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One

Life usually changes slowly, almost imperceptibly, as one day
slides seamlessly into the next. And sometimes life changes in
the blink of an eye, with only the turn of a door handle to de-
marcate the end of one life and the start of another.

Emily Clemens stood motionless in the street, an island of
stillness amid the scurrying crowds, and stared at the wooden
door in front of her. Clutching her reticule before her like a
shield, as if to buffer herself from the change that turning the
handle would bring, she twisted the straps around with cold
fingers until they dug cruelly into her flesh.

Should she open the door and go inside? Or turn tail and
walk away again through the crowds, her dignity intact, back
to the school where she worked as an assistant teacher. Her
position, though a modest one and very poorly paid, at least
provided the basics of life, but there had to be more to life than

just a roof over her head and barely enough to eat.
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Just a few short months ago, stranded in the workhouse
with too little to eat and no prospect of escape, she would have
thought her current situation pure heaven. Now that she was
managing to survive, her dreams were fast growing wings.

The squalid despair of the workhouse still loomed too close
for comfort. Mere survival was not enough for her anymore.
She wanted to live. To experience everything the world had to
offer.

She nudged at a loose cobblestone with the toe of her boot.
Her best pair of boots, they were still new enough to pinch at
her toes, and her heels were rubbed into blisters from the long
walk through the busy streets.

Turn the door handle, or don’t turn. The choice was simple
when the problem was broken down to its most basic.

Slowly she turned the handle. It would be a pity if she were to
cover her heels in weeping red blisters for nothing. She had come
so far already. Just a bit more of a turn was all it would take.

“Keep it moving there.” A hoarse voice broke through the
general babble of the busy street and into her consciousness.
“This ain’t a public park, you know.”

She whirled around, the handle returning to its original po-
sition. The voice belonged to a burly drover brandishing a whip
as he maneuvered his cart through the narrow streets.

“Can’t a body stop for a moment’s rest?” she snapped back at
him as she inched closer to the door to ease his passage.

“Not if she’s in the middle of the street.” He shook the reins,

passing her with a few muttered curses. Whether they were
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aimed at her or at his sorry-looking nag, Emily wouldn’t venture
to guess.

The crowd had pushed her nearly right against the door.
She could no longer make out the lettering over the shop front
advertising “Mr. Twyford’s Excellent Photographic Equipment
and Services—all the way from the Americas.” But then, she
no longer needed to see it to know what it read. She had stud-
ied Mr. Twytford’s card for so long she knew every swirl of the
lettering by heart.

One of the passersby jostled her in the crowd. She regained
her balance with a jerk, and one of her reticule straps snapped
in two. She swore under her breath, a word that no lady ought
to know, but which she had picked up in the workhouse. If
she did not act now, she would regret it for the rest of her
days. This choice was not being forced upon her. She wanted to
change her life. A new path was opening for her, if only she had
the strength to follow it.

Before she could change her mind, she once again lifted one
gloved hand and without hesitation turned the handle, pushed
open the door, and walked inside.

The shop front was small and dark, with little room for any-
thing other than an oak desk and chair and the three large,
battered mahogany filing cabinets lining one wall. The piles of
books and photographic prints that covered the desk looked in
imminent danger of collapse, while several of the filing drawers
were half open with their papers spilling out onto the floor.

She paused, wondering if she was at the right place after all.
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The whole room was a picture of chaos, not the bustling busi-
ness she had expected. Had Mr. Twytford’s photographic studio
moved in the last few days? Or worse, had Mr. Twyford gone
back to the Americas to make his fortune there?

Just then she heard a noise from behind one of the side doors,
and Mr. Twytford himself entered the cluttered office, wiping
his mouth on a red-spotted pocket handkerchief.

His face broke out into a triumphant smile when he caught
sight of her. “Ah, Miss Clemens.” His nasal twang seemed hid-
eously out of place in this very English room. “T am delighted
to see you. I was beginning to wonder whether I would have
to hunt you down to bring you here. Indeed, I was thinking
it a shame that kidnapping is frowned upon in this otherwise
excellent country of yours. And that your Metropolitan Police
Force is so efficient.”

She inclined her head tightly. Her decision was not a jok-
ing matter. “I did not plan to come. But, as you can see, here
Iam...”

Sensing her annoyance, he cut her off without waiting for
her to finish. “I was just having some luncheon. Will you come
out to the back and eat with me?”

“I...ITam not hungry. I did not bring any luncheon with me.”
In such moments as these, her poverty grated fiercely on her.

“No matter.” He strode over to the door and flipped a
couple of coins to one of the urchins lurking in the street out-
side. “Fetch me a meat pie and some more coffee from Mrs.

Pattinger’s stall on the corner. And make it quick.”
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The grubby child scampered away, the coins clutched in his
fist. The door slammed after him, causing Emily to stare once
more at the door handle, but this time from the inside. She had
made her choice—her fate was set.

In just a moment the boy was back again with his purchases.
Mr. Twyford took the food and marched her into an adjoining
room. This room contained yet another desk in complete disar-
ray, and a worn armchair and a rickety card table that crowded
one corner. He laid out the coffee and pie on the table, which
already bore a steaming mug and a plate with another large pie
with one bite taken out of it. From the look of things, she’d
interrupted him just as he’d started his meal.

He pulled out the only chair and sat her down at the card
table, taking an upturned box for himself. “So, Miss Clemens,
you want to be my model?”

Emily took a swallow of the coffee. It was hot and surpris-
ingly good. Better than the tepid water and skim milk that
they called tea at Mrs. Herrington’s School for Fashionable La-
dies. “I need the money.” It was true enough—the extra coins
she brought in would make life easier for her and her sisters.
But it was not the thought of a few extra coins that had brought
her halfway across London—it was the hope of a new life.

He eyed her serviceable walking dress, her new bonnet. “Ex-
cuse me for saying so, but you don’t look in dire straits to me.”

Angered by his tone, she set down her knife and fork. “Does
it matter to you what I need the money for?” Poverty came in

many guises and did not always show on the outside.
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He shrugged. “I like to know what I'm dealing with. It’s the
American in me.”

“That doesn’t mean I have to tell you.” He had no knowl-
edge of what drove her, and no right to judge her for being pre-
pared to sell what he was so anxious to buy. He would use her
to make a living, and in her turn she would use him to make a
name for herself. His photos would help her become known all
over London to those with the money to buy such luxuries as
an expensive and desirable mistress. Her.

A fair enough bargain, in her book.

“Hmm.” He looked at her critically as he chewed and swallowed
a large mouthful of pie. “Have you done any modeling before?”

She shook her head. “None. But I am prepared to learn.”

A frown creased his forehead, knitting his eyebrows to-
gether. “T want a professional model, not a lady or an amateur.
I want someone who is hungry for success, one who will do
whatever it takes to make her mark. Pm an ambitious man, and
photography is my profession. I need a model who will turn
up on time, regularly, week after week, not someone who will
treat it as an amusing pastime, as something to fill in the day if
she has nothing better to do.”

“I do not want a pastime—I want a new life. Modeling for
you will help me to achieve my aim.” She did not feel the need to
explain to him exactly what the new life she was aiming at was.

Her words must have come out sharper than she intended.
He flashed a disarming smile. “Come now, Miss Clemens, I was

not trying to offend you, just stating my case. Let’s not quarrel
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over luncheon. The food will grow cold. We can talk business
when we have finished eating.”

She glared at him. He was the one who had invited her here;
he was the one who had offered her work as his model. She had
not asked for anything. Now that she had found the courage to
take him up on his offer, he could not get cold feet and decide
he had no use for her after all. This was her chance to find her-
self a man to treat her as a pampered mistress, and by heaven,
she was going to take it. With her life insulated from petty
cares, oh, how she would revel in her freedom.

Still, she followed his example and made quick inroads into
her meat pie and coftee. An ex-workhouse brat, even one turned
lady again, did not turn down free food when it was oftered. Es-
pecially not when the pie was hot and tasty and she had walked
several miles since a rather meager breakfast.

She finished before he did. Pushing her plate aside, she
propped her elbows on the card table and stared at him sur-
reptitiously from under her lashes.

He was just as handsome here in this dingy back room as he
had been when she had first seen him in the park last Sunday
afternoon. Wild and full of vigor he had seemed then, too large
for the small park where he had been selling his wares—tintype
photographs for a penny a piece. He’d tried his sales patter on
her, clearly thinking her a likely prospect, but she had put him
off rather brusquely. She was merely a poorly paid teacher, she
told him, with no money for such luxuries as photographs.

He’d stared at her then, seeing her in a new light as a woman
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rather than as a target for his sales patter and his practiced charm.
After introducing himself, he’d handed her his card and asked her
to call on him to be his model if she could not afford the fee to
have her photos taken for herself. The money, he had promised,
would be excellent. Far more than she could earn any other way.

That promise, and the thought of what it might lead to, had
lured her here.

In this little back room, he seemed to crackle with suppressed
fire. His red-brown hair stood out from his head in corkscrew
curls, as if it was simply too full of life to lay down neatly across
his brow, and the dark stubble on his cheek and chin showed
that it was several days since he had made use of a razor.

His eyes, shaded as they were with sweeping lashes, spar-
kled green and gold. He was so full of vitality that he made her
want to dance around the room and jump about and sing just
for the sheer joy of being alive.

He was not, she supposed, classically handsome. For a start,
he was taller than was strictly called for, and his arms and legs
were long and gangly, as if he had never quite grown into them.
His hair was too near auburn and too untamed for beauty, and
his nose was too big for his face, not to mention that it had a
bump on it where it had clearly been broken and knitted badly.
His clothing—baggy dockworker trousers and a loose shirt—
was casual almost to the point of being not quite respectable.
But the dark hairs on his arms where he had pushed up his
shirt sleeves looked soft and inviting, and his mouth could

tempt any woman to forget her good upbringing.
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Not that he was consciously seductive. Far from it. Though
he seemed oblivious to the eftect he was having on her, she felt
the lure of his energy and of his passion keenly. She wanted to
share in his passion, to live her life to the full as he lived his.
She wanted to bask in the warmth of his personality, to share
in his zest for living,.

She wanted to kiss him, to taste his passion and fire.

Enticing. That was the word for him. Just watching him sit-
ting in front of her, simply eating his luncheon, made her mind
wander in directions she wasn’t sure it ought to be wandering
in. She should save such thoughts for the prosperous men who
might want to bankroll her.

He took his last mouthful and set down his knife and fork.
“Maybe you do need the money,” he said, giving a telling look
at her already empty plate.

“It’s the workhouse brat in me,” she replied, her voice sav-
agely sweet, bringing her imagination ruthlessly to heel again.
There was danger in thinking such thoughts about a man who
was way beneath her notice. He was not even a gentleman.
A gentleman would not comment on her table manners. Of
course, he was an American, not a gentleman. “If you didn’t eat
up quickly in the workhouse, someone else would steal your
dinner and eat it for you.”

His eyes widened. “You’ve come a long way since your work-
house days.”

“It’s amazing what changes a woman can make in a year or

two if she really wants to.”
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He leaned on his elbows and stared at her, as she had done
to him just moments before. His scrutiny was not as idle as
hers had been—she could feel his glance as it traveled over
her, taking in everything about her, missing nothing. He was
assessing her, sizing her up. “So you are interested in becoming
my model?”

She stared straight back at him, not turning her head or
flinching as he openly assessed her. “T am.”

“I want to take photographs of you.” He dropped his gaze to
the table, suddenly unable to look her in the eyes. “You know
I am a photographer.”

His unease sent prickles up and down her spine. “Yes, I do.”

“Photographs like this.” He turned around and grabbed a
stack of small cards from the shelf behind him and thrust them
across the table at her. “I want you to model for photographs
like this.”

Emily spread the cards out across the table. As she had ex-
pected they were photographs of attractive, young women. And,
also as she had expected, the women were not fully clothed.
Not naked, not by any means. There was hardly a square inch
of bare flesh showing. Still, they did not have a gown among
them. Plenty of undergarments: corsets, stockings, petticoats
in profusion, but no gowns.

“They are tamer than I had expected,” she remarked, pick-
ing up each one and looking at it in turn. Not that their tame-
ness made them any more acceptable. The merest sniff that she

had so much as considered posing for such photographs would
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have her lose her position as assistant teacher faster than she
could put her clothes back on. Not that she cared overmuch
about that. It was a risk she was only too happy to take in pur-
suit of her dreams.

Mr. Twytord breathed an audible sigh of relief at her lack of
reaction. “You are not shocked? Disgusted?”

She shrugged. “I am not a fool. Photographers do not offer
large sums of money to young women to take photographs of
them with all their clothes on.”

“Yet you came anyway?” He raised an eyebrow. “You must
want the money badly.”

She picked up one of the photographs delicately between her
thumb and forefinger and studied it carefully. She could do this.
“What do you propose to pay me for photographs like these?”

“A pound a week if you will pose for me every Sunday af-
ternoon from two until four.” His offer came out on a rush of
breath.

Fifty pounds a year? Just for taking off her gown and stand-
ing still for an afternoon? It was as much as she made as a
teacher, working six days a week giving lessons. The sale of
naughty photographs must be very lucrative. It boded well for
her new career.

Notwithstanding the generous offer, she was sure he could
afford to pay her even better and she was not above bargain-
ing. Her father had been a merchant until his bankruptcy and
she had learned more than her alphabet at his knee. A good

businessman’s opening offer was never his final one.
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“It is more than most women can earn honestly in a week,”
he added, mistaking her hesitation for reluctance.

“It is a risk. I am a schoolteacher.” She drew her eyebrows
together, as if only now were the ramifications of her decision
dawning on her. “If it were to become known that I pose for such
photographs, I would lose my position and never find another.”

“I cannot offer you more.”

That was exactly what she wanted to test. “If T am going to
take such a risk, if—" She paused, letting her hesitation sink
in. “Then I want a half share in the profits as well.”

That floored him. “You want what?”

“T want a pound a week and a half share in the profits.” It
was her body going on display, not his. She would more than
earn her fee. “Given I will have a considerable stake in the suc-
cess of our venture, it will encourage me to work harder for you
than I otherwise might have done, naturally.”

“T could pick up half a dozen girls off the street who would
not ask such outrageous terms,” he grumbled. “They would
work for a couple of shillings a time and be grateful for it.”

“Then why didn’t you ask one of them to be your model?”
She finally asked him the question that had been burning her
for days. “Why did you ask me?”

Eric Twyford looked at the young woman sitting in front
of him, her hands folded primly in her lap. She was asking a
lot of him—a full half of the profits of his new endeavor. He

was tempted to toss her out the door without ceremony for her

cheek.
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Though, to be fair, her demand was not completely outra-
geous. He did not stand to lose anything but his time and a
small investment if his photographs did not take. Miss Emily
Clemens stood to lose her reputation.

English people were funny about such a little thing as a rep-
utation. Personally, he couldn’t see the point of having a good
reputation and no money—he would much rather it be the
other way around. He admired Miss Emily for being willing to
risk losing hers for the sake of a good business deal.

It was hard to imagine her as a teacher. Even in her modest
grey gown done up to the neck and fastened tightly about her
fragile wrists, she looked like a schoolboy’s wet dream. If he’d
had a teacher who looked like her, he might have paid more at-
tention to his school books.

He knew exactly why he had approached her out of the blue
in the park and asked her to model for him. It was more than her
looks—he had seen plenty of women who were just as pretty as
she was and they had all left him unmoved. What had instantly
attracted him to her was a combination of things—the way she
moved as if she were made of water, the fullness of her mouth
that made a man long to kiss her, the glint of laughter in her
eyes even when she looked her most fierce, the swell of her hips
under her drab navy gown, and the tendril of hair that escaped
her bonnet to curl across the nape of her neck. She was tempta-
tion wrapped up in the guise of untouched innocence.

If he were to take on any other model, his profits were not a

sure thing. The young woman sitting in front of him was. He
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was sure he could look all over London for a year and not find
the same unconscious blend of innocence and sensuality that
had made him react so strongly to her. After years of photo-
graphing people, he knew instinctively who would photograph
well and who wouldn’t. There were plenty of beautiful women
around, even here in damp old London, but only a few who
could carry their beauty into a photograph. The camera would
love her face.

He would not be the only man in London who would react
the same way to her—he would stake all he owned on it. With
Emily Clemens as his model, he would make more money than
he had dreamed of. He was as sure of that as he could be of
anything,

No other English girl he had met could hold a candle to her
sensuality. Her skin was smooth and fair, her cheeks tinged
with the palest pink. Her hair was smooth and straight, and
as brown and glossy as a robin’s wing. But it was her eyes that
captured him, with their innocent gaze full of promise, and of
unrequited ambition. They were a deep violet-blue, one of her
many fine features, but the one he could never capture on his
black-and-white film.

