.penguingroup.com




For Loren—  
my partner in our happily ever after—  
with love, K.




I should have been that I am, had the maidenliest star in the firmament twinkled at my bastardizing.

—EDMUND, KING LEAR




 Chapter One
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LONDON, 1820

 

IT was a bleeding soggy night for a man to leave his bed to buy a virgin. Will Jones looked through the fogged carriage window at the white-columned portico of a discreet town house on Half Moon Street. If Jack Castle’s information was good, deflowering virgins was just one of the depravities available inside.

Fistfuls of hard rain rattled the glass. Will nodded to his man Harding to put their plan in motion. He swung open the coach door and stepped down. His foot met wet cobblestones, and a sharp twinge in his ribs stopped him cold. He covered the hitch in his stride with a gentleman’s small vanities, tugging white cuffs from the fine wool of his black evening clothes and tilting his hat at a jaunty angle.

The pause allowed him a moment to observe the house closely. He had spent weeks in less-secure prisons. Cleverly painted wood panels covered the upper windows, and two oversized pugilists in footmen’s attire stood guard on either side of the door. Still, the place had its vulnerabilities. The top of the carriage met the height of the portico, above which an iron railing connected with others down the block to the corner of Piccadilly, where late evening traffic still passed.

Over his shoulder Will offered his driver a few words in French, shedding his own identity as he became the Vicomte de Villard with a West Indian fortune, an ugly wife, and a habit of collecting erotic prints.

The oversized footmen stared straight ahead as Will raised the door’s brass knocker, but he wasn’t deceived by their apparent inattention. They’d know him again.

A face as red and pitted as a brick appeared in the peephole.

“Twenty-five guineas.” Brick Face had a rasp of a voice that could file metal.

“Bien sûr. To attain a great prize, one must expect to invest one’s coin.” Will shoved the paper notes through the hole.

Inside, Brick Face took Will’s cloak, hat, and gloves and grunted an order to wait. The entry hall gave no particular sign of vice, just the well-bred English comforts of a Turkish rug, mahogany console, and tall case clock, but somewhere in London, Archibald March, the murdering maggot who owned the place, was free.

Most Londoners knew March as the city’s great  benefactor, a man whose charities reportedly supported widows and orphans, the lame and the blind. Only a handful of people including Will, his brother Xander, and Xander’s bride, Cleo, had reason to believe that March was a murderer and a blackmailer who had killed at least three people and kept files on the vices and sins of many more. If the authorities would not bring March down, Will would.

Coarse male laughter erupted from a room somewhere above, and quick steps sounded on the stair.

The next moment the host appeared, and Will decided that the hall was an anteroom of hell after all.

He did not care to shake hands with Guy Leary, a lean, freckle-faced felon with carrot-colored hair and a cold glance that said he was up to any viciousness. That Leary was in charge and not some well-preserved bawd with a plump bosom and an ingratiating air spoke volumes about the place. Will suspected the female employees did not enjoy Leary’s style of management.

“What’s your pleasure tonight, Monsieur le Vicomte?”

“I understand an auction is about to begin.”

Leary glanced at the clock and shook his head. “Sorry, Vicomte. Auctions are by invitation only, to interested parties known to this house. We can offer you other delights, however.”

“Allow me to express my interest in participating in your auction.” Will put a stack of notes on the console next to him.

“I don’t know you.”

“You don’t know the Vicomte de Villard? I thought  my print collection had a certain reputation.” He handed Leary a flat package wrapped in brown paper.

With another impatient glance at the clock, Leary tore off the wrapping and regarded the print. Closely.

“How did you come to hear of our auction?” Nothing changed outwardly in the cold face, but Will caught the change in tone.

“A friend took pity on me. I faced a dull evening with my wife, and only my prints to rouse me. The prospect of your virgin lifted my spirits at once. She is the authentic article? One may examine her to be certain?”

“One may not.”

“But you do guarantee . . .”

“Do you want in or not?”

Will waved a languid hand. “Please. Lead on.”

Leary spun abruptly and led the way up a grand curving staircase.

“Does this exquisite have a name?”

“Helen of Troy.”

Will almost choked at the irony. Clearly Leary was a man who’d never had the benefit of a good tutor. A good grinder like old Hodge would have set him straight about naming his virgin after the most famous wanton in history.

