Not far away in terms of distance, Rebecca Fogg hugged a light shawl about her bare shoulders and wondered what she was going to do now. Last night she attended a ball with her Great Aunt Hermione Erica Anastasie Fogg Landown. While dancing with a gentleman who was both good looking, in a very socially correct manner, and very impressed with his own position, she had opted for fresh air to cool down from the waltz they shared. She still wasn't certain whether the gentleman took her request as an indication she was interested in a more intimate encounter or whether he was just obnoxious and tried to take advantage of every young lady he took into a garden at night. 

She scowled at the torn lace along her neckline. Sir Whateverhisnamewas had started the tear. Luckily, a heel in the instep of a dancing pump was apparently more effective than against booted feet. As Rebecca insisted on heels on her shoes regardless of the occasion, she made a very firm impression on the man. She allowed herself to brighten slightly at the thought of his undignified howl of pain and her sudden release. Unfortunately, there were others prowling the garden that were not so lightly shod and were not concerned with manners at all.

She still felt the foul taste and texture of the gag thrust into her mouth as she opened it to scream. Her arms showed bruises where she'd been manhandled. Her lace mittens were in rags from the scuffle with the ruffians and her lace-decorated gown was much the worse for wear. Still, she was modestly covered, which was more than she could say for a couple of the other women who were in the cell when she arrived. Rebecca wished they had been better dressed; they might have left the dirty blanket behind when they were hauled out of the cell and taken away.
 
A shabby, dirty youth with greasy hair brought her a plate of something he seemed to think was stew. The plate was dirty. The spoon was dirty. Rebecca sat firmly on her snobbish side and ate. It wasn't very warm and the lumps were probably better left
uninvestigated.

"I don't suppose you could get me something to wash this down with?"

He looked the disheveled girl over and smirked. "What'd ye gi' me for 't?" The once over she gave him visually made him feel awkward. Wasn't fair. He had the upper hand. This hoity-toity girl wasn't in any position to make him feel inferior.

"That depends on what you bring me," she finally answered him. She could see it wasn't the answer he was expecting. "Now, water, even cold water, isn't really worth all that much, unless one is greatly dehydrated and in danger of dying. Which I am not. 
Water might net you a light kiss on the cheek."

"Rum?"

"Rum? Well, now rum isn't something one drinks alone, is it?"

That netted a cheeky grin. Then he considered. There were barrels of the stuff around the room, but the boss was very particular about stealing. "'t'ud be stealin'."

She blinked. Morals? About stealing? When he was standing guard over a kidnapped woman? She filed that mentally to be examined when she had some leisure. "Then I suppose water it is."

The idea did not appeal to the young man who obviously had other ideas, yet appeared afraid to act on them. He shuffled off into the darkness leaving her wondering just what was to happen to her. Perhaps the idea was to make her so afraid and weakened that she
would not fight their advances. She pondered this while carefully chewing something in the stew. She wasn't quite as innocent as her brother thought her. She did have some understanding of the dealings between men and women. Faulty as she was beginning to
suspect they might be. Several of the men her Great Aunt had presented to her showed every sign of being un-intimidated by her height and more than willing to put hands where she'd never had someone else's hands put. None of them appealed to her. She borrowed Great Aunt Hermione’s down the nose stare and would have reveled in their discomfort if she could have done so.

The stare was not useful here. She looked around her prison again. One dilapidated cot. One noisome chamber pot. She supposed she should be thankful for the container so that she did not have to contemplate some other situation for relieving that sort of discomfort.
Still, it could do with emptying and there was nowhere to do so. No window. Since her prison was an adjunct to the storage of rum and wines, she supposed she must be nicely underground. It was very discouraging.

She heard her jailer coming back. Was that clink? Glass on glass? He came into view carrying not one or two but three dusty glass bottles of varying design. He grinned. Oddly, it wasn't a leering, salacious sort of grin; it was more a happy puppy dog "look at the wonderful, smelly, dead thing I've brought you" sort of grin. She watched as he carefully set the bottles on the small, rickety table. He rummaged in his pockets until he found and extracted a set of glasses. No wonder he was beaming. They might not be the
cleanest cut crystal goblets she'd ever seen, but they were real crystal. 

He took out a shabby handkerchief and carefully wiped out the glasses, then wiped off the necks of the bottles before he opened the most exotic looking one. He poured two glasses, then gave her a considering look.

"'ere. I let yer out, ye'll not be silly, will yer?"

Rebecca's eyebrows rose. She nearly bit her tongue to keep from asking him to define silly. "I promise I will not do anything silly. Word of a Fogg."