Oh, to be able to capture her likeness in reds and greens and
blues. If he could but capture her in glorious, vivid color, he
would become wealthy enough to rival even the Vanderbilts.
As it was, even in black and white she would make his fortune
for him.

To be fair, she deserved to share in his good fortune.
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Half of the profits was more than he was prepared to pay,
but the success of his plan hinged on her pretty face and well-
shaped body, and her willingness to display them to advantage.
If she demanded a stake in his success, he would have to yield.
“You know why I asked you. Look in the mirror and see for
yourself.”

Looking somewhat bemused, she raised one shoulder in an
elegant shrug. He’d wager that her shoulders were as white
and smooth as her face, gently sloped and just begging for the
touch of a man’s hand. “There is nothing extraordinary about
me. With or without my gown.”

Surreptitiously he adjusted his trousers under the table.
He’d better stop his thoughts going down that track right now,
before he took this any further. She was his model, and nothing
more. He needed to get his mind oft how she would look in her
undergarments and concentrate on the money that she would
bring him.

Money. That was what was driving him. Wealth. Success.
The ability to hold his head up proudly in any company in the
land. Though he had been born in the gutters of New York, he
would make it to the top. He would make his mother proud of
him. All the sacrifices she had made to bring him up, to give
him a good education and a decent start in life, would not be
wasted.

Sex would be a distraction to his task in hand. Worse, if she
were to become any man’s mistress, his mistress, she might lose

that look of sensual innocence that no man could resist. His
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fortune was not going to be ruined because his cock stood up in
his trousers at the mere thought of touching her bare shoulder.
Mixing business and pleasure was a recipe for disaster.

Typically, his cock was not as easily subdued as he could
have wished. It continued to bulge in his trousers, refusing
to be tamed into submission. No matter. He’d had plenty of
untimely cockstands before and lived. Given time, her barely
clothed body would be as familiar to him as his own, and would
no longer engender any awkward desire in him.

Right now, she represented the lure of the forbidden be-
cause, as an innocent and as his model, she was doubly off-lim-
its to him. “A pound a week and twenty percent of the profits,”
he countered, to get matters moving along before he started to
fixate on his distractingly throbbing erection. “After allowing
for my expenses for printing and distribution.”

“Thirty-five percent after expenses.”

“A pound a week and twenty-five percent of the profits.
That’s my best offer.”

“Settled,” she said hastily, as if she were afraid he would
change his mind if she dithered any longer. “Of course, I shall
reserve the right to look over the accounts so I can be sure you
are not cheating me.”

A common enough practice between business partners, but
he baulked at the unspoken inference that she could not trust
him. He had never cheated anyone in his life, and wasn’t about
to start. “T do not want a stranger looking over my affairs.”

“There will be no need for that. I shall look at them myself.”
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That got his attention. “What would you know of accounts?”

“Among other things, in my current post I teach mathemat-
ics. And I helped to keep the books for my father when he was
alive.”

She hid a keen mind behind that facade of gentle innocence,
then. Maybe she was the answer to more than one of his prob-
lems. He hated bookkeeping with a passion. “If you’re as good
with accounts as you claim to be, T'll pay you two pounds a
week if you will clean up the books as well as model for me.”

A frown creased her face, making him want to kiss it off her
and smooth the lines from her brow. “What state are they in at
the moment?”

He grabbed a box from the corner and tipped an assort-
ment of loose papers onto the card table. “My books.” He was
sure the papers were all there—he’d gathered them from all
over the studio just the week before, promising himself that he
would make a start on them when he had a free moment and
was in the mood to figure it all out. So far, he hadn’t managed
to find that free moment when he was in the mood.

“I can see I will have to take on the extra work,” she replied
tartly, “if T am ever to see a penny of the profits I am owed.
How could you possibly tell anything from that . . . that chaos?
I should make a start on them this afternoon.”

“Modeling first.” His cock gave a great leap of agreement.
“You can tackle the books later.”

She bit her bottom lip in a movement of unconscious sen-

suality. “You want to start on the photographing right away?
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This afternoon?”

“There’s no time like the present. Come with me.” He walked
briskly through the shop front, and on into an airy space with
a central tableau of a large, stone bench and his imposing wood
and brass camera mounted on its sturdy tripod. The roof and
most of the walls were made completely of glass, allowing the
spring sunlight to stream in, and the floor was tiled with a
dark slate. Just outside the windows lay a small patch of gar-
den full of spring flowers and the whole was surrounded by a
brick wall for privacy. Though the studio was fully enclosed,
the glass made it feel as though it were an extension of the gar-
den. The whole area was a haven of light and calm in the midst
of the foggy metropolis that was London.

He watched her reaction with smug pleasure. “My studio.”
He loved it when people had the same visceral response to it
as he did whenever he walked in the door. “You can sit on the
bench to start with.” From a heap in the corner he picked up a
length of red velvet, gave it a perfunctory shake and arranged
it on top of the bench. “That will make a good backdrop—
sumptuous and textured, but uncluttered.”

She eyed it doubtfully, picking at a loose thread with a fin-
gernail. “Are you sure?”

Now that he looked at it with his photographer’s eye, it was
rather tatty. He eyed it thoughtfully before deciding it would
have to do. “The worn patches won’t show up badly on the
film, and you will be lying on the worst of them anyway. We

can always add in an extra drape if we need to. Get yourself
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ready while I set up the camera in the right place.”

His camera was a thing of beauty. He traced his fingers over
its smooth lines, loving the warmth of the wood juxtaposed
with the cold brass. His camera was his mistress, his lover.
He knew every inch of it, and loved it better than he loved
flesh and blood. His camera never let him down, never was
unpredictable or demanding. It asked for nothing but care and
respect, and it would repay him by fulfilling his dreams of suc-
cess.

Behind his camera he felt powerful, as if he was seeing and
experiencing life in a whole new way. With his camera in his
hand, he would conquer the world.

He and his camera were soon set up and ready to go.

Not so Miss Emily Clemens. She stood in the center of the
studio, exactly as he had left her. He turned to her, irritated by
her inaction. “You're pretty enough, but no one will pay good
money for a photograph of you with all your clothes on,” he
said acerbically. Time was a-wasting and the light would soon
be growing dim. Now that he had found his model, he wanted
to get started immediately. He’d spent enough time finding
the right young woman. The sight of her in his studio made his
fingers itch to train his camera on her.

“What do you want me to do?” she asked, her voice tremu-
lous.

“Take oft your gown for starters. Let’s see what I have to

work with.”
“The door.”
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He looked at her, not understanding.

“It leads onto your shop front.”

“Oh, for heaven’s sake,” he said, striding to the door and
turning the key in the lock. “No one ever comes into the shop
without an appointment. Sometimes I hardly have a single walk-
in customer for days. Still, if it makes you happy . . .” He fought
to keep a scowl of impatience off his face. He had to remember
that Miss Clemens was new to this game and would need a
little coddling at first. There was no use in having a frightened,
timorous model who broke down in tears if a stranger stuck his
head around the door.

The door once locked, Miss Emily turned her back on him. After
discarding her boots and furtively removing her woolen stockings,
she started on the row of buttons down the back of her dress.

“Here, let me,” he offered, after watching her struggle with
the buttons in the middle of her back.

Her body twitched away from the touch of his fingers. “I
can do it.”

“It will be quicker if T help you.”

She stood still and let him unfasten the last of the buttons.
Once they were all undone, he pushed the dress off her shoul-
ders. It slid down her body, pooling at her feet.

Her shoulders were as white and smooth as he had imagined
them. Of its own volition, one of his hands reached out and
brushed the firm, white skin.

She jerked away as if his touch was poison. “Touching me

was not part of the agreement we have made.” Her voice was
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cold enough to freeze the Thames. “You can take photographs
of me, but that is all.”

“Your chemise was crooked,” he lied, still feeling the heat of
her tingling on his fingers. “I was adjusting it.”

She sniffed. “If anything about my attire displeases you, tell
me, and I will adjust it myself.”

She was touchy, this new model of his, and possessed a sharp
tongue. It was just as well that zhar side of her would not be
evident in his photographs. “Turn around for me,” he said, all
business again. “I need to see your lines, the proportions of
your limbs, work out which is your best side. People are not
precisely symmetrical. I need to discover from which angle the
camera likes you best.”

Her teeth clenched together to stop them from chattering
with fear, Emily turned around like a clockwork doll, allowing
him to inspect her on all sides.

“Your undergarments are not the most alluring I have ever
seen.” His voice sounded as though he had just stepped in
something nasty.

“What did you expect? Silk and lace?” She pulled a face. “T
am a schoolteacher. My salary barely pays for cotton. I have
nothing left over for French lace.”

“Cotton won’t sell photographs,” he muttered to himself.

“I cannot help it.”

“Cotton won’t sell photographs,” he repeated, louder this
time. “Do you have any other undergarments? Anything a lit-

tle more daring?”

21



Lec/a Swann

She cast her mind over the contents of her wardrobe. All her
undergarments, like her day dresses, were plain and serviceable
and thoroughly unexciting. Grateful as she was that her sister
Caroline’s husband had outfitted her and her sisters so gener-
ously, she desperately wished for a few pretty things. Pretty,
frivolous, impractical things whose main function was to make
the wearer feel good about herself. “None much different from
the ones ’'m wearing.”

“Damn and blast. I will have to buy you some more suitable
ones. Yet more money down the drain before I earn a single penny.”

“Shall T get dressed again then?” Even if it meant that she
wouldn’t be earning the extra pound for modeling this week,
she hardly cared. She would get a week’s reprieve before she
tumbled headlong into her scandalous new life, and at least she
would earn the extra pound for cleaning up the mess of Mr.
Twyford’s books. That had to be worth something.

Accounting was more her style than modeling in her under-
garments, anyway. She didn’t know why she’d ever thought
she could make a name for herself as a postcard model and at-
tract a wealthy protector. After all, she had always been known
as the clever Clemens sister, while her elder sister Caroline had
been the pretty one. She may as well put her brain to good use.
It was what she was best at doing.

“No, don’t.” He stopped her with one hand on her arm.
“We’ll have to improvise. Come sit down and T’ll see if I can
hide the plainness of your undergarments as well as shabbiness

of the draperies. T'll have to be a miracle worker.”
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Emily sat down, her hands folded primly in her lap, her back
straight and her bare knees rubbing together under her shift.
This was hopeless. Her career as a postcard girl was going to be
over before it had begun, and all because she hadn’t the faintest
scrap of silk or lace on her pantalettes. No one would buy a pic-
ture of her in a plain cotton shift. No one was that desperate.
She could see her hopes go up in smoke in front of her eyes.

“Loosen up. You look as if you were on the way to the guil-
lotine.”

Mr. Twyford was laughing at her. Openly laughing at her as
she sat in front him dressed only in her shift. Her temper started
to rise. “If you don’t like the way I am sitting,” she snapped,
“then tell me what I should be doing. I am no mind reader.”

“Relax. Feel how beautiful you are. Until you feel your own
beauty, you will never make others feel it. Especially not in a
photograph.”

“I do not feel in the slightest bit beautiful. On the contrary, I
feel silly sitting here in my cotton shift. Silly and quite horribly
embarrassed.” And more vulnerable than she liked to admit,
even to herself. If he were to prove untrustworthy, she could
not easily escape him and run out onto the street, not half-
dressed as she was. The thought that she was trapped in here
with him until she got dressed again unnerved her.

“You look beautiful.”

“T do?” Her temper waned just a little. She could not stay
too angry at a man who called her beautiful, and sounded so

sincere when he said it.
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“You look beautiful,” he repeated. “Young, innocent, and
untouched.”

“T am innocent and untouched.”

“And a little frightened. That is the look we need to get rid
of—the scared rabbit face. You need to look confident in your
own skin.”

She stuck out her bottom lip. “I do not look like a frightened
rabbit. I am not scared of anything.”

“That is better. But not so mulish, either. We don’t want
you looking like a stubborn donkey.”

She had to laugh. Is that the way he saw her? A scared rabbit
or a stubborn donkey? Her innocence seemed to be in no dan-
ger from him, at any rate. Despite his attempt at comforting
lies, he clearly did not find her particularly attractive in her
plain undergarments.

The thought made her more stubborn than ever, though she
took care to feel it only on the inside rather than show it on
her face. She would make him think her beautiful. Her future
prospects depended on making men think she was irresistible.
If nothing else, he would be good to practice on.

Besides, he had no cause for looking down his nose at her.
True, she was no raving beauty, but then neither was he. His
energy, rather than his looks, made him so attractive.

She would have to use the same tricks as he did uncon-
sciously, and make up for her lack of classical beauty with her
other attributes.

Feel her beauty. That was his advice. She closed her eyes and
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thought back to the time when she had last felt beautiful. It
was a long time ago, months ago, when her father had still been
alive and she had had plenty of money to spend on lacy under-
garments and silk dresses. Cotton and serge were nowhere to
be found in her wardrobe then.

A pale pink silk dress had been her particular favorite.
She imagined herself dressed in it now, the material swishing
around her ankles.

“Open your eyes.”

Reluctantly she opened them. The dream was so much easier
to keep alive when she could not see the stark reality of plain
navy serge in front of her.

As she opened her eyes, he operated the shutter of the cam-
era. “Hold still . . . good. That is much better. What were you
thinking of to change so much? Your sweetheart?”

“T was thinking of a pink dress I used to wear, when my fa-
ther was still alive.” The memory of her father made the smile
fade from her face. How things had changed since his suicide.
He would have been horrified to find her in a photographer’s
studio taking off her clothes for money.

Or maybe her father would not be so surprised. He had
known when he pulled the trigger that his children would be
left with nothing. Sometimes she hated him for it.

“Whatever it was, keep on thinking about it. It made you
look delicious. But keep your eyes open this time.”

With her eyes open, she could not keep the vision of the pink

dress in her mind. Instead she focused on the man in front of
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her. What would he look like if he were the one sitting in front
of her in his undergarments and she were behind the camera
taking photographs of him? The thought made a secret smile
flit over her face. No doubt he would be shocked if he were to
know the direction her thoughts were taking.

He operated the shutter again, capturing the look for eter-
nity. “Inever knew a woman could have such naughty thoughts
about a pink dress. Are you sure you are not thinking about
your young man?”’

She gave a haughty sniff. “I'm too poor to attract a follower.
I don’t have one to think about.”

If she were to have a follower, though, a man who wanted
her for herself and not for the image of expensive exclusivity
she proposed to sell to the highest bidder, she would want him
to look just like Mr. Twyford. Not fat and contented like most
of the men she had once known, but lean and hungry as if he
wanted more of everything. More of life itself.

She let her mind wander as she gazed at him.

He had taken off his jacket and rolled up his shirtsleeves.
Dark hair covered his golden-brown arms in thick auburn curls.
She licked her lips as she looked at him. There was something
about him that made her want to sidle up to him and press her
body against his.

Sexual attraction—that’s all it was. The same need that made
tomcats howl in the night as they prowled over the rooftops.

For the first time, she understood what they were howling

about.
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Emily stared at him as he stepped out from behind the cam-
era to adjust the settings on the front. The fabric of his trou-
sers stretched tight across his buttocks as he squatted down to
make a final adjustment on the tripod. Taut and muscular like
the rest of him, they made her mouth water.

She didn’t usually notice men’s buttocks. In her experience
they usually weren’t worth noticing. Mr. Green, the caretaker
at the school, looked as if his bottom would be tough and
stringy—worse even than the beef stew the cook served up at
mealtimes. The fathers of her pupils who came to collect them
at the half-term—she had spied a couple of them from the win-
dow when they arrived in their fancy carriages—all had fat,
spreading bottoms. She had no wish to see them without a de-
cent covering over them, imagining they would be flabby and
saggy and altogether nasty.

Mr. Twyford’s bottom was in a different class altogether. It was
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the sort of bottom that begged to be fondled, that called out to be
touched and stroked, to have its lean firmness fully appreciated.
It was a pity he was far too poor to be of any interest to her.

He finished adjusting the tripod and turned around.

Emily gulped. His buttocks were not the only bulge in the
room that begged to be fondled. The front of his trousers was
tented out in a sizeable erection. It caught her eye and she could
not look away.