At the top of the stairs they entered a red-and-gold salon filled with gentlemen of various ages but a common carnal bent. The air was stale with tobacco and lust. Three young women dressed in cream silk corsets over lawn drawers as thin as tissue circulated among the more completely clad males, keeping every glass  brimmed. Their female presence in proper English undress among the fully clothed males gave a carnal kick to the gathering. It also gave new meaning to the practice of dress lodgers, women so wholly owned by their employers they had no clothes to their names. Guy Leary summoned a dark-haired beauty with red pouting lips and empty eyes, who provided Will with a glass of brandy.

Over its rim Will surveyed the mixed lot of pleasure seekers. He recognized two members of Parliament, not of the Reform Party, one octogenarian lord, and where the talk was loudest and bawdiest, one of the Earl of Oxley’s other sons, a man with whom he shared a sire but nothing else. His luck held. There were no officers present and no one who knew either Villard or Will Jones. Certainly his Oxley half brother would not recognize the family bastard.

The crowd was the sort he’d known in Paris after Waterloo and before the disappearance of Kit, his youngest brother. Some had lost a sense of the boundaries of civilized men, hooked on debauchery the way a man could be hooked on opium. Others merely came to be titillated. They would go home and pump their wives heartily while images of erotic excess danced in their heads.

For a moment Will felt Villard’s identity slip away from him and his old identity as a Bow Street Runner assert itself, but he was not here in an official police capacity. He straightened the diamond stickpin in the folds of his cravat to recover his disguise as Villard,  refined connoisseur of decadence, a man superior to ordinary brutes with their vulgar zest for pinching bottoms and ogling breasts.

Chairs and sofas had been arranged to view a stage draped in red velvet curtains at the far end of the room. One of the hulking footmen brought Will a chair as Leary mounted the stage and tapped a glass.

Conversation died, and men sat. The three corset-clad women, nearly indistinguishable in round-limbed, vacant appearance, took positions behind Leary. Most of the room’s occupants watched them as Leary explained the auction rules.

Will studied the competition. They’d been invited, so they knew the girl behind the curtain was a virgin, not a professional, and they’d paid a steep fee to participate as he had, so he had to assume that he was up against men with deep pockets and shallow consciences. Still, a lot would depend on the girl herself.

Leary paused. “Gentlemen, what am I bid for a night with Helen of Troy?”

At his signal the women drew back the velvet curtains to reveal a girl with tawny golden hair in a blue-sashed gown of virginal white, lolling on a rose-and-gold-striped sofa, her head resting on one slim arm, dark lashes against flushed cheeks. She had the look of a schoolroom miss who had stayed up too late and just closed her eyes for a moment. Leary would have done better to advertise her as the Sleeping Beauty.

It was hard to tell her age, but at least she was not fifteen as Will had feared. Except for bare feet, unbound  hair, and rouged breasts, she looked respectable enough for a ball, innocence and sensuality combined. That wanton innocence hit him with an erotic jolt that could raise a cock stand in a corpse. He reminded himself that in such a place, the girl’s appearance could all be a show. She could be a professional after all.

Then her eyes fluttered open, deep brown and instantly panicked. Not a professional, but a trapped, frightened girl. How had she fallen into March’s net?

Her attendants helped her to stand. Their efforts had the look of guards restraining a prisoner rather than the Three Graces attending a goddess, but she would have done well for one of those Italian painters. Tall and lithely built, like a young Amazon, she was fighting the influence of some drug. He could see it in her dilated pupils. The narcotic would take hold and make her head sag on her slender neck, or she would shake it off and look frantically about. He wondered that she didn’t scream or protest.

Men began shouting. A flurry of bids quickly reduced the competition to a pair of bloods—a ruddy, flat-faced blond and a long-nosed brunet. On their feet, facing one another, the pair swayed from drink. Others in the crowd immediately made side bets on the outcome.

The flat-faced blond gave his opponent a shove. “Bow out, Milsing, you’ve been sailing on river tick for months.”

“I’ve got twice the blunt you’ve got, any day, Cowley.” Long-nose shoved back.

Cowley staggered, righted himself, and giggled.  “Here’s a thought, man.” He waved a finger in the air. “We could share her.”

There was a general mumble from the crowd, not an actual protest, just a sense of grievance.

