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        Scandalous Intentions is the second book I ever wrote and holds a special place in my heart. This is the first book I had fans ask for. When I wrote book one in this series it was not meant to be a series, but then an amazing thing happened. People actually picked up my work, read it, and asked for more! I was so nervous writing it because I did not want to let anyone down. When it released I sat on pins and needles waiting to see what the fans of book one thought about book two.

      

      

      To my continued amazement they wanted more. Now I have turned Ladies and Scoundrels into a six book series. Scandalous Intentions proved to me that I have a dedicated fan base who loves my books. I am honored to do what I love and thank each and every person who picks up my books. I LOVE my fans!

      Hugs,

      Amanda

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 1

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        London 1843

      

      

      Sarah knew his sort by reputation alone. So did every mother who tightened her grip on a daughter’s elbow when he crossed a ballroom, every matron who lowered her voice behind a fan, every gentleman who laughed too loudly in his company and would not have wanted a sister anywhere near him.

      She picked up a champagne flute and looked around. For the third time that night, her gaze collided with his. Lord Julian Carrington, the Marquess of Luvington. She lingered there for a moment, taking in the despicably delicious sight of him. He leaned against a white pillar, green eyes dancing in the lamplight. Drat. Again, she found him watching her. Was there no escaping his attention?

      A grin tugged at his mouth, and she hated the answering flutter it stirred. When he winked, she snapped her attention back to Grace Stratton, the Duchess of Abernathy. “Would you care for a stroll on the veranda?” 

      Sarah tightened her grip on the champagne flute. If she stayed another moment beneath that wicked green gaze, she might do something foolish. The veranda, at least, promised distance.

      Grace closed her fan. “A splendid idea.” She pivoted and moved through a sea of colorful ball gowns toward the exit.

      Sarah walked beside the duchess in silence as they approached the open doors. Cool air washed across her as she stepped over the threshold into the night. The breeze caught at the ribbons of her gown and cooled her skin, but Lord Luvington’s relentless attention still lingered beneath her skin. Blackguard.

      Glancing at Grace, Sarah sighed. “What do you suppose he was staring at us for?”

      Grace giggled, her strawberry blonde tresses bouncing. “Not us, dear. You.”

      Sarah turned to her. “He signed my dance card, too. Taking the last waltz. But why? What would a rake the likes of him want with me?”

      “Perhaps it is nothing,” Grace waved her fan. “But there is one way to find out.”

      “Pray explain, Your Grace.” Sarah peered at her, a faint grin pulling at her lips.

      “Ask him.”

      Grace took a step toward the veranda doors and Sarah followed. “Maybe I will.” She glanced up at the stars twinkling in the sky and moved across the threshold. “Or perhaps I will simply refuse. After all, the last waltz is for couples.”

      “It will do you no harm to honor his request.”

      Except it could. A woman had to be careful around a man like that, no matter how public the setting. At least they were in a public place. What could he do to her here, amidst the ton?

      Sarah followed Grace into the room just as the quartet played the last notes of a waltz. Lord Gibbs waited for her on the edge of the dance floor. She nodded to Grace as he swept her into the dance. Despite her current partner, her thoughts wandered where they should not. Lord Luvington. The thought of standing so near him unsettled her more than it ought. A dance, she supposed, might prove tolerable.

      No. She could almost hear tomorrow’s gossip sheets already—the sly phrasing, the delighted malice, the fans snapping open over half-hidden smiles. Her stomach knotted.

      “Lady Sarah, did you hear me?”

      Sarah blinked and focused on Lord Gibbs. “My apologies, I was lost in the music.” She gave him a smile. “You have my attention now.”

      “I asked if you are enjoying the ball.” He twirled her through a line of other fashionable lords and ladies. The scents of their colognes mingled together in an exotic mix of flowers and spices.

      “Indeed. Lady Vivian outdid herself. I find the ball riveting, a smashing success for certain. In fact, I cannot remember the last time I enjoyed one so thoroughly.”

      “Nor can I.” He spun her around.

      Sarah turned her mouth up politely. Lord Gibbs had been courting her since last season, but she did not fancy him for more than a friend. She had refused him gently last season, then more firmly this one, and still he returned with flowers, smiles, and hope shining in his eyes. It made no difference. Sarah had long since resolved that she would marry for love or not at all. Four seasons had come and gone with that vow intact—much to Mother’s despair and Father’s quiet approval.

      “You look lovely tonight, Lady Sarah.” Lord Gibbs pulled her closer.

      “Thank you, my lord. You look rather dashing yourself.” It was not a lie, he was attractive. She simply did not love him. Besides, the idea of becoming some gentleman’s property did not appeal to her overmuch.