He caught the direction of her gaze and a flush of red mot-
tled his face. With a muffled curse, he turned his back on her.
“Don’t take it personally.” His voice came out strangled. “It’s
just . . . just something that happens once in a while.”

Her mouth twitched as she tried not to smile. Whatever
sorry excuse he made for his current condition, it was proof
positive he wasn’t completely invulnerable to her semi-naked-
ness. Maybe her cotton shift didn’t look so bad after all. Or
maybe her naughty thoughts were lending an aura of sultry
promise to her appearance. “I won’t.”

Whatever the reason, it let her know she was doing some-
thing right. This was exactly the reaction she wanted to pro-
voke in all the men who would be buying postcards of her.
They needed to lust after her, to reach after the tantalizing
promise of something more substantial, the promise that would
never be fulfilled. To them, she would be an unattainable god-
dess, a woman to fantasize about in the dead of night when all
around them was dark and cold, and she would have the same

effect on them as she had on Mr. Twyford.
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By now he had scuttled safely behind his camera, affording
her only the merest glimpse of hard thigh as he fumbled with
the settings. “Try a different position. Recline on one of your
elbows, or lie right down on one side and look at me. You look
a bit stiff just sitting there.”

“Looking stiff isn’t always bad,” she remarked to no one in
particular, as she lay down on the bench, her head propped up
against her elbow. “It all depends on your perspective, I sup-
pose.” It was naughty of her, she knew, and he would think her
a wanton, but the temptation to tease him was irresistible.

To her secret delight, his face flamed red as the sunset again.
For a man who made his living by taking risqué photographs
of young women in their underwear, he was surprisingly strait-
laced and easily embarrassed. His unease perversely made her
feel more comfortable in his company. He did not come across
as a practiced rake. Not in the least. When he could not hide
his tall frame behind his camera, he was as shy of her naked-
ness as she was. Her innocence would surely be safe with him.

It would be good, though, if she could make him want to
seduce her, even if he made no moves to actually do so. Given
that she planned to make a living as a rich man’s mistress, she
needed to be able to make herself irresistible to men. If nothing
else, he would provide her with some practice.

He hid his embarrassment behind his camera once again.
“Raise your head a little,” he instructed her, his voice brusque.
“And let your toes peek out from under the hem of your shift.”

She arranged herself as he asked, holding herself still with
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each pose as he took one photograph after another, until the
afternoon shadows began to creep over the studio.

Eventually he put his camera aside. “The light’s going, and
it’s getting cold here under all this glass. We’ll have to move
inside for the final shot and use some background flash.”

She rose from the stone bench, shaking her limbs to get the
stiffness out of them. Now that the spring sun was gone, the re-
mains of winter could be felt in the chill of the air. Though she
had not noticed her physical discomfort while she was posing, now
that she was moving again she felt how the coldness of the bench
had seeped into her bones. “T hope inside is a little warmer.”

He threw a sharp look in her direction. “You’re not too cold,
I hope?” His look softened considerably as he caught sight of
her nipples, which had hardened to pebbles in the cool air.

Self-consciously, she drew her arms to her chest, only too
aware of her condition. Blowing on her hands and stomping her
bare feet up and down to warm them, she nodded. “T didn’t
realize how chilly it was getting out here. P'm not in the habit
of sitting around in my underwear.”

Leaving his camera for the moment, he hurried to unlock
and push the workroom door open for her. “Wrap yourself in
a blanket and get yourself warm by the gas fire. I cannot have
my new model catching a chill.”

“Indeed, no. It would be bad for business if I had an ugly red
nose and puffy eyes,” she agreed wryly, as she hobbled into the
more insulated and better-heated part of his studio, making a

beeline for the heat and light of the gas fire.

30



Mistress

He handed her a thick woolen blanket and she wrapped herself
in it gratefully. “Very bad,” he agreed, with the hint of a grin.

Wrapped in wool and toasted by the fire, she soon warmed
up again. Even her feet started to get some feeling back into
them, which was a mixed blessing, since her blisters started to
ache all over again as her feet thawed out. She wasn’t looking
forward to the walk home. By the time she returned to Mrs.
Herrington’s School for Fashionable Ladies, dinner would be
well over. She’d have to spend a few precious pennies on a cur-
rant bun from a street stall as she hobbled back.

Mr. Twyford had spent the time hauling his camera gear
into the warmer room and setting it up in front of her. “One
indoor photograph and then T’ll be done with you.”

She pulled a face at him, slave driver that he was, and
wrapped the blanket tighter around her shoulders. At this rate,
her pound a week would be well earned.

He ignored her brief mutiny. “On the armchair, I think. Curl
up in it and tuck your feet underneath.”

Curled up in the armchair it felt just like she was sitting in her
father’s armchair in his study, waiting for him to come home.

He looked at her critically through the camera. “It’s too dark
in here, even for a night shot. 'm going to have to use a flash.
And practice a half-smile for me while I get it ready. A little
more ‘come-hither’ and a little less ‘little-girl-lost’.”

Obediently she tried out a few different smiles, pouting her
lips into a kiss and giving him the most inviting “come-hither”

look that she could summon.
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There was a bang and a flash of light, immediately followed
by a thick, acrid smoke that billowed out through the room.
Emily gave a startled squeak and leaped out of the armchair.

Mr. Twytord appeared from behind the cloud of smoke, wav-
ing it away from his face with both hands. “Uugh, nasty stuff,
that magnesium powder. I won’t be able to take another shot
until the room clears. That’s why I take my photographs in the
natural light of the conservatory whenever I can.”

“You'll set fire to yourself.” The smoke billowing through
the room made her eyes water and she coughed. “If you haven’t
already.”

“T have, once or twice. But not recently,” he amended hast-
ily, seeing the look on her face. “I'm much better at judging the
quantities now and it hardly ever sets anything else alight.”

She snifted. “I hope the photograph was worth it.”

His smile spoke of nothing but confidence in his abilities.
“One of the best of the session, I can promise you.”

Her outer garments were still out in the studio. Tiptoeing
out in her bare feet, she gathered them up and brought them
inside. “Do you have a private place where I can get dressed?”
She knew it was silly to feel shy about dressing in front of the
man who had just been taking pictures of her in her underwear,
but she could not help feeling that getting dressed was so much
more intimate and personal than taking her clothes off.

Thankfully, he seemed to understand. Turning his back on
her, he ruffled ostentatiously through a pile of papers on his

desk. “T’ll set up a screen for you next week.”
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She pulled her dress on again as quickly as she could, fol-
lowed by her stockings and boots. When she had done up ev-
ery last button, she turned around to face Mr. Twyford again.
“You can stop rustling about in your papers now. I'm perfectly
decent once more.”

He turned around. “A pity. I liked you so much better in
your shift.”

“So, I hope, will all your prospective customers,” she replied
tartly.

“My sentiments exactly.” He took out his wallet, counted
out five battered pound notes and passed them over to her.

She looked at the money suspiciously, making no move to
tuck it away. “You only owe me one pound.” What was he try-
ing to buy from her now?

“One pound for the modeling today. One pound in advance
to sort out my books to encourage you to persevere in the task.
And three pounds for . . .”

“For?” she prompted him.

“T have no experience in buying women’s undergarments,” he
muttered, his ears an interesting shade of pink. “I have no idea
whether they cost three shillings or thirty guineas, but three
pounds is all I can give you for them right now. Buy the prettiest
things you can. Lace pantalettes, silk stockings, bustiers, what-
ever it is that you women wear. Think sexy when you choose
them. Sexy and skimpy. The less there is of them the better.”

“Do you trust me to come back next week, then?”

The thin smile he gave her did not reach his eyes. “T have the
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pictures I have taken. 'm sure the headmistress of the school
you work for would be interested to receive a copy, and to be
informed about the bargain we have struck.”

He certainly had a point there. She tucked the five pounds
away in her reticule, fumbling with the broken strap. The three
extra pounds would be enough to buy her a pair of silk stock-
ings and some pretty underthings. How she would enjoy going
shopping for some real silk and lace once again, even if it meant
she had to model them for Mr. Twyford afterwards. Especially if
it meant she had to model them for Mr. Twyford afterwards. It
would be such good practice.

“And use a few pennies to take an omnibus back to the
school where you work.”

If she were not careful, her new earnings would be whittled
away a few pennies at a time with omnibuses and currant buns
and other luxuries. Such things would have to wait until she
found a wealthy patron. “T would enjoy the walk,” she lied.

“You can’t pull the wool over my eyes. I saw the blisters on
your feet. Not pretty. Now take my box of papers, take the om-
nibus home, and I will see you here next Sunday afternoon.”

Later that evening, Eric stood in his darkroom, ready to
start work. His gaslight, covered as it was with a dark red glass
shade, gave a faint glow to the room, barely enough to see by.
Knowing the darkroom as he did, that faint source of illumina-
tion would be enough. By now, he could develop negatives with
his eyes closed.

He drew on a clean pair of gloves to prevent smudging and

34



Mistress

carefully placed the first glass plate face up in the develop-
ing solution, handling it only by the edges to prevent spoiling
the light-sensitive coating that contained the precious image
within its depths. Once the plate was covered by the solution,
he stood back and watched as Emily Clemens’ likeness in nega-
tive gradually appeared on the coating of gelatin emulsion. The
outlines of her face and body looked faint and ghostlike at first
but grew darker and stronger as the solution took effect, until
she was there on the glass in front of him in black and white,
her pose and expression captured for eternity.

He never wearied of the magic of creating negatives out of
thin air, of seeing an image appear where there was none be-
fore. It made him feel like a magician—not a cheap one who
performed optical illusions and other showy tricks in front of
a gullible audience, but a maker of real magic who could com-
mand the power of the world at his fingertips.

Her image was clear now, and with a good depth of color.
Hastily he dunked the sheet of glass into a tub of clean water
to stop the developing process and prevent the picture from be-
coming too dark. A few swishes in that and he drew it out, still
dripping, and placed it carefully in the tub of finishing solution
to fix the image. Half an hour later, when the image was firmly
fixed on the negative, he pulled it out, gave it a final rinse, and
set it out to dry.

One by one, following this same slow, painful process, the
photographs he had taken of Emily that afternoon were devel-
oped and placed carefully on the drying rack. Taking care not

35



Lec/a Swann

to chip the delicate glass of the plates, he looked critically at
them. Though it was difficult to tell the quality of the images
while they were still negatives, with the light and dark areas of
the photograph reversed, still he was sure there would be some
excellent possibilities there.

They had damn well better be good enough to find a buyer.
Setting up shop in London had been more expensive than he
had expected, and the wealthy customers he needed were
slower to materialize than he had hoped. The five pounds he
had given Emily was almost the last ready cash he had in the
world. He had enough left to buy himself food for the next two
or three days, and then all his ready money would be gone and
it would be back to hustling tintypes in the park at a penny a
piece to get by on. Either that, or starve.

He allowed himself the luxury of a grimace at the thought.
He’d gone hungry plenty of times before, and each time the
hollowness in his belly hurt worse and the temptation to give
in to his despair was stronger. If he didn’t find a paying cus-
tomer for the postcards before the end of the week, his outlook

would be very gloomy indeed.

Monday’s lessons at Mrs. Herrington’s School for Fashionable La-
dies were a trial for Emily and her guilty conscience. Sure that
her visit to Mr. Twytford’s photography shop would be found out
and that she would be thrown out on her ear with nothing but the
clothes she stood up in, no position, and her reputation irretriev-

ably ruined before she had found the wealthy protector to make it
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all worth her while, her nerves were horribly on edge. She could
not concentrate on her pupils, and finally was reduced to giving
them an exercise to copy out by hand to keep them usefully oc-
cupied. Even then, her thoughts would not settle. The noise of a
door slamming several corridors away was enough to make her
jump and look nervously behind her, and when the headmistress
passed her in the hallway and gave her a wintry smile, her heart
felt as if it would burst out of her chest with terror.

But the slamming of the door was no precursor to anything
more dramatic, and the headmistress merely inclined her head
and passed her by, her shoes clip-clopping on the bare, wooden
floor. No one gave any sign whatsoever that anything was amiss,
and Emily finally made it through to the last lesson of the day.

Still, by the time she sank onto her narrow cot, removed her
slippers and stockings, and sank her sore feet into a basin of
warm, salted water, she was almost regretting the devil’s bar-
gain she had made. Never before had her conscience troubled
her for anything more serious than a purloined biscuit from her
father’s kitchen, or a length of ribbon she had borrowed from
one of her sisters without asking first.

After the first initial sharp sting of the salt on her blisters,
a pain that made her eyes water, the warmth of the water
soothed away the ache in her feet and lessened the pangs of
her conscience. Sitting there with her feet in the slowly cool-
ing water, she reached over for the box of muddled papers that
Mr. Twyford had handed her. Fixing up his books, at least, was

a respectable occupation and one for which she need feel no
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shame. In all good conscience she could not spend the pound
he had given her for tidying them up until she had earned it by
at least making a start on them.

She patted her pocketbook with glee. It might have been
a devil’s bargain she had struck, but how delightful it was to
have some money to call her own. The two pounds she had
earned were burning a hole in her pocket, not to mention the
three pounds he had given her for some new underthings.
Come Wednesday afternoon, when she and the other teachers
were free after an early dinner, she would walk down Oxford
Street, open an account at the Bank of England to bank her
own two pounds, and then spend every penny of the remainder
on something delightfully decadent and frivolous.

In the meantime, she had a heap of papers to organize. With
a sigh she started to sort out the jumble in front of her, order-
ing each paper by date. Once the papers were sorted and all the
incomings and outgoings accounted for, she could then draw up
a set of accounts for him to follow from now on.

And follow a system he must. She was not to be cheated out
of half of her profits in this new enterprise because her business
partner was too disorganized to keep track of his business deal-
ings. It might yet prove a necessary source of income if she found

herself too long without a wealthy man to take care of her.
Eric did not wake until early the next afternoon. Developing

the negatives had taken him most of the night. He’d finally
collapsed into bed shortly before dawn, the stack of glass plates
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taunting him from his workbench. His darkroom was merely
a tiny storeroom with heavy curtains pulled over the win-
dows—mnot an ideal workroom by any means. The drapes kept
out the worst of the moon and starlight, but had little effect
against the brighter rays of the sun. It meant he had to live a
strangely double life, developing his negatives only after dark-
ness fell and he could be sure not to ruin them with an ill-timed
shaft of light; and then printing the photographs themselves
when the sun was high in the sky and the pictures could be
exposed onto the paper to good effect.

He washed and ate hurriedly, and then moved to mix up the
batches of chemicals he needed, wanting to start the printing process
while it was still light enough to develop the photographs properly.

While he had been preparing the chemicals he needed, a
thick yellow fog had rolled in over the city from the river, ob-
scuring everything in its path. He always hated such London
fogs with a passion, but today he could almost have strangled
its billowing clouds of filth. With a fog like this cutting out
every vestige of daylight in its path, he would not be able to
start on the negatives before morning came. Another day lost,
another day gone before he could hope to see even a modest
profit on his undertaking,.

Clapping his hat on his head, he stomped out of the door into
the sulphurous clouds of fog. He’d print the photographs to-
morrow, whatever the weather threw at him. For now it would
do no harm to whet the appetites of the booksellers and have

them eager to buy his wares on the morrow.
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Emily kept at the books until nearly midnight, only putting them
aside when her weariness meant she could no longer keep her
eyes open. Mr. Twyford’s affairs were in a mess, a far worse mess
than she had expected even given the lax state of his bookkeep-
ing. It was just as well she’d been paid in advance for modeling
or she might never have seen a penny of what he owed her. He’d
been bleeding money ever since he’d set up shop in London, and
selling only a handful of cheap tintype photographs at a penny a
piece had meant he could barely keep his head above water.

Even on the first sorting of the papers it had been clear that
he had spent far more than he had earned over the last few
months. Only when she had started to write the figures up in
a ledger had the total amount of the shortfall been so frighten-
ingly obvious. Pounds spent on acquiring his new camera, yet
more on his tripod, shillings and shillings on chemicals, and
more than she liked to count on other supplies. According to
her sums, by now he had next to no money left at all.

Unless he had a few pounds stashed away somewhere that she
had no account of, Mr. Twyford was bankrupt. Or if he wasn’t
now, he very soon would be. He had nothing more to spend.
The three pounds in her pocketbook that were earmarked for
new underclothes now seemed to her to be an extravagance
that he simply could not afford.