Milsing frowned. “Well, we could all buy shares, Cowley, but only one man goes first, you know.”

It was time to act. Will Jones would pick up a table or a chair and break it over someone’s head, but as Villard, he needed a more subtle approach. He rose slowly and hurled his brandy glass against the mantel. Glass shattered with a satisfying ring. All heads turned his way. The sound seemed to penetrate even the girl’s fogged brain. She lifted her chin, and her dark gaze met Will’s in a brief moment of lucid consciousness.

That’s right, sweetheart, you’re leaving with me.




 Chapter Two
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WILL controlled an impulse to laugh at the befuddled outrage on the faces of the competition. “Gentlemen, I have yet to make my bid.”

“Who the hell are you?” Milsing demanded.

Will bowed. “Villard.” The disguise had served him well on several cases while he had been a Runner.

“A damned Frenchie?” Obscene murmurs rippled around him.

“Ah, but I offer English money. Five hundred pounds.”

“Five hundred! Damned unsporting no matter what your money is.”

“For Helen of Troy? Your pardon, gentlemen, but the lady is priceless.”

They turned to stare at the girl as if they’d forgotten her actual presence.

Cowley turned back to Will first. “Look here, this is a closed auction, how did you get in?”

Will turned to Guy Leary with a shrug. All that mattered now was the man’s rapaciousness. “Vraiment. I arrived late, but so great is my need, you see I am willing to pay.”

The girl’s head was down again, but he could sense her concentration on his voice.

“Make it a thousand,” Leary said.

“Bien sûr.” Will didn’t blink.

After a moment Leary nodded. “Helen of Troy goes to—Villard.” He stepped into the crowd. “Gentlemen, the house thanks you for your participation. We offer other consolations to gratify all who bid.” Brick Face seized the girl by the arm, and Guy nodded to the Three Graces, who began refilling glasses.

“Vicomte, we’ll settle the bill. Miss Troy will wait for you upstairs.”

Will nodded. His gaze was on the girl’s arm where Brick Face’s beefy grip pinched her flesh. He smiled cordially at the man. “Bruise her, and I’ll break your hand.”

Another brutish footman led Will up the curving staircase. The route meant he saw little of the house, only its street-facing public rooms. He could guess at the layout of the place, but he saw no location that might hold March’s supposed files. Castle had done him a favor giving him information about this auction, but at the moment the girl came first. Her situation trumped  Will’s desire to bring March to justice. Besides, Will’s escort did not encourage idle exploration of the house.

The room where the girl waited was a flight above the salon, facing the street. A collection of suitably stimulating art and strategically placed mirrors covered its deep coral walls. Over the hearth a still life of gray-speckled gull’s eggs in a nest of osiers added the only touch of the natural world. Brick Face standing over the girl did nothing to improve the furnishings.

Will made a quick inventory of what he had to work with. A paneled headboard on the bed at his right met the ceiling in a short overhanging canopy. The bed itself looked sturdy enough for the most athletic of sexual encounters. Red silk cords fastened its dark velvet hangings to the headboard. Across the room from the foot of the bed an iron poker leaned against the hearth. Cords and  a poker. Things looked to be going Will’s way for once.

A bottle of wine and two glasses stood on a table by the door. Will lifted the bottle, uncorked it, and gave the contents a sniff. He turned to Brick Face. “This won’t do. We need champagne, don’t we, ma belle?”

The girl huddled in a chair, gripping its arms. Her gaze shifted from Brick Face to Will.

“Wine is what ye get.” Brick Face shrugged his ample shoulders.

“Nonsense.” Will waved another note at the Brick. “Take this insipid swill away. We must have champagne. Helen of Troy deserves no less. See what you can do, man, and be quick about it. If you return within ten minutes, I will reward you with another fiver.”

After a moment of less-than-rapid thinking, Brick Face took the bottle and backed out of the room.

Will turned to the huddled girl. “Now, ma belle, we can begin to become acquainted. You are to be congratulated on your good fortune, I think, to have the Vicomte de Villard for your first lover. I can promise not only pleasure but an education.”

By Will’s estimate they were twenty vertical feet from escape, thirty from the pavement; not an overly difficult route for a young man, but more challenging for a drugged girl and a battered wreck like himself. He had intended to spend the evening in a healing celebration in his own bed with an accommodating old friend, who could be trusted to please without damaging Will’s recently beaten body. Not to be.