      The song wound down, and Lord Gibbs escorted her off the dance floor. Once again, her gaze fell on Lord Luvington. Blast, the man continued to linger near her. She studied him before she could stop herself, taking in the sharp angle of his jaw, the luster of his golden-brown hair. His smoldering green gaze met hers, and he grinned wickedly at her as if he knew what she looked like under her shift. She turned away before he could read too much in her face.

      She spied Mother, serving herself a drink at the refreshment table. Sarah made haste to join her. Standing beside Mother ought to have restored her equilibrium. She lifted a sparkling flute of champagne to her lips and took her place beside Mother.

      “Where has Papa gotten off to?” She took a drink of the cool, bubbling liquid.

      “He wanted to have a word with your brother. They will be back in a moment.” Mother tipped her chin toward Lord Luvington. “It appears you have collected a new admirer.”

      Sarah let her gaze stray across his broad chest and despised herself for the lapse. What would it feel like to be wrapped in his arms? She flipped open her fan, cooling herself. So much for keeping her thoughts clean. “It is scandalous the way he keeps watching me.”

      “Nonsense daughter, you should be flattered.” Mother rested her gloved hand on her chest. “It is not a daily occurrence for you to catch the eye of a marquess.”

      Sarah inhaled sharply and snapped her fan closed. Had everyone lost their minds? “Mother, he is a known rake.”

      “Calm yourself, dear. I did not tell you to marry him, only to be flattered by his attention. Though it is high time you consider finding a spouse. Perhaps more tasteful gentlemen will be inspired by the attention Lord Luvington bestows upon you.”

      Someone cleared their throat. Sarah glanced behind her, her heart skipping a beat.

      “Whose attentions should my darling tulip be flattered by?” Father looked between Sarah and his wife.

      Mother grinned at her husband. “It is nothing, really. Do not bother yourself with it, love.” She placed her hand under his arm.

      He patted it, then looked at Sarah. “Are you enjoying the evening, dearest?”

      “Indeed, Papa.” If Mother believed it best to keep her admirer’s identity from Papa, then she would.

      “And you will let me know if said gentleman’s attention crosses the line?”

      Sarah nodded, sending her earbobs dancing. “Yes, Papa.”

      “Very well. Excuse us then.” He gave his wife a smile. “I have been waiting to show your lovely mother off on the dance floor.”

      Sarah angled her head toward the sleek marble clearing. “You had better hurry, lest you miss your chance.” She lifted her crystal flute to her lips.

      Mother beamed as Papa led her through the crush toward the dance floor. Perhaps Mother was correct, not about gaining the attention of a suitable match, but about Lord Luvington’s attention being innocuous. After all, it was not she who acted inappropriately. She would enjoy the rest of the ball, and if Lord Luvington insisted on studying her, then so be it.

      Later in the night, as the quartet struck up a new tune, Sarah shifted her weight and tried to ignore the ache building in her feet. On several occasions during the evening, she had caught Lord Luvington studying her.

      She simply could not account for his sudden interest. Soon enough she would get the chance to ask him outright about his behavior toward her. Two dances remained. No doubt Lord Shillington would seek her out before long…and then Lord Luvington.

      By the time the final two dances neared, a tremor had worked into her hands. The last waltz waited for her like a challenge, and its architect stood near the veranda doors looking entirely too pleased with himself. Sarah drew one careful breath after another and schooled her face before Lord Shillington reached her.

      He bowed. “Shall we?”

      Sarah forced a smile and threaded her hand through his offered arm. At least Lord Shillington was not an admirer, he was a family friend. The dance would prove more pleasurable for that. So long as he did not step on her toes.

      Sarah moved in tune to the music while Lord Shillington led her through the dance. She could not help but search out Lord Luvington in the crowd, knowing their waltz came next. 

      He stood near the veranda door, and their gazes locked for an instant before Shillington turned her around. She caught her lower lip between her teeth. Refusing the dance would be considered poor manners, something she had never been accused of. Sarah sighed.

      “What bothers you, Lady Sarah?” Genuine interest reflected in Lord Shillington’s gaze.

      She offered a small smile. Other than her brother, Lord Shillington was the only gentleman with whom she could speak freely. He never judged her, nor did he share her musings with others. However, did she want to discuss this with him?

      “Clearly something has you riled. You can tell me, whatever it is. Perhaps I can be of assistance.”

      “It is nothing.” Sarah glanced back at the veranda for a moment. “Only, how well do you know Lord Luvington?”

      Lord Shillington’s mouth quirked in a teasing grin. “Has a gentleman finally captured your fancy?”