As an equal partner in this venture, a venture that looked
increasingly likely to be a short-lived disaster, she simply could

not justify the expense. She would not repeat her father’s mis-
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take, the mistake that bankrupted him and had eventually cost
him his life, by spending more than she earned. If they were to
have any hope at all of making his photographs of her a success,
they could not starve themselves of capital to such an extent.

She was relying on these photographs to attract a patron. If
they failed to get her noticed, then she really would be in hot
water. She was not naive enough to think she could continue
in her teaching post for much longer now that she had started
modeling for postcards such as these. The truth of her pictures
would come out sooner or later, and then she would have to
leave. If the pictures flopped, she would have nothing. No pro-
tector and no job, either.

With a heavy heart, she undressed and climbed in between
her cold sheets. So much for her plans on a shopping expedition
to Oxford Street this coming week. There was no help for it—
her business sense and her conscience combined would not let

her do anything else. She would have to give the money back.

The following morning Eric had been up since early dawn to fin-
ish the contact prints; he paused to look out the window. The
day had turned bright, with the sun finally managing to pierce
through the sulfurous fog that had lain across the city all night.

A small smile curved his lips as he looked at each of the
prints in turn. He was a genius. A goddamned genius. Emily
was plainly dressed with no lace or frills, but the end result
wasn’t too bad even so. Not too bad at all.

He’d been right about the girl’s promise. She took a good
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photograph. Her natural sensuality shone through in every pic-
ture, teasing the viewer with a shy wink and a half promise.

As he’d thought, the last photo he’d taken when she was
curled up in the armchair was the pick of the bunch. The look of
invitation on her face was unmistakable; it was a look that prac-
tically begged the viewer to carry her off to bed and ravish her.

He’d make a photographic biography of her, he decided, and
entitle it “The Education of Emily.” These photographs would
do nicely as opening shots, showing her youth and innocence,
and capitalizing on her natural modesty. He could even sell the
modest, cotton underclothes as a feature, a promise of more to
come as her education progressed.

He tucked the prints carefully into his briefcase, protected be-
tween two pieces of plain paper. A number of the booksellers he’d
approached the previous day had been cautiously encouraging, de-
pending on whether they liked the finished product, naturally.

These pictures, he was confident, would have them ordering
large quantities, and then clamoring at his door for more.

Barely pausing to swallow the coffee he made for himself
over the spirit lamp in the corner of his workroom, he grabbed
his hat and briefcase and strode out the door, letting it clang
shut noisily behind him. He had made his fortune this time. He
could feel it in his bones.

Two hours later, he was less sanguine. Bookseller after book-
seller had hemmed and hawed over the prints, turning them over
with greasy fingers, but although they had leered at the pictures

themselves, they had seemed less sure of their ability to sell them
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to others. The orders he had managed to gather so far had been
ludicrously small. A couple of booksellers had asked for five copies
of a couple of the pictures “to see how well they sold before they
committed themselves to any more,” and another had asked for
a single copy of each of them for his private collection. Though
he had spun them his best story, shared with them his vision of
a whole series of postcards based on a single theme, the sensual
education of an innocent young girl, none of them had caught on
fire at his words. It was hideously disappointing. He’d expected a
conflagration, but he’d barely managed to raise a spark.

He ran his hands through his hair with frustration. He’d
visited nearly every bookseller on the street and his morning
coffee seemed terribly meager and a dreadfully long time ago
by now. He jingled the few coins left in his pocket. A plate full
of chops and kidneys would fill his stomach nicely, but his lack
of success so far wouldn’t accommodate such a large appetite.
Ducking down a side street, he found a stall selling hot currant
buns and handed over a penny for one of them.

Munching it thoughtfully, he headed back to Charing Cross
Road, where the majority of bookshops in London were clus-
tered. He would not give up yet. Not until he had spoken to
every bookseller in the street, and then to every other book-
seller scattered in other areas of London, too, if need be. All
he needed was a single businessman with the ability to see the
world his way, to see what an opportunity he was offering. Just
one outlet for the postcards he would print, and his fortune

would be made.
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The very next bookseller’s place looked the least promising
yet. In the plate glass windows stood a series of fashionable
engravings, a stack of recent novels, and another of popular
sermons. A lady’s store, most definitely, and not likely to be
interested in the sort of wares he had for sale. It was hardly
worth the bother of being turned down.

As he was in the act of turning away to continue on to the
next shop, his stomach grumbled. The currant bun had barely
taken the edge oft his hunger.

He squared his shoulders. He would visit every bookseller in
the street. Every bookseller in London, if need be. That was the
bargain he had made for himself just now, and it was too soon to
be backing out just because he didn’t like the look of the place.

A bell over the door jangled as he pushed it open and went
inside.

The interior was as dainty and feminine as the exterior.
The walls were covered in figured paper and even the counter
was upholstered in pink-and-white striped fabric. Behind the
counter sat an elderly woman crocheting a skein of fluffy wool,
her fingers flicking so fast he could barely see them move. She
smiled at him, a kindly expression in her eyes. “Can I help you,
sir? Could a new novel take your fancy, or maybe you are after
a fashion paper for your lady wife?”

His single-minded determination to sell his photographs was all
that kept him from turning tail and running, Instead, he walked up
to the upholstered counter and laid his briefcase on the table. “T'm

not looking to buy. I have something I would like to show you.”
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“Some new books?” Her voice, though polite, contained no
enthusiasm. “T have to warn you, young man, that I already
have a large stable of very reliable suppliers of the sort of books
that do well in this store. I really don’t think that . ..”

He opened his briefcase and drew out the sheet of contact prints.
“Not books, postcards,” he interrupted her. “Photographs.”

A gleam of interest lit up her eyes and she got to her feet and
laid her crochet down behind the counter. “Show me.”

Holding his breath, he laid the sheet down on the counter
in front of her, half expecting a screech of outrage and to be
ordered out of her shop on the instant.

To his surprise, she picked it up and studied it closely, hold-
ing the sheet up to her eyes so that she could see it more clearly.
“These are very good photographs, young man, if rather tame
for that sort of thing. Very well done, indeed.”

His tongue was glued to the roof of his mouth with amaze-
ment. Of all the reactions he could have received, this was the
very last one he would ever have expected. ““Thank you.”

She was still looking critically at the sheet of contact prints. “I
may be interested in ordering some,” she said slowly, considering
her words carefully. “How many of each do you expect to print?”

He shrugged, as if the question was not firing his soul with
renewed hope. “How many would you want?”

She fixed him with her sharp eyes. “I don’t imagine I'm the
first you've oftered these to.”

There was no reason to lie. Besides, he had the uncomfort-

able feeling that she would see through any prevarication he
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might be foolish enough to make. “No, you’re not. I've been up
and down most of the street offering my wares.”

She snifted. “And Ialso don’t imagine I'm the first who wants
to order some.”

He thought of the three paltry orders he had received so
far. At least he didn’t have to lie in order to pique her interest.
“As you yourself remarked, they are very fine photographs,” he
said with pride. “A number of other booksellers on the street
have shown some interest in them, though I haven’t committed
myself to any large orders as yet.” He gave her a winning smile.
“Im still testing the waters.”

The expression on her face did not change a jot even with his
best attempt to charm her. “I'm willing to order a reasonable
quantity of these, Mr.?” Her voice trailed off expectantly.

“Mr. Twyford at your service, ma’am.” A reasonable num-
ber? How big would that be? A hundred at the very least, he
hoped. Even with a huge effort, he could barely keep the excite-
ment out of his voice. That would never do. If she guessed how
anxious he was to make the sale, she would lower her offer. “I
have a photographic establishment on Moulton Street.”

“Well then, Mr. Twyford of Moulton Street,” she said, as
she laid the sheet down on the counter again. “I am willing to
order a reasonable quantity of these. On one condition.”

He raised his eyebrows at her. “And that is?” No doubt she
wanted to specify the quality of paper or some other such trifle
to which he would have to agree if he wanted her custom. Ir-

ritating, but not uncommon.
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“T want exclusive rights,” she demanded to his surprise. “No
other sales to anyone in London.”

His hopes, so low before he had walked into the shop, were
now flying higher than a hot air balloon. She must think they
were eminently saleable to place such a condition on him, and,
evidently, she was hoping that she could snaftle all the profit to
herself. “These are not the only pictures I have. They are merely
the first of a series I have entitled ““The Education of Emily.” I
intend to bring out a new batch of pictures every week or two.”

She pushed her spectacle up her nose. “So much the better. If
these sell as well as I would expect them to, I will gladly place
an order for the rest. If the price is right, naturally. How much
do you want for them?”

He did a few hurried sums in his head, trying to gauge by her
enthusiasm how much she might be willing to pay. “Sixpence a
piece for a hundred of them,” he offered at last, nearly doubling
what he had been intending to ask for them. Six pounds that
would be. Even allowing a pound for Emily and another for the
books, it was a good profit for a few days’ work. “And that’s
with no sales to anyone else in London.” He sighed theatri-
cally. “I wouldn’t make the offer to anyone else but you, ma’am.
That’s most of my market gone, right there. You’ll drive me to
the brink of ruin with your hard bargaining.”

He could almost see the cogs whirring around in her mind
as she considered his offer. “Make it thruppence each and T’ll
order five hundred of them.”

Five hundred? He blinked once or twice, but didn’t let any
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other sign of his surprise show. That was an order worth having,
and no mistake. “Fourpence each for an exclusive offer,” he coun-
tered, sliding the sheet away into his briefcase again and snap-
ping it firmly shut. “To be paid for on delivery. No credit.”

She hesitated, a small frown creasing her brow, her fingers
tapping uncertainly on the upholstered counter.

“Or thruppence if T can sell them anywhere else I like.” Not
that he’d bother trying to sell to anyone else if she came up
with a decent order, but she didn’t need to know that.

That decided it. “Fourpence a piece it is,” she said, and she
reached for her crochet once again. “When can I have them by?”

Briefcase swinging at his side, he tipped his hat to her, barely
able to contain his excitement. “You’ll have the first batch this
afternoon.”

On the way back to his shop to set to work, he broke into
a happy jig, clasping his briefcase to his heart and twirling it
around in the street with feeling. Twenty pounds he’d made
this afternoon. If Emily Clemens were here in front of him now,
he would dare the worst frosty look she could give him and kiss
her soundly. Twenty pounds!

He gave a happy chuckle as he sidestepped over an open drain
in the road that was transporting its unmentionable cargo through
the city. What did he care if the passersby were looking at him as
if he were more than a little mad? Damn their dullness and igno-
rance. He was a genius and he had just made the biggest sale of his

life. The world belonged to him—it was his for the taking,
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If it had not been for the completed set of accounts she had la-
bored over and the three pounds she had to give back to their
rightful owner, Emily would never have made the long walk
back to Mr. Twyford’s studio the following Sunday.

Her modeling career, such as it was, was over. Now that she
had completed the accounts, she knew that he would never be
able to pay her for another week. He simply did not have the
money. And there was no way in the world that she would take
off her gown again and let him photograph her half-undressed
with only the vague promise of payment in the future if her pho-
tographs “took.” No, she was far too canny to accept a promise of
good things to come in the future in lieu of cold, hard cash in her
hand right now. He would not be fobbing her oft with promises.
She would have to find another way of making herself infamous.

She’d agonized over whether she ought to keep the money
for the modeling she had done so far, with Mr. Twyford so near
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bankruptcy, but finally she’d decided she had earned it hon-
estly and so could rightfully keep it. If he chose to waste the
last of his money on taking pictures of her in her cotton shift,
then he was even a greater fool. She could not be held respon-
sible for all his follies.

He was working intently at his workbench when she ar-
rived, a little out of breath from the heavy bag of papers she
had carried all the way from Holbrooke. When she came in, he
looked up and his face broke into a smile. “Ah ha, the delightful
Miss Clemens.” He came toward her and, removing the heavy
bag from her grasp and setting it on the table, he took both her
hands in his. “How very pleased I am to see you today.”

His excessive good humor grated on her nerves. She scowled
at him. “T've done your books,” she said abruptly. That, if any-
thing, ought to remind him of the dire straits he was in and
puncture the bubble of insouciance in which he was floating.

“Excellent, excellent,” he said rather distractedly, waving the
subject away with an airy hand. “And the new undergarments?”
His voice had turned eager and bright once more. “Did you man-
age to procure some suitable ones for today’s photographs?”

Was he being deliberately dense, or was he so careless of his
money that he had no concept of the dreadful financial situa-
tion he was in? “Mr. Twyford—"

“Please, call me Eric.”

“Mr. Twyford,” she repeated, more firmly this time. “T have
done your books, as I promised, and I did not like what I found

in them.”
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“Im not surprised,” he replied breezily. “I didn’t much like
the situation I was in last week, either. Barely a penny to my
name. I thought I might have to go hustle a few more tintypes to
make the price of my dinner.”

She heaved an irritated sigh. He wasn’t so stupid that he
didn’t know how bad a hole he was in, then. Just foolhardy in
his determination to ignore it. No doubt he was hoping that it
would resolve itself of its own accord. “According to my calcu-
lations, you have scarcely three shillings left in the world. Less
now, as you must have spent at least some of that on food and
other essentials since I last saw you.”

He grinned at her. “That was last week, my sweet. This
week, by contrast, I am as rich as Croesus.” He reached into
the drawer under his desk and drew out a handful of pound
notes, tossing them up into the air delightedly. “That was be-
fore your picture postcards brought me in all this.”

“You sold some postcards already?” Her head was swimming
and she put her hand to it to steady herself. “Of me in nothing
but my cotton shift?”

“Five hundred of them, to be exact.” He was crowing like a
small boy who has won at marbles. “At sixpence a piece.”

Fearing that her legs would no longer hold her, Emily sat
down rather hurriedly on the upturned box. “Oh.” He had al-
ready printed and sold her postcards? That meant there were
five hundred men in London, maybe more, who had seen her
without her gown on. The thought was strangely disturbing.

Even more so because, if she was to be honest with herself, it
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gave her a weird frisson of pleasure to know that five hundred
men would pay sixpence apiece for naughty postcards of her.
And with her wearing nothing more sexy than an old cotton
shift. If they liked her well enough just in cotton, how much
better would they like her in silk?

“T hope you're ready to be photographed again, my dear, and
in something more enticing this time.” He was already moving
toward the studio as he spoke. “With a little bit of fast talking
I should be able to get my customer to increase her order next
week, maybe even to as much as six hundred if the photographs
are good enough. As they will be, with me behind the lens, and
you in front of it.”

Never had she regretted the ill-timed pricking of her con-
science more. She should’ve spent those three pounds on frip-
peries after all. “T haven’t got anything with me.” The realiza-
tion that she had missed out on buying herself some pretty new
undergarments was almost enough to make her weep.

Her words stopped him in his tracks. “You mean you walked
all the way over here and left your new garments at home? You
are a teacher, for goodness sake. You are supposed to be an edu-
cated woman. How could you manage to be so stupid?”

“I didn’t leave them behind.” Her voice was cross. He could
at least ask her why she didn’t have anything new before jump-
ing to erroneous conclusions. “I didn’t buy any.”

His scowl would have soured milk in the next country. “Why
ever not? Did you spend the money on something else?”

Was he accusing her of stealing? Her temper now thoroughly
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roused, she dug into her pocket and slammed the three tatty
pound notes he had given her down on the table. “T did your
accounts before I had a chance to go shopping and I soon dis-
covered you had no money left. None at all. How could I spend
your last few quid on fripperies I don’t need when for all T knew
you were starving?”

His scowl deepened. “You should have trusted me and done
what we agreed for you to do. If I was prepared to go a little hun-
gry for a few days, that was my business. Now we have lost a whole
seven days. And we risk losing our best customer, too, when she
discovers there will be no new photos to be had this week.”

She had tried to do the right thing by him and all he could
do was scowl and call her stupid. It wasn’t fair. Couldn’t he give
her some credit for trying? Though, to be fair, she could under-
stand his disappointment. She was eager to get her picture into
the hands of another five hundred men this week.

“I could run out now and buy something quickly,” she of-
fered, wanting to rectify the situation. There was a seller of
intimate apparel just a few streets away; she had passed it on
the way here. It was nothing fancy, but surely she could find
something there that would do the trick. Something with a
scrap of satin and lace was all she needed.

He clapped his hat on his head and grabbed her by the hand.
“Good idea. If we hurry, we can be back while there is still
enough light to shoot oft a dozen photographs. I know your
angles better now and which of your looks and poses translate

best into film, so the modeling should go more quickly.”
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Surely he wasn’t thinking of going with her. She pulled her
hand away from his, digging her heels into the floor. “You can-
not go shopping for such things with me.” It was the sort of
thing her patron might do, but her photographer? Certainly
not. “It . . . it isn’t proper.”