Positioning himself before an obvious two-way mirror, he pulled off his cravat and removed his jacket with slow deliberation. He strolled to the head of the bed and loosened the cords from the bed hangings, draping them around his neck for later use. The girl’s wide, baffled eyes followed him as he shifted lamps and candlesticks, blocked the reverse mirror, and tipped a heavy wardrobe in front of the door. He had perhaps five minutes before Brick Face returned, and the other members of Leary’s staff turned from the work of consoling the disappointed lords below to take up their posts at the peepholes.

Time to act. In three swift attacks he pulled apart the bed linens, upended a side chair on the opposite side of the hearth, broke off the rungs at its base with his heel, and took up the poker and the two broken lengths of wood.

The girl’s bewildered gaze shifted from him to the room, catching on heavy, solid objects.

He crossed to the pair of windows and flicked back their damask drapery. Just as he’d observed from the street, thick boards covered the glass. He chose the nearest window and jammed the poker between the sill and the base of the covering board and pried. The board came free of the window frame with a piercing screech like a dying bird. Will hoped that Brick Face was still on his errand and that whoever manned the peepholes wasn’t in place yet.

He paused briefly, listening for sounds of alarm. When he heard no reaction, he went back to work on the other side of the window until the loosened board hung like a stiff tent flap. With the broken chair rungs, he propped the loose board away from the window frame, and slipped inside the open space to raise the sash. Cold damp air blew up through the open window, but no sounds of alarm came from the footmen on duty below. He waited another minute, then dropped a line to signal Harding.

He turned and found the girl at the foot of the bed with a brass candlestick in her hand. He grinned at her.

“Perfect, sweetheart, let’s make a brawl of it.” He lunged and she swung at him, hitting the bedpost a jarring blow. He dodged right and swung the overturned chair her way, almost pinning her between its rungs against the foot of the bed.

They stood panting, regarding each other warily. Her eyes were wide now, her limbs trembling with the sudden  energy of fear. Will knew how rapidly that would drain away and leave her wilted.

He moved in so that her only escape was toward the window. The draft from the open sash caught her and set her trembling in the thin gown. She glanced at the window, and he was on her, twisting the candlestick out of her grip and binding her wrists with his cravat. He threaded one of the thick cords through the binding around her wrists. Harding must be in place by now.

Suddenly the girl was all fury, writhing and struggling in his arms. He caught an elbow in the ribs that made him suck in a breath before he brought her movement to a halt, holding her tight to his body as if they were in a most licentious waltz.

He pressed his lips to her ear and whispered in his own voice, “In one minute, sweetheart, you and I are going out that window. Fight me then, and you’ll break your neck.”

Again he felt her confusion, the mind fighting to make sense of him. It was enough to give him the advantage he needed. With a swift waltz turn he whirled her into the space between the loose board and the open window. The cold immediately set her teeth chattering. He caught her under the knees, lifted, and swung her feet over the window ledge.

She arched suddenly and swung her bound arms up over his head. He swore.

“I. Can’t. Leave. Yet.” Her words came out in a breathy staccato.

“No better time. Don’t make another sound.”

“I have to get what I came for.”

Now he was confused. “What?”

She shook her head, her lips firmly closed.

“The only thing you’ll get if you don’t go through this window is the unpleasant attentions of half a dozen angry brutes, so whatever it is that you came for, plan to come back later, sweetheart.”

There was a banging on the door.

“Now.” Will ducked, freeing himself from the loop of her arms, then shoved her feet forward through the window. Her bottom caught on the ledge. He gave her one more nudge, and she dangled from her bonds. Her breath came out in a startled squeak, muted by the storm. Her weight strained his arms for a brief moment, then he felt the cord go slack. Bless Harding.

Behind him the door shuddered under a heavy blow.

He climbed through the narrow opening, hanging for a few seconds from the sill, quieting his body for the drop, promising his aching ribs he would not mistreat them again soon, then let himself fall.

 

 

HELEN’S heart pounded in her chest. She kept her face pressed to the wall in front of her. The sharp bite of its bricks against her cheek held the dizziness at bay. She dare not look down. Her bound hands could grip nothing. She tried to curl her bare toes into the stone of the narrow, iron-railed ledge. Rain plastered her thin gown to her body. A steadying hand on her right elbow was the one warm, secure point in the nightmare.

