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CHAPTER ONE

May 1883—Philadelphia, PA

FELICITY RICHMOND PULLED A DERRINGER
from her skirt pocket and peered around the door leading into
the shipping warehouse. Darkness overpowered the dim
gaslight of the occasional wall sconce, shrouding the evil that
lurked there. A labyrinth of stacked crates twisted throughout
the building, but nothing moved or made a sound. That
traitor Gregory Thompson was quick, she’d give him that. He
had to be somewhere among the crates. There was nowhere
else to hide.

She !ipped the lever behind the derringer’s trigger forward
and lifted the hinged barrel. Two .41-caliber rounds were
chambered and ready. But was she?

Truth at all cost. Father’s words pulsed through her as
clearly as if he spoke into her ear. The family newspaper, the
Philadelphia Observer, existed for one purpose—to reveal the
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truth others wished to hide, and Thompson, the Secret Service
operative turned counterfeiter, had hidden long enough.

After a fortifying breath, she slipped into the maze of
cargo. Crates stacked three deep towered over her head on
either side and blocked any view but the path in front of her.
The scent trail of Thompson’s cigar smoke was impossible to
distinguish with the pungent odor of !sh and fuel over‐
whelming her senses, but she would not be deterred.

Rough wood scraped against Felicity’s !ngers as she felt
her way through the shadows. Every few yards an aisle opened
on either side. How easy it would be to become lost in this
eerie place. Still, Thompson wasn’t likely to have stayed on the
main aisle. If she were going to catch him in the act and get her
story, she had to take risks.

Lord, guide my path.
She wended her way down several passages, her tiptoed

steps echoing o# the wooden crates. Occasionally the raucous
laughter of the outside harbor workers penetrated the silence,
but nothing suggested a guard wandered these aisles. Perhaps
God’s answer to her earlier prayer for protection might be in
Thompson’s disappearance.

Why couldn’t she make headway with this corruption
story? Surely God approved of her mission. The Secret Service
needed to be exposed for protecting a corrupt o$cer, even
though they knew he was a counterfeiter and con artist. How
many innocents had he framed for his crimes without conse‐
quence? It was not to be withstood.

A cat hissed.
Felicity pressed against the crates. What had made it mad?

Another cat? Or an unknown intruder? Hope surged as she
listened for any indication of which she faced.

Something moved behind her.
She twisted, and a rat scampered over her foot. “Eep!”
A lean cat pursued the vile pest down the aisle and past a
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wide gap in the crates at the corner. Light too bright to be
natural !ltered through.

It could be nothing more than a wall sconce, or it could be
her quarry.

With great care not to click her boot heels against the
"oor, Felicity rose on her toes and crept nearer the gap. Cigar
smoke wafted toward her, and a shadow "itted across the
narrow view. Though she couldn’t see Thompson’s head as
she peered through the space, his rotund !gure and tailored
suit gave him away. High-class taste for a low-class rogue.
Finally, the Secret Service would have to admit one of their
own operatives was as dirty as the "oor beneath her feet. And
she’d be the reporter to force their hand.

“Were you followed?” Thompson’s deep tone chased
shivers down her back. His was a voice for nightmares.

“Nah. I know how to shake a tail.” A second voice came
from out of view.

There was something familiar about that unidenti!able
accent. Some underlying tone that was almost . . . comforting?
She shook her head and angled to the side to get a better
glimpse.

Darkness cut o# her view.
The top two crates next to her rattled and then crashed to

the ground. She clamped her lips tight, suppressing the star‐
tled cry before it escaped, and crouched against the wooden
base at her feet. Two more top crates tumbled farther away
before Thompson’s pro!le appeared above the remaining
crates. His heavy breathing testi!ed to his exertion as he
moved out of view.

“Done tossin’ things around?” Annoyance laced the
accomplice’s tone.

“I had to be sure.” Thompson fell silent, probably taking a
long drag on that disgusting tube of leaves. “I want sixty-!ve
cents on the dollar.”
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“Steep price. I wanna sample.”
The clink of coins echoed.
If she were going to write a story worthy of the front page,

eavesdropping wouldn’t be enough. Truth at all cost. She had
to risk it. Inching to a fallen crate, Felicity peeked over the top.
The accomplice stood with his back toward her and held up a
gold coin.