Something in her tone as she added the latter made him nod his acceptance. He pulled a big key out of his pocket and unlocked the door. He even found a smallish barrel for her to sit on while she finished her dinner and joined him for a drink. 

"This is the best rum."

"How can you tell?"

He smiled. "I knows th' maker. He's that good, he is. This be his best." He set one glass in front of her and waited.

She set her plate down, hoping it would resist the impetus of gravity and not slide down the gently sloping tabletop. She sniffed the distillate carefully. The aroma was pleasing, not too strong, nothing like the whiskey her father had drunk or the brandy her brother sometimes nursed through a long evening of study. She took a small sip. Well, that
wasn't too bad. Strong, but not too strong. She took a drink. 

My, it was warm suddenly. It felt rather like a small, very hot furnace had just been stoked in her immediate vicinity. The back of her throat burned. "My." Words failed her.

The man beamed and took a drink himself. "Ah. Tha's th' good stuff it is."

Rebecca fanned herself absently with one hand and took another drink. It certainly took the chill off. "I can see where one can quite enjoy this drink." A wicked grin curved her lips suddenly. "Much better than the tawdry stuff you get at balls when you're my age," she said with a laugh. 

He looked curious. He'd seldom been this close to a young woman, let alone one of quality. A pity the boss had an order for her. She wasn't flighty at all and she wasn't a screamer and whiner, either.

For an hour, Rebecca regaled the young man with tales of balls and nobility and country life. After the first two glasses, he didn't seem to notice that Rebecca wasn't drinking as heavily as he was. By the end of the second bottle, she was beginning to wonder how he was staying upright and was completely convinced that she would never manage the walk back to her cell, much less anything any farther. That didn't stop her from sliding off the barrel and checking to see if he was still alive when he finally set the empty glass very carefully on the table and slid boneless-ly to the floor. His snore reassured her that he wasn't dead.

She achieved the vertical with less difficulty than anticipated. Only slightly unsteady, she made her way into the darkness from which her jailer had emerged earlier. Within ten minutes she was steadily cursing, in a very ladylike manner, the inventor of the crinoline, the Empress Eugenie who made them fashionable and anyone else who had anything to do with women's fashions. Five minutes after that, having become trapped between two of stacks of barrels, she lifted her skirts and dispensed with the underlying crinoline. It was one thing to float across a ballroom floor in the unwieldy thing and decidedly another to be running for one's life in confined quarters.

After what seemed like hours and was probably no more than another five minutes, she struck her foot against the side of a stairway. The pitch darkness was not helping. Nor did the locked door at the top of the short flight of stairs. She sat down on the landing and fought back a strong desire to burst into tears. She disliked locked doors. She also squashed a base desire to kick the door. That would do no good and she knew it. An annoying strand of hair trickled down her shoulder and into her bodice. She yanked up the offending lock and tried to tuck it back into her hairdo. 

Her strong nimble fingers encountered a hairpin. Frustrated, she shoved it into her hair and forced another one out of place into her lap. Searching for it by feel in the dark was not functional. Abruptly, she realized that she held her own salvation in her hair. Quickly she yanked out several of the heavy pins holding her waist length hair atop her head. As the edifice tumbled about her shoulders, she tried to remember what the very shortly employed stable boy had taught her when she was 10. There was a way to trip any lock, he'd told her. She just hoped her hairpins were long and strong enough to trip the tumblers.

Just as she was about to give up, the lock clicked. Holding her breath, she turned the door handle and was rewarded with an opening door. The hallway beyond was only slightly lighter than the black at the top of the stair. She stood in the doorway casting back and forth for some indication of which way to go. A glimmer of light appearing down to her left helped her make the decision. She pulled the door closed behind her, praying whoever was coming did not hear the click of the latch muffled by the fabric of her gown.

She picked up the front of her skirt and moved as swiftly down the hallway away from the light as she could. At the end was a small alcove with a very dirty small window. At least, it seemed dirty since she couldn't see out of the window. She pulled back into the alcove behind a musty hanging and waited to see what the light signified. After a time, she peeked around the hanging. The light was gone. There was no sound of pursuit. A part of her was curious to know where the light went. The rest was yammering to get
out of the place and get out now. 

She turned her attention to the window. The latch was long gone, the wood felt dry and crumbly under her fingers. Gently, she tried to lift the lower sash. It wouldn't budge. She applied a little more pressure. Nothing. She took a breath to calm down and applied all her strength to the window frame that promptly crunched in her hands leaving two broken places. The noise was incredibly loud in her ears. She stood, frozen in place and waited for what felt like an eternity for some reaction. When there wasn't one, she decided to work on the problem another way and kicked out the lower window. The air coming in was refreshing and wet. It was drizzling.