      “Goodness, no,” she said without thought, then blushed at her rudeness. “But he did sign my dance card.”

      Shillington twirled her, and when she came back into his hold he said, “Lord Luvington is a fine chap. I play cards with him at White’s on occasion.” He blinked. “I should likely refrain from telling you any of this.”

      “Any of what? Gentlemen play cards all the time.”

      “Yes, of course. What I was about to tell you is of a different nature.” His cheeks tinted pink.

      Much like her, Lord Shillington was seen as a pillar of good moral behavior among their peers. Clumsiness plagued him and had gained him quite the reputation, but no one questioned his character.

      “Now you simply must tell me.” Sarah batted her lashes and formed her lips into a pout.

      “He is rather…how can I put this delicately?” He glanced away. “Popular among the fairer sex.”

      “A rake, you mean.”

      He swallowed, meeting her gaze again. “No matter. A dance will be fine.”

      “Even if it is the last waltz of the evening?”

      “Even so.” Lord Shillington spun her and brought her back into his arms once more. “There now, do you not feel more at ease?”

      “Yes, thank you.” She allowed her eyes to close for an instant. How would she survive a dance with such a man?

      The quartet ended their song, and Lord Shillington led Sarah over to Lord Luvington. “I hear you have the pleasure of Lady Sarah’s final waltz.”

      “Indeed I do.” Lord Luvington offered her his arm.

      She glanced up at him before accepting it. Her stomach gave an unwelcome flutter. Awareness swept through her as she imagined every eye in the ballroom upon them. He led her to the middle of the dance floor and gathered her into his arms as the quartet resumed playing.

      “Relax, my lady. It is only a dance.”

      Mortified, she tipped her chin. “I am relaxed.” How had he known she fretted? Sarah took a calming breath as she glanced around at the other couples.

      “If this is you being relaxed, I pity those exposed to you when you are not.” 

      His smile made her traitorous body take notice. 

      “On my honor, this is only a dance.”

      “I do not believe you have any honor, my lord, nor am I fool enough to believe this an innocent dance.” She glanced up at him. “You want something from me.”

      He grinned. “Perhaps I do.”

      “You are wasting your time, my lord.”

      “Unless, of course, this is simply a dance.”

      “You just stated you want something from me.” Sarah balled her free hand in the fabric of her skirts. If she were less of a lady, she would slap his face for toying with her.

      “No, I said perhaps I wanted something. Which means I could very well want nothing.” He arched one dark eyebrow and a golden-brown lock of hair flopped onto his forehead.

      Good heavens, no man ought to be so attractive. She stared into his green eyes. “Enough of your games. Tell me what you want, Lord Luvington.”

      “Tonight?”

      “Yes, tonight,” She bit out through clenched teeth.

      “Tonight, I want to hold you.” 

      His rakish grin made her heart nearly stop. She blushed at the implication and glanced at the couples dancing nearby. Another statement the likes of that one and she would be ruined for certain.

      He pulled her scandalously close, leaning in until his lips brushed her ear. “Tomorrow, I want to get to know you better.”

      The waltz ended, and before she could form a thought, he walked off, leaving her standing in the middle of the dance floor. 

      Alone.
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      Lord Luvington entered the office with his jaw set hard. He was not surprised to find Father seated behind his regal mahogany desk. After his dance with Lady Sarah, he had called for his carriage and received, along with it, a missive requesting his presence at the ducal estate. By the time Julian’s carriage crunched over the drive at his parents’ estate, dawn had already washed the world in pale gold and rose. He stepped down with one purpose only: endure Father swiftly and escape sooner.

      “Good morning, Julian.”

      “Is it, Father?” He steeled himself for an interrogation. The Duke of Tisdale knew how to get the answers he wanted better than the Peelers. And Julian had no doubt his father planned to hold him accountable.

      “Make yourself comfortable, my boy, and tell me about the Wexil ball.” Father leaned forward in his seat.

      Julian took the leather chair opposite Father’s desk. “There is nothing to tell. It was a ball like any other.” Father’s latest decree sat between them like a drawn blade. It was the old pattern yet again: Father spoke, the household shifted, and resistance became nothing more than another thing to be ground beneath his will.

      Father slammed his hand down on his desk. “Do not be evasive with me. Your time is ticking down, Julian. I fear you do not realize how serious your situation is.”

      Julian tipped his head back and took a deep breath. “There is no need to remind me. I am well aware of my situation.”

      Father studied him. “Then you realize if you fail to marry a respectable lady before month’s end, you will not receive so much as another farthing from me? You will become a broke marquess and will remain as such until you inherit the duchy.”