She had dangled from the window mere seconds before a white-haired gentleman with a butler-like demeanor had caught her legs and steadied her on the narrow ledge.

In the next instant the madman who had pitched her out the window landed beside her. He simply dropped from above, as noiseless and swift as a shadow passing. In landing he gave a muffled grunt of pain. His handsome features briefly contorted in a wince.

He looked over her head at his accomplice and nodded, no words, no sound.

They clung, an unlikely frieze along the ledge. Above the storm she could hear the rattle of a carriage in the street. The next moment it stopped somewhere below them, the horses blowing and stomping, harness jingling.

Voices came from below.

Her madman turned and swung his leg over the iron railing and stepped off the ledge. Helen felt a scream die in her throat. Then she was lifted into his arms, and he brought her down flat, sprawled under him on a wet rocking surface, a carriage roof. It sagged under their weight. His accomplice stepped over them and dropped onto the box next to the driver. The driver cracked his whip, and the carriage sprang forward.

Two shots rang out. Glass shattered behind them. There were angry yells and pursuing footsteps soon lost in the clatter of wheels over the cobbles. Helen and her madman swayed across the roof with the coach’s motion, but he kept her anchored to his side with an iron arm around her waist. With her wrists bound she was helpless to save herself. A terrifying turn at the end of the narrow street took them  into Piccadilly. Their pace did not slow until they entered a darker quarter of the city. The carriage halted briefly. The white-haired man helped Helen descend via the box into the coach’s black interior. He draped a carriage blanket around her shoulders. In the next minute her kidnapper entered and settled opposite her, his pale face the only bit of him visible in the gloom, his dark hair and eyes part of the gloom itself. The carriage resumed its journey.

“You’re not a Frenchman, are you?”

“London bred, through and through.” He pushed damp black hair away from his face.

“Not Vicomte de Villard?”

“No.”

Her head was still dizzy. Her brain was a mad ball-room of whirling thoughts. She wanted them to slow down so that she could order them, maybe into a stately quadrille instead of a galloping waltz. The stranger opposite her had been one person in the salon, and now he was someone else entirely. He seemed to be in some pain in spite of his strength and his remarkable leaps. “Are you called Hades by any chance?”

“Nothing so exalted or so damned. Did you think I was taking you to hell?”

“A maiden seized and carried off in a black coach? It has that Hades-Persephone look about it.”

“What’s your name?”

“Helen of Troy.” The name had come spontaneously to her lips when she’d fallen into Guy Leary’s hands. In that moment she had still believed in her plan to gain employment as a maid and search the house.

“You cost nearly as much.”

So her madman knew more Greek mythology than the thugs at the brothel. “I didn’t ask for your assistance.”

“If ever fair maiden needed rescuing, you did.” The words were not a compliment.

“I can repay you.”

“I doubt it. I laid out some serious coin for the pleasure of your company.”

The words made her conscious of the luxurious interior of the carriage.

“I’m not without resources.” She had no intention of telling this mad stranger her real position in the world.

“You were for sale in a brothel.”

“I told you I went there to get . . .”

“Something you don’t wish to name.”

“Exactly.” Everything she had done had been perfectly reasonable. Only Guy Leary had been unreasonable. Now she would have to begin again. She supposed her madman’s use of the word rescue was encouraging. He probably meant to restore her to her family or to the authorities, so she had only to assure him that she was capable of taking care of herself.

“Did you think you would just ask them to give you this something?”

The hint of male mockery in the voice stung. “No, of course not. I planned to steal it.”

“Pardon me. Before or after someone raped you?”

The well-sprung carriage rolled on as she digested that comment. There was no mistaking the word. Her head throbbed, and she held herself taut against the shivers that  threatened. She had believed he was preparing to rape her himself. Instead he’d dropped her out of that window. She couldn’t really see him well, and the mystery of him deepened, his plain speaking at odds with the elegant evening clothes, his purchase of her at odds with a rescue.

“You’re not a gentleman, either, are you?”

“Not in the least.”

She held out her bound wrists. “Are you going to untie me?”

“Are you planning a return to the brothel?”

“I must.”

He shrugged. “Suit yourself.”

The coach came to a halt. Her madman leaned forward abruptly and bound his handkerchief around her eyes.
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