Certain that she was about to be apprehended again, she stuck her head out the window and looked around. There was a narrow alleyway below her. Good. She was in town. The walls opposite her were dark. No lights shown in the alley at all. She looked down. The drop didn't seem very far in the darkness, she prayed it wasn't very far. Then again, perhaps a girl with a broken leg wouldn't be appealing to whomever it was that took her in the first place. With that thought, she tried to get through the window. Being narrow, the opening was not inclined to deal with the yards and yards of fabric making up her skirt.

In a fury of fear and anger, Rebecca took up a piece of glass and slashed at the seams of her bodice until it gave way, releasing her from the bondage of cloth. She refused to look down at the puddle of expensive destruction around her ankles as she untied the
remaining petticoat with its stiffened lower edge. She might be indecently unclad, but she would be free. She slipped out the window, dangled by her hands for a few eternal moments and let go. The slick soles of her shoes slid on the wet pavement, landing her on her butt. She scrambled up; ignoring the dirt, mud and whatever else she might have landed in. A quick glance up showed a light moving toward the window. She shrank
against the side of the building and tried to blend into the darkness, ignoring the white undergarments she wore and her own pale skin. Luckily, there was a slight overhang between her and the head that poked out.

"Someone's broke the winder."

An indeterminate answer came from within.

"How'm I s'posed t' know? Ain't out there now. Rouse the fool and see the gal's there."

The head disappeared. Rebecca counted to ten and eased down the wall toward what she hoped was a street. She resolutely did not consider what she would do once there. She also ignored the sinking feeling in her middle that she would not come out of this night
unscathed. She could hear noises behind her probably signifying that they'd discovered her escape.


She took a deep breath and took to her heels, not entirely certain where she was running to but very certain where she was running from. As luck would have it, she made it about three blocks of dark building before she took a chance on a right turn and slammed hard into something a little more yielding than a building. With a double "oof" sound, a pair of arms went around her and steadied both Rebecca and the somewhat aromatic gentleman into whom she had just caromed. Retaining her balance, the red head stood very still and didn’t realize she was holding her breath in fear until her lungs mentioned that air might be a nice addition.

The man holding her smelled of rum and spice. The fabric of his coat felt nicer than the rough of those who had captured her. Gingerly, she tried to back up. She felt relief when the arms loosened around her.

“Sorry, luv.” She could hear the slightly leering grin in the voice. Backing up, he struck a match and lit a stub of candle he pulled out of a pocket. The face it lit was sharp featured framed by unfashionably long hair. He took a look up and down, then frowned. He apparently found something off about her appearance. The sound of pursuit was faintly heard approaching. The light went out, his hand found hers and he pulled her after him swiftly into a darkened doorway, placing himself between her and the potential problem.

The pursuit went past. He pulled her out and proceeded down the street with Rebecca in tow trying frantically to find her voice and perhaps object to his cavalier pre-emption of her escape. She smothered an incipient giggle and followed as best she could, her feet slipping occasionally on the slick pavement.

“Please,” she finally gasped as he slowed and looked around.

“Please what, luv?”

“Please could I get my breath? Why are you helping me?”

Again he took them into the shelter of a recessed doorway and lit his candle stub. He looked in her smudged face, fallen hair and no longer pristine undergarments. “You’re in the wrong place at the wrong time, my gel. It’s not the kind of neighborhood ye’d be in if ye weren’t in trouble, savvy?”

She took a good look herself and realized there was a deal of intelligence in the dark eyes, and a world of experience. The latter troubled her a bit, but not enough to object to his continuing to help her. “All right. What now?”

“Who’s chasing ye?”

“I don’t know. I was at a ball – two days ago, I think. They took me from the garden. I didn’t see anyone except the man who guarded me. I didn’t see anyone else clearly, not to identify,” she corrected herself.

“Ye’ve had rum to drink, but not enough to dull yer senses.” A knowing grin lit his face. “I’d bet the lad guarding ye has a big head tomorrow.”

“If he lives to see tomorrow,” she shot back, her look troubled at that thought. 

He gave her another look. “Ye’ve escaped from the lad, yet ye be concerned for his fate. ‘Tis a wonder ye are, lass. Happens I know a gent as can be of help to ye.” 

He snuffed his light, waited for the wax to cool a bit and then stripped off his coat to put around her shoulders. As the clouds above parted for a moment to light the street, she saw he wore a leather vest over a full-sleeved shirt. With the hair, he looked a figure out of another time. Just as the moon passed behind another cloud she thought she saw something else as he turned to speak again. She shook her head. She couldn’t have seen what she thought she glimpsed, could she?