A loud guffaw of laughter burst from him. “My dear Miss
Clemens, nothing about your position with me is proper in the
least.” He took her by the hand again and pulled her outside
the door and into the street. “Come on, there is no time for
arguing and no point in being prudish about this whole affair.
Least of all with me, who has already seen you in your shift.
Now, hurry along. We have to make our purchases and be back
before the light dims so we don’t lose the whole week.”

Still she held back, dragging her feet as much as she dared.
“T will not dare to hold up my head if you accompany me,” she
hissed at him out of the corner of her mouth, trying not to at-
tract any unwanted attention from the others going about their
business in the crowded street. “Let me go by myself, I beg of
you. They will think that Tam a gay girl, and that you are buy-
ing me gifts.” She didn’t want to lose her reputation before she
had something tangible worth losing it for.

“Nonsense. They will not dare to think anything of the sort.
They will think that you are my wife and that I am the most
attentive of husbands. I will make sure of it. Now hurry.” And
he gave her arm a little yank so that she caught up to him with
a slight stumble.

“Pm hurrying,” she snapped back at him rather crossly. “But
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really, there is no need for you to come with me. It will be
quicker for me to go alone.”

He snorted. “I know how women love to shop. I can’t wait
for you to wander around all afternoon by yourself. Save your
breath for walking and we’ll get there all the quicker.”

She bit her tongue to stop a nasty word from escaping her
mouth. He was as rude as any savage. And what was worse, he
did not seem to even know when he was being offensive, let
alone care.

“Do you know where you are going?” she asked again after
a minute, a little breathless from the extremely brisk pace he
was setting.

“Oxford Street,” he replied shortly, looking up and down
the street for a break in the continual traffic so he could dart
them across without getting caught under the wheels of a cart.
“That’s where all the best shops are, I believe.”

This time it was her turn to tug on his arm to pull him to a
halt. “We shall do nothing of the kind. That’s miles out of our
road. Come this way.” She pulled him into the little side street
where she had seen the little shop earlier in the day and headed
straight for it.

Though the exterior was plain enough, inside it was crammed
full of intimate clothing of all kinds and colors so that Emily
hardly knew which way to look. She felt like a child in a sweet
store, surrounded by temptation in every shape and color. She
wanted to taste a little of everything and not miss out on a

single thing.
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Mr. Twyford stood just inside the door and looked around
him, the tips of his ears turning pink. He gestured around the
shelves, loaded with corsets and stockings and all other manner
of things. “Go find yourself something pretty, my dear wife,”
he said, playing at being the benevolent husband and waving
her away as the shop assistant approached them purposefully.

Emily gave him a sickly sweet smile. So, he thought he could
skip out on her now, did he? She didn’t think so. It was time for
a little revenge for the abrupt way he had dragged her down here
with him. “But Mr. Twyford,” she said winningly, clinging tightly
to his arm and gazing up into his eyes with her best adoring look.
“You must help me choose your gift to me. I shall be quite lost
without your exquisite taste to guide me in my choice.”

A wave of color crept up his neck and he pulled at his collar
as if it were suddenly too tight. “If you insist,” he muttered
ungraciously, looking less and less like the benevolent husband
with every second that passed.

“Oh, but I do,” she trilled, enjoying his discomfiture im-
mensely. “Come along, do.”

As she looked around the store, her gaze was caught by a
shelf of lacy pantalettes. They were just the sort of thing she
had wanted to wear when her father was still alive but would
never have dared to buy for herself. Luxuriously decadent and
just a little bit naughty. She took a pair off the shelf and shook
them out to take a proper look. Hmmm, yes, they were just the
thing. If cotton drawers could sell five hundred prints, these

pantalettes would be sure to sell double that.
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The shop assistant appeared behind her. “It is Brussels lace,
Madam, and the material is of the finest quality. As soft against
your skin as if you were wearing clouds.”

She could not resist stroking them. They were nearly as soft
as the shop assistant claimed. She held them out to Mr. Twy-
ford. “What do you think of these? Don’t they feel nice?”

He reached out one tentative finger and gave them a poke.
“Very.”

She turned to the shop assistant. “How much are they?”

“Thirty shillings. And cheap at the price. It’s not often you
get such quality as this. They won’t wear out with washing, oh
no, not these.”

Thirty shillings? Twenty would have been pricey enough
but thirty was outrageous. She was about to put them back
when Mr. Twyford spoke behind her. “We’ll take a pair.”

When she whirled around to protest at his extravagance, he
winked at her. “Nothing is too good for my new lady wife.” To
her annoyance he had regained his composure and nothing was
left of his former embarrassment except a faint tinge of pink at
the base of his neck. “Now, how about a pair of silk stockings
to match. And a fine corset. She needs outfitting all over.”

“If Madam would like to try on one of our satin corsets,” the
shop assistant offered, fluttering after them like a small sparrow.

“What an excellent idea,” Mr. Twyford exclaimed. “Come,
my dear, and try on one of these pretty corsets for me.” He
held up a scrap of satin barely big enough to cover her breasts.

“How I would love to see this on you.”
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She glared at him, not liking that he was now teasing her. “I
think this one would be more appropriate,” she said, holding
out a plain one made of stiffened whalebone.

“Oh no, that one will never do,” the shop assistant twit-
tered, quite horrified at the thought. “A pretty young lady such
as Madam should have something to set off her beauty, not a
straitjacket like that one. It’s made for the somewhat larger ma-
trons who need, uh, containing, rather than displaying. Maybe
one like this?” she said, picking out a pale pink confection of
satin and yet more lace. “Or this?” She held out another one in
pale yellow. “This one is very fine.”

Mr. Twyford nodded his head in agreement. “Iry them both
on,” he said with a grin. “Along with the pantalettes, of course,
to be sure they look well together.”

Emily disappeared into the back of the shop with her hands
full of garments, glad to escape this new side of Mr. Twytford.
He was putting her quite out of countenance.

He had chosen well, though. She didn’t know which corset
she liked the look of better. They were both so pretty. The
yellow one was bright and sunny as a summer’s morning, while
the dusky pink made her think of early dawn dreams.

She tried the yellow one on first, turning this way and that
in front of the mirror to see how it fitted her.

Mr. Twytord poked his head around the curtain.

“Get away with you,” she hissed, flapping her hands to get
rid of him. “This is no place for you. I am trying on clothes

back here. In a private room.”
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He ignored her fussing. “I don’t like that one so much. It’s
too girlish. Not sensual enough. Try the other.”

She wasn’t going to move with him standing there watching
her like a cat watching a sparrow. “Get out.”

“Can’t a man watch his wife trying on her new clothes?” he
asked with mock innocence. “After all, he is the one paying the
bills.”

“Get out,” she repeated, “or I will take all afternoon un-
dressing and the light will be gone before we get back.”

His smile broadened. “Now that I would like to see,” he
said. “It would be well worth missing an afternoon’s work to
see you undressing all the way.”

She put her hands on her hips and glared at him. Really,
it was no joke. They might have agreed to become business
partners but that did not give him the right to anything else,
particularly not to openly watch her try on underclothes in a
public shop. He was only her photographer, after all. “Get out
or I will quit on the instant and never model for you again.”

That had his head away from the curtain as fast as lightning.

Quickly she took off the yellow corset and put on the pink
one. It fitted her like a glove, emphasizing the slenderness of
her waist and the fullness of her breasts. She hooked it together.
Yes, this was definitely the one.

Before she had finished doing up the last hook and eye, Mr.
Twyford’s head was poking around the edge of the curtain
again. “You dressed yet?”

She turned her back on him. “Get away with you.” Having
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him take photographs of her when she was half-naked was one
matter, but having him intrude on her while she was dressing
was quite another. It was far more intimate and disturbing, and
the hovering presence of the shop assistant in the background
only made her more uncomfortable. With such an attentive au-
dience, she couldn’t even tell Mr. Twyford exactly what she
thought of him.

“T have to make sure that the garment is appropriate and
that is suits you. I am an American, you know, and I have to
make sure I get my money’s worth. Now turn around so I can
see it properly.”

She gave him a hasty twirl just to get rid of him. “Do you
think I would choose something unsuitable?”

“Not at all. I just like looking at you in your undergarments.”

Enough was enough. She twitched the curtain out of his fin-
gers and held it in her own while she fixed him with an evil
glare. “T am getting dressed now. If you look in here one more
time, you will regret it. I am perfectly serious.”

He gave her a mock salute. “As you wish, my dear.” And he
was gone.

Emily dressed herself as quickly as she could. That was the
last time she ever cared that he had no money left. Next time she
would spend his last three pounds with glee, and hope that he
was doubled up with hunger pangs all week. It would serve him
right if he was. He deserved to be punished for his insolence.

Once her gown was re-buttoned, she stomped out of the

dressing room in a rare temper. Certainly she would never take
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him shopping with her again. It had been the most mortifying
experience of her life.

Her temper was not mollified by the hasty scamper back to
the studio, pulled along by Mr. Twyford and his enthusiasm.
By the time she collapsed, exhausted, on to the sofa, she was
hot, tired, and very out of sorts.

For the first time that afternoon, Mr. Twyford looked at
her with sympathy. “You look all done in. Sit there and catch
your breath for a minute while I set up the camera.” She would
have been grateful for his forbearance except for the muttered
comment she overheard as he made his way out the back and
started fiddling with his camera. “Can’t take photos of the girl
looking like that. She looks dreadfully cross. No one wants to
buy postcards of a wench who looks ready to snap your head
off, no matter how pretty she is.”

It was true. She was cross. The absurdity of it made her laugh.
Why should it bother her that he wanted to check out the un-
dergarments in the shop? Letting him look at her was harmless
enough. No doubt she would have to get used to far more embar-
rassing things in the new life she had chosen for herself. For what
wealthy benefactor would desire a prudish mistress?

Besides, the clothes had been bought specifically to draw
men’s attention to her body. She would be wearing her new gar-
ments in front of his camera all afternoon, and then the pictures
of her wearing next to nothing would be hawked around Lon-
don for another five hundred gentlemen to leer at. She might as

well cheer up and make the most of her afternoon away from
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the noisy chatter of the girls’ school where she worked. The
studio was gloriously calm and peaceful in comparison to the
stultifying air of the school. She should enjoy the atmosphere
while she could.

Rising from the sofa, she went in search of a pitcher and
ewer of water, where she washed her face and hands. Feeling
much refreshed, she drew out the purchases to inspect them.

Really, they were lovely. As soft and as smooth as ever she
used to wear when she was wealthy. The last of her anger dis-
sipated under the influence of the satin and lace.

True to his word, he had set up a screen for her to dress
behind. After making sure he was busy in his studio, she un-
dressed to her skin, discarding her woolen gown and her plain
cotton undergarments. The pantalettes were the first to be
pulled on, frothing out over her legs in a cascade of lacy waves.
Then the silk stockings, as cool as ice water against her warm
skin. Finally she put on the corset, smoothing it down over her
stomach and hips. The pale pink satin made the swell of her
breasts look whiter than ever.

Her hair was still up. It did not feel right for her hair to be in
such tight control when the rest of her was nearly naked. She took
out all the pins and shook it down over her shoulders and back.
That was better. Her hair falling over her bare shoulders made
her look both younger and more sophisticated at the same time.

Only when she felt comfortable with her appearance in the
tiny looking glass set up by the ewer of water did she go in

search of Mr. Twyford and his camera.
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It had been naughty of him to tease her so in the clothes shop, Eric
Twyford admitted to himself as he crouched down and adjusted
the leg of his tripod. She had deserved it though, for starting the
teasing. Once he had begun to retaliate in kind, she had been so
flustered that he simply hadn’t been able to resist continuing,

If only she knew how he was suffering for it now.

In the shop he had made the fatal mistake of seeing her as
a woman, rather than simply as a model. By poking his head
around the curtain he’d only meant to tease her out of her
prudery, instead of which he’d ended up teasing himself. God,
she was a looker, particularly in that delicious piece of next-to-
nothing that he had just bought for her.

The image of her had stayed with him. He was sure it was burned
onto his sight. The entire walk home he’d been plagued with an
erection that simply wouldn’t go away. Not even when he tried to

imagine his neighbor, a toothless old crone who must be at least
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one hundred and three, inside the corset instead of Emily. He could
not keep his mind on her saggy, wrinkled skin and bony body, not
when he had just seen Emily’s smooth, plump perfection.

Even now, his cock was throbbing with an insistence he found
difficult to ignore. If Emily had not been in his studio, he would
have seen to it himself immediately, but he had no time to waste.
Neither did he want to be caught with his hand on himself like
any schoolboy, particularly not by Emily. Her hand was what he
wanted on him, not his own. Her hand and her mouth and that
part of her that was made to take a man’s parts inside it.

It was a damn shame that she wasn’t the gay girl she was so
afraid of being taken for. He’d pay a whole pound to have her
to himself for the afternoon, without his camera between them.
He’d fuck her over and over again until he was as dry as a bone
and had no more cum left in him.

The blood was pounding through his cock with the insis-
tence of a river in flood. Damn it, but he had to stop thinking
about the girl in this way. Though she removed her clothes for
him readily enough, she was not for the taking. She clearly had
her sights set on a wealthier man than he was.

She’d laugh in his face if he offered to marry her. Besides, he
had no intention of marrying until he had made his fortune, and
then he would choose some bright young American girl from
a wealthy family who could guarantee him an entry into New
York society. A bouncy New York girl with a large dowry and
a better pedigree than a duchess—that was the sort of woman

he intended to marry.
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Even if by some miracle she was willing to spread her legs
for him without the benefit of marriage, he could not afford to
take a mistress anyway. Women cost too much, and he could
not afford the time he would need to spend with her to keep
her sweet, nor the distraction from his goal.

He had to stop dreaming about stripping her stark naked,
kissing her breasts, and stroking her soft pussy. She was his
model. Nothing else.

If he had any sense, he’d be glad that she was such a plague
to him. It upped the odds that others would find her attrac-
tive, too, and he’d make another twenty pounds this week. A
thousand pounds a year he’d make at this rate. It was enough
to live like a king.

He grimaced. Make that seven hundred and fifty pounds a
year, after Emily had wrung her quarter of the profits out of
the business. If she wasn’t so damned perfect, he would never
have agreed to her demands. He was already regretting that he
had given in to her blackmail.

Just then Emily herself walked in through the door of the
studio dressed in all her new finery. He felt his mouth grow dry
at the sight and his cock leaped painfully to attention all over
again. If she wasn’t so beautiful he never would have taken her
on in the first place. Hell, looking like this, he would’ve given
her half of the profits if she’d stuck to her original demand.

The corset hugged her chest, cinching in her waist and em-
phasizing the swell of her bosoms as they spilled over the top,

barely contained by the lustrous satin. Her pantalettes flared
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out from her shapely bottom like a waterfall, the profusion of
lawn and lace keeping her treasures unfortunately well-hidden.
And her legs, encased as they were in shimmering silk stockings,
looked as long and lithe as any man would like to have wrapped
around his neck as he thrust deep into her hot, wet pussy. . .

“Are you ready?” There was a little half-smile on her lips, as
though she knew exactly what she was doing to him and loved
every second of it.

He cleared his throat and, dragging his eyes away from her,
he turned his attention to the camera once more. “Come and
sit on the bench again,” he ordered, hiding himself behind the
bulk of his camera. It would never do to let Emily see the state
of his trousers. She would tease him all afternoon and make his
life, not to mention his damned cock, harder than it already
was. “T shall be with you in a second.”

One final adjustment that the camera didn’t need and he felt
composed enough to look up again.

Emily settled down on the hard stone bench, looking as
comfortable as if she were sitting on a heap of soft cushions.
“How do you want me to look this afternoon? Not as demure as
last week, I take it? Just a touch of mischief, maybe?”

Any more mischief in her eyes and he was a dead man. “T was
planning a series of postcards that one could buy on subscrip-
tion,” he explained, trying not to sound too pompous. “One that
showed your gradual inculcation into the fine art of love.”

“The Ruin of Emily in pictures?” she suggested in a mock-

ing voice. “How delightful.”
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“The Education of Emily,” he corrected her. “Eventually,
if you are agreeable, I will want to photograph you in some
rather more immodest poses. But not yet. It’s too early for you
to show too much daring or too much bare skin.”

She nodded, all seriousness now. “I see. Tease them and make
them wait. Make them buy the tamer postcards so they get as-
sured a copy of the naughty ones when they eventually appear.”

