
 

BEFORE 

Highlights indicate words and punctuation that needs to be changed, added, or deleted.  

Yes. He’d given her much reason, like a marriage proposal a year ago that she’d wanted to 

accept more than her next breath.  

He nodded. “Yes, then.” 

“What?” she asked. 

He lifted a gloved hand and pointed at her brows, still keeping his distance. “Your brows 

loosened, so I’m going to take that as a yes to my question.”  

Lillian frowned; she’d forgotten there was actually a more awkward person than her in the 

world. He read faces like maps and saw too much. She relaxed her face and tried her best to put on a 

mask.  “Enjoying the party?” 

He watched her closely. “Why do I make your nervous, sweets?”  

Something spiked in her blood, and she found herself only capable of a blink a whole minute 

later. Nigel was so straightforward at times that she found it dreadful and yet at other times 

wonderful. There were never any games with this man. Only the truth. She liked truth, she simply 

hated reality, especially hers. She wanted him. He wanted her. She couldn’t have him. She’d suffer 

for it, but he was a man and would most likely move on. 

Which she’d heard he had already done. She’d heard whispers about him and hadn’t wanted 

to believe any of them, but they were likely to be true. He’d taken up residence in The Stag, and 

every woman in London knew about the third floor in The Stag. Maids never kept such things secret 

and word had spread about what the gentleman’s club offered, but what had been most unsettling 

were the times that his name was matched alongside the gossip of courtesans and pleasure.  

 It had hurt to hear those stories and now she wanted him gone. “We’re alone. That is why I 

am nervous.” 

He silently watched her with those strangely light green eyes and then said, “Nervous that I 

might do something terribly delightful to you or that you’ll enjoy it?” 

She parted her mouth.  

Yes, to both, but definitely yes to the second part. “You’ve changed,” she whispered, 

wondering who this seductive being standing before her was.  

He took a step toward her, and Lillian glanced up to see the stairway was clear. They were 

practically alone.  

She pressed into the table, and Nigel leaned toward her. 

His mouth stopped only inches away from her before his voice deepened even lower and he 

said, “Yes, I have.” 

He’d changed in ways she couldn’t imagine, Nigel thought. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

AFTER 

Yes. He’d given her much reason, like a marriage proposal a year ago that she’d wanted to 

accept more than her next breath.  

He nodded. “Yes, then.” 

“What?” she asked. 

He lifted a gloved hand and pointed at her brows, still keeping his distance. “Your brows 

loosened, so I’m going to take that as a yes to my question.”  

Lillian frowned; she’d forgotten that he too could be awkward. He read faces like maps and 

saw too much. She relaxed her face and tried her best to put on a mask.  “Enjoying the party?” 

He watched her closely. “Why do I make your nervous, sweets?”  

Something spiked in her blood, and she found herself only capable of blinking many seconds  

later. Nigel was so straightforward at times that she found it dreadful, and yet at other times his 

manner was wonderful. There were never any games with this man. Only the truth. She liked the 

idea of truth, of truth about the world. She simply hated her truth which was that she wanted him. 

He wanted her. She couldn’t have him. She’d suffer and would continue to suffer due to love for him, 

but he was a man and could more easily move on. 

Which she knew he had already done. She’d heard whispers about him and hadn’t wanted to 

believe any of them, but they were likely to be true. He’d taken up residence in the Stag, and every 

woman in London knew about the third floor in the Stag. Maids never kept such things secret and 

word had spread about what the gentlemen’s club offered, but what had been most unsettling were 

the times that his name was mentioned alongside the gossip of courtesans and pleasure.  

 It had hurt to hear those stories and now she wanted him gone. “We’re alone. That is why I 

am nervous.” 

He silently watched her with those strangely light-green eyes and then said, “Nervous that I 

might do something terribly delightful to you or that you’ll enjoy it?” 

She parted her mouth.  

Yes, to both, but definitely yes to the second part. “You’ve changed,” she whispered, 

wondering who this seductive being standing before her was.  

He took a step toward her, and Lillian glanced up to see the stairway was clear. They were 

alone for the moment.  

She pressed into the table, and Nigel leaned toward her. 

His mouth stopped only inches away from her before his voice deepened even lower and he 

said, “Yes, I have.” 

He’d changed in ways she couldn’t imagine, Nigel thought. 