“Each double eagle is coated in a thick layer of gold.”
Thompson’s voice drew her attention. Mere feet separated

them. Only the shadows and a single crate hid her position.
She shrunk deeper into the darkness and prayed he wouldn’t
notice the subtle movement.

He continued talking. “No one will know it’s nickel on
the inside. The dies used to stamp the blanks are exactly like
the ones at the Mint. You’ll not !nd a better counterfeit.”

Felicity smiled. Thompson may not have claimed to create
the coins himself, but he knew they were spurious and how
they were made. A quote would be the nail to his co"n. She
glanced at the derringer in her writing hand and took a deep
breath. Four short sentences. It’d take less than a minute. A
small risk to achieve success and Father’s approval.

When Thompson stepped away, she set her derringer on
the ground for quick access, plucked a pencil from her bun,
and scribbled the words into her pocket notebook. It wouldn’t
be pretty in the light, but the quote would be there. She
shoved the pencil back in place and reached for her derringer.
As her hand wrapped around the grip, a tickle moved across
her knuckles. She jerked her hand into the light, and the
o#ending insect $ew toward her. This time the shriek could
not be contained. She $ailed and landed on her rear end.

Drat! So much for going unnoticed. She snagged the gun
and scrambled to her feet.

Thompson’s gaze collided with hers. “You!”

Throwing all shred of propriety to the wind, she hiked her4
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Throwing all shred of propriety to the wind, she hiked her
skirts and sprinted down the nearest aisle of crates.

Two sets of feet pounded behind her, echoing with disori‐
enting power. Were her ears deceiving her, or had Thompson
and the other man split directions? If they converged on her,
there’d be no hope of escaping unscathed. She skidded around
another corner. Maybe doubling back would lead to safety.

Thompson cursed, hu"ng and pu"ng only three crate
lengths behind her. His stamina would never match hers. She
just needed to stay ahead of him.

She pivoted down the closest aisle and then another.
A few seconds later, his footsteps echoed behind her.
Outlasting him might not be an option. The weight of her

derringer suddenly felt heavy. She’d shot at plenty of targets,
but never a man.

Please, Lord, don’t let it be a killing shot.
She twisted, aimed at the #oor, and pulled the trigger. The

blast rang in her ears as the gun recoiled. Wherever the bullet
landed was anyone’s guess, but it was enough to spook
Thompson. He dove backward, and she took the next corner.

One shot remained. Another that would likely fail to hit
its mark. Losing him in the maze was her only hope. She
darted up one way and zigzagged another direction. Blood
rushed in her ears as her chest heaved. One more turn and
she’d have a clear path to the exit.

She sailed around the corner and crashed into a wall.
What? How? She glanced around, but crates hemmed her

in every direction except the way she’d come. So much for
losing Thompson. She’d managed to lose herself. Her stomach
#ipped as the sound of his pursuit grew louder.

It was either risk going back to try another path or stay to
face an attack from a man double her size. She full-cocked the
hammer and darted into the aisle. Thompson rounded the
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corner, and this time she aimed at his legs. Anything else and it
would either kill him or only serve to anger him.

The barrel wobbled underneath her shaky aim.
This was it. One shot.
She drew a steadying breath and pulled the trigger.
The sound reverberated through her, and she !inched.
Thompson stumbled but steadied himself too quickly to

have been injured.
Lord, send me an angel! For she’d certainly not make it

without help. She escaped down another path and kept going
straight. The main aisle couldn’t be far.

Thompson’s running steps grew louder, his labored
breath audible above her own.

She pushed harder, lungs burning.
The next turn opened into the wide main aisle only thirty

yards from the open doorway. Praise God! Thompson
wouldn’t dare attack her in open view of the street. She made
it past two aisles, and still Thompson hadn’t turned into the
main aisle. Maybe his endurance "nally gave out. A second
wave of energy pulsed through her.

One more aisle to freedom.
An arm snagged her waist and yanked her into a dark

alcove between crates. A hand smothered her scream.
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