“Exactly. So go easy on the mischief today. You need to look
demure and innocent still, though not quite as demure as last
week. A little bit curious, a little bit daring, though still too
shy to do anything about it.”

She struck a few quick poses, getting herself into the mood
of the shoot. “Ah, T've got it now,” she muttered to herself, as
she struck a rather languorous attitude. “Wanting more, but
not knowing exactly what and too shy to ask.”

Her body, stretched out on the stone bench, was an invita-
tion to sin, but her face was pure innocence. It was a heady
combination and it struck the perfect note for the next post-
card in the series.

Hurriedly he exposed a photograph, capturing the look for
eternity.

Slowly his insistent erection began to subside into a famil-
iar ache. He still wanted her, but not with the same burning
and demanding insistence as before. It was much easier for him
when he had the camera between them. He could see her as a
job again, instead of as the most stunningly sensual woman he

had ever known.
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The afternoon shadows were growing long before he had fin-
ished all twelve exposures he had loaded into his camera. Not
one of them a wasted shot, either. He’d lay good money on it.

The sun had just disappeared behind his neighbor’s building
and he shivered slightly in his shirtsleeves. Emily, he realized with
a start, must be feeling the cold far more than he was. He was at
least fully clothed, whereas she was quite deliciously undressed.

He dismissed her with a nod before his mind started going
down dangerous paths once more. “Go get yourself dressed.
We've finished for now.”

Getting up from the bench, she stretched herself like a cat.
“What do you want me to do with the underclothes?”

“Take them off and parade in front of me quite naked,” he
suggested with a wink and a leer.

She glared at him. “Ha ha. Very funny.”

She thought he was joking? “You did ask,” he muttered.
What did she expect him to do with them? Set himself up as a
seller of ladies’ unmentionables? “Keep them. They’re yours.”

She stopped mid-stretch. “That’s not a very sensible financial
decision. They are practically brand new. You could resell them
for probably three-quarters of what you paid for them today.”

“And then have to buy you new ones?” He shook his head.
“No, keep them until you tire of them, and we can sell them
then. In fact, buy a few more and bring them all with you next
week. With a good selection we can mix and match so that it
looks like a new outfit every time.”

Her face broke out into a smile. “In that case, I shall wear
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them home. Not the stockings—my thick boots would tear
them to shreds, but I shall wear the rest. It will make me feel
so wonderfully decadent to wear satin and lace under my drab
schoolteacher’s gown.”

He groaned. That was another image to plague his nights,
the thought of Emily wearing such tantalizing underwear un-
der her plain gown.

After watching her depart, he wrapped his thin jacket
around his chilled body and headed back inside. He hadn’t re-
alized just how cold he had become during the session. Poor
Emily must have been freezing, and yet she had not uttered a
single word of complaint.

A hot bath would warm him nicely. It would warm him
faster if he could share it with Emily, but unfortunately that
wasn’t in the cards. He’d have to make do on his own.

Finally, after several trips to and from the coal range with
buckets of scalding water, his bath was ready.

Before hopping into the hot water, he looked critically down
at his body. It wasn’t too bad for a man of his age. He was par-
ticularly pleased with his firm buttocks, muscles well toned
from years of walking. He shuddered at the thought of how
some of the red-faced, corpulent men he had encountered re-
cently would look without their clothes. Their poor wives,
having to look at their saggy asses.

As a photographer, no, as an artist, he corrected himself, he
admired attractive human forms. Women certainly had the edge

when it came to beautiful bodies, but that was just his prefer-
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ence. He knew men back in the States who preferred looking at
other men’s bodies, which was fine for them but definitely not
his cup of tea, as they said over here.

Dropping into the steaming water he sighed, thinking of
Emily’s wonderful shape. Not thin—he hated unhealthily thin
women—but not fat either. Though well muscled from her
hard time at the workhouse, she had a good layer of padding
in the appropriate womanly places. Her breasts, what little he
had seen of them, were lovely. Her nipples would be a delicate
shade of pink, and would become erect with the slightest lick.

The thought of licking her erect nipples produced his own
erection, making his cock stand out of the hot soapy water. His
balls ached from his constant state of arousal throughout the
afternoon. So too did his cock which had been, in various states
of hardness, crushed into his trousers for far too many hours
without any attention.

If only Emily were here to take care of things. He closed his
eyes, imagining her soft hand rubbing him up and down. Seem-
ingly with a will of its own, his own hand dropped to massage
his painfully hard cock, the soap adding a slipperiness that was
a poor imitation of what her hand would be like.

Eyes still closed, he rubbed his hand around the engorged
head and imagined her in the bath with him. It would be a bit
crowded—he would have to dangle his legs out either side of
the bath. In this position she would have access to his cock and
balls, and even to his ass.

With one hand still stroking his cock, he gently massaged

70



Mistress

his very sensitive entrance to his ass with the other. It both
tickled and brought pleasure at the same time.

Emily, naked, would be a feast for any artist’s eyes. She had
a perfect bosom, and a slim waist that was in proportion to her
height. Her pussy would not be too covered in hair, despite
the current fashion for a thick growth. He himself preferred a
lighter covering—it was all the better for tasting the very es-
sence of her womanhood.

The thought of her kneeling over his questing tongue
brought him close to the brink.

He moved his attentions to the base of his shaft, away from
the sensitive glans near the top. He could just picture her warm,
tight pussy deeply engulfing him, riding him with little teasing
movements of her hips while he played with her nipples, not too
hard and not too soft. His hand returned to full, fast strokes.
Then she would rise up, almost removing his slick cock from
her cunt before once more burying him to the hilt, repeating the
movement over and over, until he was ready to erupt.

With that final image, his orgasm became unstoppable. One
last downward stroke and his hips thrust out of the water. With
a rush, his cum spurted out in sticky lines across his chest and,
so powerful and needed was his release, jetted over his head to
the floor below.

Shaking, he collapsed back into the tub, splashing the floor
with a wave of water as his breath came in gasps. Goddamn it,

but he needed to get Emily out of his mind before she was the
death of him.
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Delicious new underwear really did lift 2 woman’s mood, Em-
ily decided, as, back once more at Mrs. Herrington’s School
for Fashionable Ladies, she smiled all the way through supper.
Each time she moved, she felt the lace of her pantalettes brush
her thighs like the caress of a lover’s hand, and the satin of
her corset hug her tightly across her stomach and breasts. She
wished she could wear such undergarments every day. It felt
almost as good as it would feel to have Mr. Twyford’s hands on
her thighs and breasts.

One of the other teachers, a pinch-faced woman with a sallow
complexion, eyed her smiles suspiciously over their watery stew
and mushy peas. “You are very sunny tonight,” she remarked
caustically across the table. “Have you found yourself a lover?”

Emily shook her head, refusing to let the other woman’s
sourness put her out of temper. “Not me. I'm too poor to find
a husband, and too proud to want anyone who’d have me on
lesser terms.” To be sure, six or seven hundred pounds a year
to be a rich man’s plaything did not, in her eyes, constitute
lesser terms than marriage, but now was not the time or place
to go into such details. “But how is your beau, the butcher,
keeping?” Emily asked somewhat mischievously in her turn. “I
haven’t seen him around for some weeks.” Rumor had it that
the butcher, who for some months had been quietly mooning
after the pinch-faced teacher, had recently transferred his aftec-
tions to a stout widow with a thriving stall in the market place

that sold meat pies.
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The pinch-faced woman’s yellow complexion turned an un-
becoming shade of orange as she sputtered a few words of denial
that a lowly creature such as a butcher had ever dared to cast
his eyes on her, or that she would ever welcome his advances
even if he did so.

“Ladies, please.” The head teacher looked severely at the
pair of them through the spectacles balanced precariously on
the end of her nose. “Whatever would your charges think if
they heard you talking so indelicately? Talking of your lovers
at the table? Whatever would the mothers of our darling girls
think?” She gave a theatrical shudder. “T really do not want to
find out, so can we change the subject, please?” She turned to
a mousy woman on her left who was picking up her mushy peas
one by one with her knife and fork. “Miss Andrews, do tell me
about the homilies in crewel embroidery you have been sewing
for the heathens in Africa. They sound so delightful.”

As Miss Andrews launched into a monologue about her
brother the missionary in Africa, and his delight at receiving
her latest gift of three pious sayings stitched into a woolen wall
hanging, Emily lost herself in her daydream of riches and inde-
pendence once again.

Her neighbor at the table, a young woman about her own age
by the name of Mary Mittens, leaned toward her. “Miss Snith-
ers is a snoot-faced old cow,” she whispered in Emily’s ear, under
the guise of leaning down to pick up her table napkin, “but you
really do look like a cat with a saucer of cream. I can almost see

you licking your whiskers as you sit there at the table.”
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With some effort Emily kept an outright smile off her face.
She liked Mary, who taught the girls history and geography, and
who was always ready for a bit of pleasant mischief. They both
shared a dislike for the prosy Miss Andrews, who taught religion
and needlework and talked incessantly of her brother the mis-
sionary the rest of the time; and for Miss Snithers, who taught
deportment and dancing and was the first to make a snarky com-
ment at the slightest opportunity. “It’s not a lover, I can assure
you,” she whispered back. “Not even the faintest snift of one.”

Mary sighed. “What a disappointment. I was hoping at least
one of us had a prospect of escaping the drudgery here by making
a fabulous match. And if it’s not to be me, I was hoping it might
be you. Who knows but that your intended might have a friend
with a liking for red-haired women with freckles like me.”

Emily thought quickly. She would have to come up with some
reason for her good humor, and for possessing the pretty un-
derthings she was wearing. In such a hothouse atmosphere as the
school was, such an interesting purchase could not remain secret
for long. Someone was sure to see them going out to be laundered,
and she would tell someone else in the strictest confidence of
course, and before long the entire school would be buzzing about
who had bought Miss Clemens a pair of silk stockings, and why.

The last thing she wanted was a buzz of gossip about her
newfound wealth. Though she felt guilty about deceiving her
best friend at the school, it would be better to tell a lie right
away. “I received a present from my sister, Caroline. Quite un-

expectedly, too, which made it all the sweeter.”

74



Mistress

“Her farm is doing well, then?”

“Very. She sent me ten whole pounds to spend as I liked.”
Ten pounds was a goodly sum that would explain away any
little extravagances that might be noticed by her fellow teach-
ers, but it was not so large as to be unbelievable.

Mary’s eyes grew as wide as the saucers they were drinking
watery tea out of. “Ten whole pounds? Truly?”

Emily nodded, willing Mary to believe her story.

“You lucky thing, to have a sister as generous as that.” She made
a face as if she smelled something bad. “Mine’s as tight as they
come, and the husband she married is even worse. They wouldn’t
send me tuppence if they were as rich as the Queen and I was
starving in the gutter. So, what are you going to spend it on?”

“Tve already spent some.” Her voice dropped even lower. “A
pair of silk stockings. Real silk. And a new corset.” She made a
face at herself. “It was foolish, I know, to squander Caroline’s gift
on such stuff, but I so love the feeling of silk next to my skin.”

“If it puts a smile like that on your face, then it can’t be all
wasted,” Mary observed wryly.

“Miss Mittens, Miss Clemens, please.” The headmistress’s gaze
had swung their way once more. “If you have anything of interest
to say, then please share it with the whole table. Whispering at ta-
ble is not the act of a lady. We must all practice our best behavior,
for the mothers and perhaps even a few fathers of our dear charges
are going to take afternoon tea with us this very Saturday.”

Miss Snithers smirked across the table at the rebuke and Em-

ily felt the familiar irritation rise up in her. What possible rel-
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evance did the school, with its petty rules and unspoken codes
of conduct, have to the real world, to the world outside its doors?
The society within its four walls was a poor mimicry of the social
circles in which she had moved before her father’s death, a world
in which wealth could behave as rudely as it liked and still be
fawned upon obsequiously by everyone not quite so well-to-do.

Still less did the school bear any resemblance to the world of
the workhouse she had only recently escaped. In places where
grinding poverty and desperation surrounded you, there was
no respect paid to the niceties of good manners.

Manners, piftle. They were nothing but an excuse for looking
down one’s nose at others who behaved differently than you.

At times like these, she felt as though she was being suf-
focated by the rules and strictures at the school. Slowly but
surely, the air she needed to breathe was being taken away
from her, replaced with a vacuum, a nothingness that could not
support life. Slowly but surely, she was dying inside, leaving
nothing behind but the desiccated shell of her body.

If she stayed here for too long, she would become as pinch-
faced and as joylessly malicious as Miss Snithers. She would
rather be dead.

That was why she was willing to risk everything with her
venture into modeling. This photographic business with Mr.
Twyford had to work. It simply had to.

His postcards would make her famous, and she would have
her pick of wealthy lovers. Then she would be free to thumb

her nose at the restraints that were slowly suffocating her.
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As soon as Eric Twyford walked in the door of the bookshop
the following week, the owner laid aside her crocheting and
greeted him as if he were an old friend. “Mr. Twyford, sir, very
pleased to see you I am. Very pleased, indeed. And what have
you got to show me today?”

Eric laid out the second set of contact prints of Emily in her
new undergarments. They made an impressive array of pho-
tographs, if he said so himself. From a dozen exposures, he’d
selected the eight best to offer the bookseller. They made a
well-formed grouping, showing Emily from almost demure to
decidedly full of mischief. Her education in the sensual arts
was clearly growing apace.

From the look of satisfaction on the bookseller’s face, he had
chosen well. “T like them,” she said, laying aside her spectacles.
“As will my customers, I am sure. The first group were very pop-
ular. So popular, indeed, that I am nearly out of them already. If
you hadn’t come to me this afternoon, I would have been forced
to send a runner to your studio tomorrow to restock.”

Eric gulped. She had sold nearly five hundred postcards in a
week? He’d thought the quantity she’d bought would last her
six months or more. He certainly hadn’t counted on having to
reprint in a hurry.

“T wholesaled most of them,” she said, smiling gently at the
look of surprise on his face. “Bulk lots to other booksellers not
just in London, but all over England and Scotland. Even a few

to Wales, and I'm expecting a good order from the Irish sellers
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as soon as I let them know what I have on offer. They love that
sort of thing. The naughtier the better for the good old Irish lads.
Postcards of naked women sell like hotcakes over the water.”

“You sold my postcards all over England?” He had no idea
that she was a distributor as well as a retailer, and clearly a
significant one.

“That’s how I moved them so fast. So, shall we say another
five hundred of the first set? That ought to see me right for an-
other week or two. And you’d better make it a round thousand
of the second set. That way I won’t have to come running back
to you for more in another week.”

He swallowed the large lump in his throat. “It will take me a
few days to make prints of such a large order. Such short notice
will create a few difficulties for me, too. I have other customers
waiting for photographs I have promised them.” A small white
lie, but no matter. He needed all the time she could give him
to produce so many.

From under the counter she took a wad of pound notes,
counting off a handful for him. “As it is a larger order than
usual, even for me, I shall give you ten pounds down to encour-
age you to print them ahead of any other smaller orders you
may have, and the rest will be paid on delivery.”

He took the money and tucked it away in his pocket. “Tll print
yours first,” he promised. “My other customers will have to wait.
You’ll have your postcards as soon as I can get them to you.”

It was not sensible to make each postcard an original photo-

graph, he decided as he strode back through the streets to his
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studio, feeling as though he had just been poleaxed with the
suddenness of his success. The work in developing each pho-
tograph was too great to turn around and sell it for fourpence,
particularly when he had so many of them to do. He’d have to
buy a printing machine to help him with the printing so that
he could reproduce the photographs much more quickly. The
latest order was worth sixty pounds to him. It was more than
he usually lived on for a year.

Fifteen hundred postcards. There was no way he could pro-
duce that many by himself as quickly as she would want them.
Five hundred in a week had kept him busy enough. Even hav-
ing another pair of hands around the studio would not help
all that much, as the quantity was simply too great to do by
hand. There was no doubt about it—he needed a machine to
help him, a way to automate the printing process so that it did
not take so much time, a way to allow him to print a hundred
or more identical copies at one time. If he had a printing press,
he could concentrate on exposing the photographs and on de-
veloping the negatives, on the parts of the process where his
knowledge and skill made the most difference.

He knew just the machine he needed, too. He’d seen it at
a photography exhibition over in Philadelphia where he had
bought his first camera. It was simple enough—a set of copper
engraving plates on which to transfer the photographic images,
and a small printing press to transfer the ink from the engraved
plate to the paper. At the time, owning his own printing press

for mass producing his photographs had barely entered his
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mind, but it was exactly the thing that would help him print
as many postcards as he could ever need. God knows where he
could get a set of copper engraving plates and a press in Lon-
don, but there was sure to be a supplier somewhere. He’d just
need to find it, and quickly, too.

Damnation, but he supposed he ought to run the notion past
Emily before he bought a machine. Not only was she his business
partner but, although he was a genius when it came to creating
photographs, he had to admit she was better at dealing with ac-
counts then he was. He would talk to her next Sunday without
fail. Even if it would take all they had earned that week and more
to buy the copper plates, the chemicals needed to engrave the
plates, and the printing press he needed, surely she would see the
sense in taking advantage of this opportunity to expand their
enterprise. He would make her see the sense of it.

Damn it, but he was a genius to see her potential and per-
suade her to throw her lot in with him. He’d known as soon as
he caught sight of her that she would make his fortune for him.
He just hadn’t expected her to make it so quickly, and with
such apparent ease. One big customer, and in two short weeks
he was well on the way to becoming a wealthy man.

Shaking his head with disbelief, he shut the door of the stu-
dio behind him and strode straight into his darkroom to start
the first batch of printing. There was no time to waste—in-
deed, there would hardly be any time to sleep in the next few
days if he was to make up this order in good time. Sixty pounds

in a single week. Such orders did not come along every day.
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Emily stood in the corsetiere’s shop looking around at the items
on display with an assessing eye. She had not been properly pre-
pared for the first shopping trip with Mr. Twytord, and his teasing
had put her terribly out of countenance. She had ended up quickly
buying garments that appealed to her, rather than taking any care
to choose garments that might appeal to the purchasers of her pho-
tographs, to the man who might eventually purchase ber.

Her newly repaired reticule filled with pound notes clutched
tightly in her hand, she stalked around the shop as carefully as
a hunter stalking his prey. This time she was ready to spend
her money, and spend it carefully on the most sensual items she
could find. These new undergarments would make her another
small fortune this week to salt away into her now rapidly grow-
ing account at the Bank of England. She liked knowing she had
a nest egg to tide her over if she ever struck a lean patch in
between patrons.

What a good thing it was that she had come to Mr. Twyford.
At the rate he was selling her postcards, she would be known
all over London in a matter of months. She could almost taste
her freedom and independence on her tongue.

She riftled through a stack of lilac corsets, shaking her head
as she did so. There was too much of them by far, and the color
was too close to half-mourning to be truly attractive. Mysterious,
not mournful, was the impression she wanted to convey. The last
thing she wanted was to remind men of their elderly maiden aunts

who trotted around trussed up tightly in perpetual lavender.

81



Lec/a Swann

A stack of red and black beribboned chemises were the next
to catch her eye. She held one up to the light to examine it
more closely before eventually deciding against trying it on.
Although attractive enough on the shelf, on closer inspection
it proved somewhat all-enveloping. The color was wrong, too.
Though the photographs would not capture the color, she
would not feel right wearing it. Scarlet was not a color that one
would expect a young virgin to wear—it was more the color to
suit the inmate of an expensive bordello in St. James, or even a
racy young widow on the prowl for her second husband.

Innocence, untouched innocence, was still the image she
needed to portray, at least for another few shoots. Then she
could get a little more daring, if she chose.

The underthings she had bought last week, though reason-
ably conservative in their cut, had seemed to please Mr. Twy-
ford perfectly well, judging by the state of his trousers while he
was taking the photographs of her. Though she hadn’t liked to
comment on it at the time, the poor man’s private parts seemed
to be standing permanently at attention. She wasn’t sure if she
should take it as a compliment, or whether he had some sort of
medical issue that was causing his problem. It wasn’t the sort
of thing she could discuss with him, she thought, biting back a
giggle at the thought of a serious conversation on such a topic.
It was just as well it was not her but her younger sister Beatrice
who had decided to be a nurse. Such matters would put her
quite out of countenance.

On the whole, she preferred to remain ignorant of the exact
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nature of his ailment. That way she could reasonably pretend
to herself that his stiffness was due solely to her naked beauty.
It made her feel better to think that he lusted after her and that
his occasionally crass behavior was due to his want of manners
rather than his lack of interest in her. For sure, if she couldn’t
give her photographer a cockstand when she was in front of
him in flesh and blood, what hope did she have of attracting
anyone else as a black-and-white picture on a postcard?

She riffled through a stack of fine lawn pantalettes rather
halfheartedly, not finding anything to take her fancy. Even the
photographs of her in her cotton chemise had sold surprisingly
quickly. If plain undergarments that showed little skin sold
plenty of photographs, then pretty undergarments that showed
a lot of naked skin should sell even more. Naked skin, after all,
not postcards, was what they were really selling. Naked skin
and a fantasy that she was available, that she would look on the
purchasers of her likeness with favor and give them a smile and
a wink and maybe more. And all for only sixpence.

With that thought uppermost in her mind, she headed over
toward the under-bust corsets that covered only the stom-
ach and hips and let one’s breasts go naked. One of these, if
she dared to wear it in front of Mr. Twyford and his camera,
would surely cause his trousers to tent out to even more mas-
sive proportions than usual, and sell a thousand photographs
in a week.

She picked out a corset in virginal white satin, trimmed with

dainty bunches of ribbon. The daring style was not at all the sort
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of thing a young virgin would wear unless it was for her wed-
ding night, but the white fabric made it seem almost innocent.
She held it up against her body and looked thoughtfully into the
glass. Yes—the white fabric and the daring style were the per-
fect contrast. Wicked innocence, and innocent sensuality.

The shop assistant, dressed in a severe gown of matt black
satin with strands of jet beads draped haphazardly around her
scraggy neck, minced toward her. “Would Madam like to try
that on for size?” she offered grandly, as if she were graciously
bestowing a favor on an unworthy supplicant.

“Thank you, I will.”

Safely hidden behind the curtain, she divested herself of all
her workaday clothes and tried on the corset she had selected,
looking at herself critically in the looking glass. It fitted her
like a second skin, smoothing out her stomach and emphasizing
the generous curve of her hips. Her full breasts swelled over
the top of the fabric, her dusky nipples standing out in sharp
contrast to the white satin fabric. The whole eftect looked more
wicked and more forbidden than if she had been completely
naked. She looked the very picture of innocence exposed.

The thought of showing off her body like this to Mr. Twy-
ford sent a ripple of pleasure coursing through her spine and
her nipples tightened into little hard buds of anticipation.
He would like it, she was sure of that. The sight of her naked
breasts would make his private parts stand to attention like
they had the last time. She would summon up her courage and

stare at the bulge in his trousers again and lick her lips. His
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face would turn as flaming red as his hair as he tried his best to
ignore what she was doing, and the eftfect it had on his body.

She loved knowing that she had such power over him, even
though he fought it every step of the way. Though he tried to
pretend he was only her photographer, and that his interests
lay only in making money, she knew that he desired her. How
could he not, when she was a fantasy in the flesh, a fantasy that
he had helped create, a fantasy that he hawked on the streets
for sixpence each?

She was sure that he laid awake at night thinking of her,
tossing and turning in his bed and wishing she was there be-
side him, wishing that he could reach out one hand to stroke
her smooth skin. She was sure that he wanted to fondle her
breasts and slip his hand in between her legs to touch her pri-
vate places, to suckle on her breasts as though he were a baby
and then slide a finger right inside her to make her squirm with
pleasure beneath him.

With a sigh she unhooked the corset and laid it aside. Yes,
she would buy it, and then she would flaunt her breasts in front
of Mr. Twyford to see if she could get a reaction out of him
besides a bulge in his trousers and a clicking of his camera shut-
ter. She would see if she could at least tempt him to kiss her. It
was ridiculous to think that she had reached the ripe old age of
eighteen without ever having been kissed by a man. Not prop-
erly kissed. Not even once. She would make it clear that it was
up to Mr. Twyford to remedy the situation as soon as possible.

It would be good practice.
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After all, her new protector, when she came to choose him,
would expect her at least to be well versed in the art of kissing,
if not of other, more intimate matters.

She laid the corset down on the counter and, to the shop
assistant’s evident surprise, drew out more than enough money
from her reticule to pay for it.

This corset ought to make Mr. Twyford’s eyes pop out of his
head. If it didn’t, she would swear he was made of iron, more of
a machine than a man.

But, to tell the truth, she had no idea whether he laid awake
at night and thought about her or not. It simply soothed her to
think he did. She could not bear the thought that he was indif-
ferent to her, that he would as soon take a photograph of the
Queen in all her royal regalia as one of her dressed in hardly
anything at all.

For though it was foolish of her, she certainly laid awake in
her own bed at night and imagined him doing all that to her,

and more.

80



Five

The very next day, Emily pulled on her cleanest and whitest
pair of gloves. They had a tiny hole in one finger, but any at-
tempt to mend it with her clumsy needle would only make it
more obvious than it was now. It was best to leave it as it was.

Her dress was as plain and dowdy as only a schoolteacher’s
navy wool dress would be, and under it she was wearing her
plain cotton chemise and thick woolen petticoats. Not a crino-
line or a piece of lace to be seen. Nothing, in fact, to make her
look or feel good at all, or to hide the sorry truth that today she
was not an attractive young model but a poor schoolteacher in
a drab gown.

With a sigh at her dowdy appearance, she straightened her
bonnet in the looking glass and set out to face the afternoon’s
ordeal.

Saturday afternoon tea with the mothers of the pupils.
Mothers, and the occasional father. She pulled a face. Whatever
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malicious person had dreamed up the idea of afternoon tea with
the parents every alternate month ought to have been burned
at the stake. She suspected it was the current head-mistress, in
which case she would pile up the faggots and light the straw
herself for the burning.

Teaching the girls was dreadful enough. Though most of
them were biddable enough, they were more interested in keep-
ing an eye out for eligible gentlemen than in the finer points of
mathematics or bookkeeping. Keeping discipline in her charges
was a constant and wearying effort.

She had not counted on the mothers, though, when she had
decided to become a schoolteacher to earn her living. This was
the seventh Saturday she had had to suffer through an excruci-
atingly painful afternoon tea with the mothers and sometimes
even grandmothers of her pupils. As far as she was concerned,
the day couldn’t end soon enough.

All the mothers, without exception, thought their little dar-
lings were peerless and without fault. Many of them found fault
with her instead—she was too young, too inexperienced, to
have sole charge of their daughters. And if she ventured a word
of criticism, such as suggesting to the parents of one little Miss
Guinevere, who had been a thorn in her side all year, that the
young lady in question could perhaps pay more attention to
her teacher instead of chattering like a magpie all through her
lesson, then woe betide. Guinevere’s mother had looked disap-
provingly at her and proclaimed that Guinevere was a positive

angel when she was at home and as quiet as a mouse, and that
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the fault must therefore lie with the teacher and not with the
pupil. Emily had ended up apologizing to the girl’s parents for
Guinevere’s never-ending chatter.

It was the same with all her other pupils. Sophie wasn’t mak-
ing the progress on the pianoforte that her mother would ex-
pect after a year of lessons. It had, of course, nothing to do with
the fact that Sophie was bone lazy and refused to practice—it
was all Emily’s fault. Emily really ought to teach her harder.
She was being paid to teach pianoforte, was she not?

Esther’s sums never summed, and her handwriting was ap-
palling—ergo Emily must be teaching her all wrong, for she
was bright enough, so her mother claimed, when it came to her
other lessons. Of this Emily had her doubts, as poor Esther was
notoriously hopeless at everything other than dancing, which,
it must be admitted, she did divinely.

The whole afternoon was always a torture of apologetic hu-
mility. Each time, although she vowed beforehand she would
not, she ended up taking the blame for her pupils’ laziness or
stupidity, and promising she would try to do better in the com-
ing months.

The little round tables were already set out in the best par-
lor. Emily seated herself at one of them in the farthest corner
from the door, her insides clenching with discomfort. It was
better than starving in the workhouse, she repeated to herself
over and over again, as the mothers, dressed in their widest
crinolines and their fanciest feathered hats, slowly trickled in

and seated themselves condescendingly with one poor teacher
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or another. Though her pride was trampled upon here as badly
as it ever had been in the workhouse, at least here she had a full
belly and she didn’t have to share her bathwater with anyone.

From the next table over, Mary Mittens rolled her eyes and
then winked at her. Mary, too, hated these Saturday after-
noons with a passion and had once confessed to Emily that she
feigned a stomachache to avoid them as often as she dared. Em-
ily envied her sense of style.

Now, a tall, dark-haired gentleman with large side-whis-
kers approached her table. Invitations to the afternoon teas,
though ostensibly issued to both parents, were almost invari-
ably attended only by the mothers. Fathers, particularly dis-
tinguished-looking men like this one, were rarely to be seen.
“You are new to the school, I believe,” he said in a booming
voice. “You are too young and pretty to have been here long
without me noticing you. I swear you can scarcely be long out
of the schoolroom yourself.”

“T have been here for over a year now,” Emily replied cheer-
fully. Maybe this afternoon would not be as bad as she had
feared if a handsome father or two such as this one would take
some notice of her, or even flirt with her. She sneaked a peek at
him. His bottom was tight and round, and he was handsomely
dressed in a black suit with a gold-striped waistcoat to brighten
his outfit. All in all, he was definitely worth a second look. She
wouldn’t mind a protector like him—if he had a mind to afford
her. “T teach mathematics and music to the young ladies.”

“Lovely, lovely,” he said absentmindedly, staring at her
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breasts rather than looking at her face. “I do not believe we
have met before, though I swear your face is somewhat familiar,
Miss . ..¢”

She stifled a giggle. She wasn’t aware that he’d actually raised
his eyes high enough to look at her face yet. “Miss Clemens.”

“Of course. Miss Clemens.” He nodded sagely as if she had
imparted to him some priceless pearl of wisdom and continued
to stare at her chest. “Finella has spoken often of you, and very
kindly, too.”

She racked her brains. Finella? Which one was Finella? Ah,
that was it—she was the mousy one with badly bitten finger-
nails and two long pigtails, one of which she continually had in
her mouth to chew on it. Not bad with her bookkeeping, if she
would pay more attention to her lessons, but her performance
on the pianoforte was thumpingly awful. And, she recalled
with a sense of unease, the girl had the unsavory reputation of
being a dreadful sneak. “How nice,” she said weakly.

“Finella is my oldest daughter. I have two others still at home,
too young to go to school.” He heaved a gusty sigh that shook his
side-whiskers and moved his chair a little closer to her. Though
he was now crowding her rather uncomfortably into the corner,
she merely smiled as he patted her knee in an avuncular fashion.
“Poor motherless mites that they are. All they have is their fa-
ther, a lonely widower, to take care of them now.”

“Tam sorry to hear it,” she replied, rather enjoying his close-
ness and the attention he was bestowing on her. What a change

he was from Eric, who scarcely seemed to see her except when
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he was criticizing her pose, and who certainly never wasted
any good manners on her.

Her visitor had hardly looked away from her breasts from the
moment he saw her. She moved a little closer toward him, pre-
tending not to notice as her breasts just brushed against the side
of his arm. The touch sent a tingle of awareness through her.

“T knew you would be,” he said triumphantly, clasping his
hand to his chest. “T knew as soon as I saw you that you had a
good, kind heart. Someone as pretty as a daisy, as indeed you
are, Miss Clemens, could not have a black heart. That would be
too cruel a trick for Fate to pull. Indeed it would, now.”

Though the effusiveness of his compliments bordered on the
embarrassing, Mr. Murdoch was the most interesting parent
she had encountered yet. He at least treated her as a pretty
woman, not as a servant to be humiliated at every opportunity
to cast his own importance into relief. “Indeed. You are very
kind to say so.”

“My two younger girls are, as I have mentioned, too young
to go to this excellent school. It is such a shame that they can-
not yet avail themselves of the excellent education I have been
able to procure for Finella.”

“T am glad you are pleased with Finella’s progress,” she in-
terjected with a smile. He must be a good father as well as a
polite gentleman to care so much for the welfare of his daughter
that he would actually condescend to visit Mrs. Herrington’s
establishment and take tea with the teachers. It was only a

shame that more of the fathers were not like him.
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He carried on as if she hadn’t spoken. “They are in need of
a governess to restrain the wildness of their natures. In dire
need, I might say. If I could tempt you away, Miss Clemens, I
would consider myself a fortunate man indeed.”

She raised her eyebrows at his unexpected proposal. “T am
very happy where I am, Mr. Murdoch.” A hasty glance to ei-
ther side of her gave no sign that either of the teachers seated
next to her had heard him. Though he seemed like a pleas-
ant gentleman, it struck her as slightly odd that he would so
openly try to woo her away from her present employer while
sitting in Mrs. Herrington’s best parlor.

“T would make it worth your while, Miss Clemens.” He
named a sum of money that made her blink at him goggle-eyed.
It was certainly a generous offer. Either that or he must be in
dire need of a governess if he was prepared to pay such a sum. If
she had not recently found out how lucrative a career posing for
naughty postcards could be, she would be severely tempted.

As it was, she was simply not interested in being at any man’s
beck and call as a governess. She would never be able to con-
tinue her modeling, or her search for a patron, if she were living
in a gentleman’s house as little better than a servant. Nor, if she
were to be perfectly honest, did the prospect of teaching two
junior Finellas enthuse her in the slightest. Finella must unfor-
tunately take after her late mother, for certainly she had none
of her father’s good looks or charm.

“It is a very generous ofter, and I thank you for it, but Iam happy

where I am now,” she repeated, though it pained her to refuse him.
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He seemed so genuine and pleasant a man, and she was sure she
would have enjoyed being a part of his household. He might even
have taken more than a passing fancy to her and set her up as his
mistress. Wouldn’t that have been a stroke of luck. . .

“I see, though you have the face of an angel, you are deter-
mined to have a heart of stone. I would not have thought it of
you. Indeed, I would not.”

She smiled slyly at him, his continued scrutiny of her mak-
ing her slightly hot and bothered. “Angels are not always as
innocent as they seem. They, too, have been known to fall.”
That would give him something to think on when he was alone
in his bed at night, and encourage him to venture if he were at
all serious about making her a less than respectable offer.

His clear appreciation of her bosom had made her all too
aware of her body, of her femininity. She was unused to be-
ing the object of desire for any man, except for Eric, and then
he only desired her because she was half-naked and deliber-
ately flaunted herself in front of him. Here was a handsome
and wealthy man who appreciated her with all her clothes on,
dowdy schoolteacher clothes that they were. It was enough to
turn any girl’s head.

He rose to his feet rather ponderously. Though he was well
built and shapely enough, he had none of Eric’s grace or light-
ness of foot. Not that she cared so much for such qualities, to
be sure. It was what was inside a man that counted the most.
That, and having a well-formed backside. She could not abide a
man with a flabby rump.
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“T have not finished on this matter,” he said, bowing to her
in farewell. “Indeed I have not. I am hoping you might think
over my offer in my absence?” And he gave her a reassuring
smile.

As he gathered his hat and walking stick he paused and
looked at her, his forehead creased in a frown. “Are you sure
we haven’t met before, Miss Clemens? The more I think about
it, the more familiar your face seems to be, but I simply cannot
place you.”

Heavens, surely he had not seen her postcard! “I am quite
sure,” she replied calmly, though inside her nerves were sud-
denly making her feel quite jumpy. She took a sip of lukewarm
tea to hide her agitation. Was Finella’s father one of those who
had ogled her in her shift? He seemed such a nice, respectable
gentleman. Not the type to be buying naughty postcards at all.

Inside, her thoughts were whirling around so fast she could
barely keep up with them. There was little enough except her
face to link her to the saucy Emily of the postcards. No one
would suspect that a respectable schoolteacher would stoop
to modeling, and as a teacher at Mrs. Herrington’s School for
Fashionable Ladies she came into contact with very few men.
Would Mr. Murdoch accidentally discover her identity and of-
fer to make her his mistress? He was clearly attracted to her al-
ready. She could do worse than a man as handsome as he was.

Mr. Murdoch was still looking at her curiously. “It will come
to me. It will come to me,” he muttered as he nodded to her and

moved away.
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The teacup in Emily’s hand was shaking as Mr. Murdoch walked
away. She put it down before she spilled the dregs of tea in the
bottom, clattering it noisily into the saucer. Was she about to
reach her goal of becoming a rich man’s mistress sooner than
she had thought? She felt almost sick with excitement.

The rest of the afternoon passed in the usual interminably
awkward manner until at last the remaining parents were ush-
ered out. As the door shut behind the last one, Mary Mittens
came over and plonked herself beside Emily with a huge sigh.
“Thank heavens that’s over for another two months. I can pre-
tend another stomachache for the next one. I won’t have pulled
that trick for at least six months by then.”

Emily slouched back in her chair and kicked her slippers off.
“Today was as dreadful as always. Mrs. Scarpers is a nasty old
trout, just like her horrid daughter Isabelle will be when she

grows up.”
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Mary looked sympathetic. “She was on at you about Isabelle’s
dancing?”

Emily nodded. “T told her I only play the pianoforte for the
classes—I don’t teach them the steps. That’s the domain of
the dancing teacher, who, I notice, is wisely absent today. Still
she went on at me for a good half an hour.” She put her head in
her hands. The excitement of the afternoon had made her head
pound. “T don’t see why Mrs. Herrington insists on putting us
through this torment every two months. Next time I swear I
shall have a sick headache.” The way she was feeling today, it
would not be a lie, either.

Mary leaned her elbows on the table. “I saw Mr. Murdoch
talking to you very earnestly. Don’t tell me, he was bemoaning
the fact that he is a widower and has three motherless girls at
home to care for?”

“How did you guess?” Emily wriggled her toes in her cotton
stockings. It was a pity she could not wear her silk stockings
at the school, but the headmistress had very strict ideas on
the subject of silk stockings, maintaining they were not suit-
able attire for schoolteachers, who ought, in her opinion, to be
dressed with modesty and decorum at all times. Which, trans-
lated, meant no silk anywhere on their persons. “He asked me
if I would like to give up my position at the school to become
a governess for his two younger daughters. Quite a generous
offer he made me, too. Surprisingly generous. It was very kind

of him.”

Mary made a noise of disgust. “He tries that routine on all
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the new teachers here, the ones who are young and pretty any-
way. You didn’t accept, I hope?”

Emily blinked. Mary wasn’t usually so forthright with a bad
opinion. “The money was tempting, but I don’t believe I would
enjoy being a governess. One is too dependent on the good-
will of a single family to be quite comfortable. Besides, girls
grow up quickly, and where would I be left once they were old
enough to be sent off to school?”

“You’d be left in the same situation as the last teacher from
here who thought that becoming governess to his two daugh-
ters would be a good way to become the second Mrs. Mur-
doch.” Mary gave a disgusted snort. “Fat lot of good it did poor
Meg. In less than a year she was turned out without a reference
and with a babe in her belly. Mr. Murdoch wouldn’t have a
thing to do with her after that. He even had the cheek to claim
the babe wasn’t his, though everyone knew he’d climbed into
her bed the week she arrived in his house, and not gotten out
of it since. She’d even come back to the school once boasting
of her good fortune in snaring him, and of how he’d promised
to marry her come the spring.” Her brows knitted together
in thought. “The Lord knows what’s become of her since. I
haven’t heard anything from her.”

Emily shook her head. Mary must be confusing him with
someone else. Mr. Murdoch seemed far too polite and affable to
be guilty of such a heinous crime. A man who could deliberately
ruin a woman and then callously abandon her with nothing to

live on was the worst sort of scoundrel. She could not believe it
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of him. “He seemed like such a lovely man.” She wasn’t going to
admit to Mary that she found him quite attractive, sensual in an
understated way. She was getting a little damp in certain places
just thinking about him, about what it would feel like to have
those long, manicured fingers caressing her body. If Mary’s story
had any truth in it at all, Meg probably seduced him into her bed
and then kicked up a fuss when he refused to marry her.

“Im telling you, he can be persistent though. He was after
me for weeks to be his governess, calling every second day to
talk with me. He even got the headmistress to take his side—
Lord knows how after what happened to Meg. I had to tell her
plain that I wasn’t looking to become a whore and that if he
pestered me any more, I would find myself another situation.
Then she backed off and he left me alone shortly after that.”

Mary’s story had the ring of jealousy about it, Emily de-
cided. She must be upset that Emily had received the generous
offer and not her. She hadn’t meant to crow about it, but poor
Mary must be feeling a little bitter. She bit her tongue and
decided not to say another word about it. Mary was her very
best friend at the school and she did not want some ill-founded
jealous feelings to come between them.

She would secretly look forward to seeing Mr. Murdoch
again. If he was as wealthy as he looked, he was just the sort of
protector she would like to start out with.

Still, Mary’s story would make her cautious. Her body was
not to be won with a few empty promises. She would not so

much as allow Mr. Murdoch to kiss her before she was in pos-
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session of a pleasant town house and a decent annuity to go

along with it.

Eric collapsed into bed on Saturday evening, utterly exhausted.
He’d worked every minute of the day and halfinto the night for
the past week and he was so tired he could not think straight
any more. He’d barely taken the time to eat, and had even
skimped on shaving so that he could develop another few dozen
postcards. By Saturday afternoon, he’d printed and delivered
the first thousand. Though the bookseller was disappointed he
had not finished them all, she did not cancel the rest of the
order as he had feared she might, but had promised she would
take the rest as soon as he could get them to her.

He could not keep this pace up, not even for the princely
sum of sixty pounds a week. Not even for the delicious pros-
pect of seeing Emily in her undergarments every Sunday after-
noon. It was killing him.

Somehow or other he’d find the plates and the printing press
he needed next week, whatever Emily thought about the idea.
She was a smart little thing, for all that she was naturally more
cautious than he was. He was sure he could bring her around
eventually. But for now all he could do was sleep the clock
around and hope that when he woke he felt a little more human
than he did now.

It was with an overwhelming sense of relief that Emily escaped

the confines of the school and made the long walk to Mr. Twy-
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ford’s studio the following day. When she was with him, she
had nothing to fear and nothing to hide.

She pushed open the door to be greeted by the sight of a red-
eyed, unshaven apparition slumped in a chair, looking more
dead than alive. He looked up dully as she entered and waved
her in. “Forgive me. I really can’t summon the energy to move
just yet.”

“Eric,” she cried, forgetting formality as she hurried to his
side. “Whatever is the matter with you?”

“Tve been working,” he said, with a sickly attempt at a grin.
“Printing up the fifteen hundred postcards of you I sold last
week.”

Fifteen hundred? And he’d tried to develop them all himself,
by hand? No wonder he looked positively ill with exhaustion.
“You can’t keep this up,” she scolded, hiding her anxiety with
a show of crossness. “You’ll kill yourself.”

“T only just woke up,” he confessed. “Was deuced tired last
night. Haven’t even shaved.” He dug into his pocket and tossed
her a couple of shillings. “Do me a favor, will you, and go buy
me breakfast. I can’t seem to move and I haven’t eaten since
yesterday. Or was it the day before?” Just then his stomach
gave an extra loud growl as if to back up his words.

Emily didn’t stop to argue. She grabbed the money and fled
in search of food.

Half an hour later, with two meat pies, a buttered currant
bun and three cups of coffee inside him, he looked much better.

He’d even managed to rise out of the chair and was striding
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around the room, his hands clasped behind his back. “I need a
printing press, Em, to do the printing,” he said, stopping his
pacing and sticking out his bottom lip as if he expected her to
quibble over the expense. “I can’t do this by myself. It’s not
sensible even to try. Not fifteen hundred postcards in a single
week. It’s too much work for one person. It would be too much
even if there were two of me.”

It was clear he could not keep up this schedule. Though
he was at least back on his feet and his stomach had stopped
growling with hunger, he still looked like death warmed up. If
his mother could see him now, she would surely tuck him back
under his blankets and feed him hot possets until he got some
color back into his cheeks. “What kind of a press is it that we
need? And how much would it cost?”

He named a sum that made her suck in a deep breath.
“Ouch.” It was more money than she saw in a whole year as
a teacher, and would eat away all the profits of their fledgling
business for more weeks that she felt comfortable with.

“It would be worth every penny. Without it, the most I
can hope to produce by myself is six or seven hundred cards a
week. But with such technology at my fingertips, I could print
so many thousands. Such a machine would make us rich.”

She steepled her hands together. “How does it work?”

“First I would print the photographs on a glass transpar-
ency, a dozen at a time for the postcard-sized ones. Then I ex-
pose a carbon print under the glass and transfer it to a cop-

per plate. The gelatin on the print sticks to the plate. A quick
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wash with ferric chloride, which eats away the copper where it
doesn’t have gelatin covering it, and voila, I have a completely
accurate engraved plate of your likeness, ready for printing in
the printing press.”

Emily’s head was spinning as she tried to follow his hur-
ried explanation. What was it with men and their newfangled
toys? They were always wanting something newer and shinier
to play with, something bigger and better to call their own.
Still, in this case he might just be right.

She did a few hasty calculations in her head. If the orders
stayed steady at a modest thousand postcards a week, and that
was a big if, then the machine would pay for itself in a couple of
months. After that, the profits for them both would be signifi-
cant. Almost enough for her to not need a patron at all.

Even a month was a long time, though, in the game of nov-
elties. Anything could happen in that time. Postcards might
suddenly go out of fashion. Or men might simply tire of seeing
her and want a fresh face and a new body to gawk at.

Even so, with the press printing out postcards faster than
she could imagine, she would surely find a suitable protector
before she was no longer a novelty.

There really was no choice in the matter. Not for her. “So,
where do we buy one?” she asked brightly.

“There is a man I know of in Cheapside,” he said at once. “A
photographer. Landscapes, mostly. Mountains and rivers and
all that stuff. Not really to my taste, but the public laps it up
eagerly enough. He’ll know.”
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They had better buy the printing press before her courage
failed her and she reneged on her hasty decision. “We’ll visit
him this afternoon.”

“But the photographs,” he protested, as he reached for his
coat. Never had she seen a man so torn between two courses
of action. “We need to take more photographs while the light
holds or I shall have nothing new to offer this week.”

“There’s no point in having more photographs if there is no
way to make enough copies for sale,” she said ruthlessly. “Now,
go and wash and shave so you look at least halfway respectable.
No manufacturer of machinery will talk to you when you look
like a raggle-tailed gypsy.”

In less time than she would have thought possible he was in
the studio again, looking remarkably presentable in a clean shirt
and jacket. Quite deliciously edible, in fact. As tasty a man as she
could ever hope to find in the whole city of London.

She took his arm, doing her best to ignore the frisson of
pleasure that shot through her entire body at his touch. After
she had growled at him for adjusting her chemise on the very
first day she had modeled for him, he had scrupulously avoided
touching her ever since. Even when she was fully clothed he did
not so much as brush against her in the passageway. She was
beginning to find his politeness irritating,

Mr. Murdoch, for all that he was virtually a stranger to her,
had been a deal more forward in his behavior, though he had
not offered her anything tangible as yet. What was wrong with

Eric that he possessed such self-control around her? More to
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the point, what was wrong with her? Try as she might, she
could not get him to make any serious advances toward her.
How would she hook a rich patron when she could not even
make a poor photographer dance to her tune?

She was disappointed she would not have the opportunity
to model her new corset for him today. His reaction to it alone
would surely be worth the purchase price.

Still, there was always next Sunday, and then the Sunday after
that, to taunt him with her nearly naked body and practice mak-
ing a man fall head over heels in love with her. She would tease a
kiss out of him sooner or later. A kiss, and maybe more.

Not today, though, she thought with a sigh. This afternoon
must be dedicated instead to business.

She held his arm tightly to her, letting the side of her breast
brush against his elbow as if by accident, just as she had with
Mr. Murdoch. The jolt of pleasure that shot through her as
her nipple grazed his elbow was enough to make her suck in
her breath sharply and her heart pound like a drum beat in her
chest. She wanted so much more.

Wanting more from Eric was a mistake, she told herself
firmly. She could not waste herself on a man who could not
afford her.

Nonetheless, even looking at printing machines would be a

positive pleasure with Eric at her side. “Let’s go shopping.”

Mr. Murdoch came to visit Emily the following week. Informed

by the headmistress only that there was a visitor for her in the
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parlor, she hurried downstairs, her heart full of joy, expecting
one of her sisters to have stopped by. It was probably Caroline
come up to town on one of her rare visits from her small estate
in Hertfordshire to accompany her husband on one of his busi-
ness affairs.

The worst thing about being so poor and having to go out
teaching was not being able to live with her family. How des-
perately she missed her sisters, and how happy she was at the
prospect of seeing one of them again! For no one else would pos-
sibly be paying her a visit—she had completely cut all ties to
the life she had once lived, before her father had lost his money
and they had been sent to the workhouse. No one but her sis-
ters and her brother even knew wh