      Julian’s shoulders locked. Father did not waste threats on bluster. He simply announced a man’s ruin and waited for obedience to follow. “I cannot pluck a respectable lady from her home and elope. You are being entirely unreasonable.”

      He leaned back in his seat. “Nonsense, I met and married your dear mother in less than a fortnight.” His eyes danced, showing a rare flicker of gentleness for her. “Have you at least begun courting a respectable lady?”

      “I have. Lady Sarah. I am to call upon her this afternoon.” Julian fought a smirk; his words carried a shade of truth. Sarah had not agreed to his courtship, but he had told her he would call on her all the same. 

      He pictured the look on her beautiful face as he walked away from her mere hours ago. The memory of her violet eyes and the feel of her waist beneath his hand returned with enough force to make him want her near again at once.

      “Very well. She will make a fine duchess, and her impeccable character will go a long way in repairing yours. Do not sully the girl before you wed her.” He lifted a gray brow, pinning his son beneath his hazel stare.

      Father’s warning landed cold and hard. “I would not dare compromise the lady. Now, may I be excused? I need to rest before I call upon her.”

      A swoosh of skirts announced Mother entering the office. “Call upon whom?” She moved to Julian’s side, placing a hand on his shoulder. A bright smile lit her heart-shaped face.

      He grinned before standing to embrace her. Julian would never stop appreciating how loving she was in contrast to his father. 

      In all fairness, Father probably could not help his nature. According to Mother, Grandfather had treated Father in much the same way. Unfortunately, Grandmother had passed away during childbirth so Father never had the influence of a loving, supportive parent.

      “Good morning, Mother.” Julian released her and stepped back.

      Her green eyes, so much like his own, scanned his face. “Did I hear you say you are courting someone?” She beamed at him.

      “Yes, Lydia, he has chosen Lady Sarah.” Father cut in.

      She glanced between them. “How wonderful. She is a marvelous choice.” Mother nodded her head, her earbobs sparkling. “As you know I play whist with her mother. Lady Sarah joins us on occasion. She’s a delightful girl.”

      Julian’s head began to throb. He needed sleep, and, more importantly, he needed to get away from his father. Understanding his nature did not change the way Julian felt about the man.

      “I am quite fatigued. May I be excused?”

      “Very well, but remember, time is running short. Waste not a moment.”

      Mother placed a hand on his arm. “You can retire to your old suite, if it pleases you. I will have food brought up, and you have spare clothing in the wardrobe. There is no reason to travel back to London straight away.”

      “That is a splendid idea, Mother. Thank you.” Julian gave a nod. “Father.”

      The climb to his old room felt twice its length. The moment the door shut behind him, Julian dropped into the wing-back chair and let his head fall back. At last, with no duke in sight, some of the tightness eased from his shoulders.

      Several hours later, he woke still in his evening clothes. A silver platter holding a plate of cold food rested on the table beside him. He rolled out the stiffness from his neck, then stood and stretched. 

      A cursory glance out the window confirmed he had slept well into the day. It had grown too late to take Lady Sarah for a ride through Hyde Park as he had planned. But then, he doubted she would have gone willingly.

      He would not give up so easily. Julian removed his evening coat and cravat, then rang for a valet to help him change. He splashed his face with cool water from the basin on the washstand before drying it with a soft cloth. His reflection looked disheveled enough to earn a grimace. A shadow of whiskers covered his jaw. He would have the valet give him a shave.

      A knock sounded on the door, and Julian tossed the towel aside. “Come in.”

      “At your service, Lord Luvington.” The valet bowed.

      Julian sat near the basin and stretched his legs out, closing his eyes as the man shaved his face clean. The perfect time to think. He needed to come up with a new plan to see Lady Sarah today. 

      But what? He could not very well march up to her home and request her company at this late hour. Nor could he waste time not seeing her.

      The instant Father demanded a bride of spotless reputation, Lady Sarah had come to mind. Not because she was safe—though she was that in every way the world admired—but because beneath all that polished composure he had glimpsed heat. Last night, in the ballroom, that heat had flashed bright enough to leave him wanting more.

      Yet even then she had not been merely convenient. There were other respectable ladies in London, other daughters with good names and manageable tempers. He had not sought them out. He had sought Sarah. Her refusal to simper, the quickness of her mind, the way she met him as though she expected him to be better than his worst reputation and despised him for failing the test—those things had lodged beneath his skin before he ever admitted as much to himself.

      He could not bear the thought of some simpering debutante or a wife who spoke of nothing beyond ribbons and routs. Lady Sarah, thank God, possessed a mind sharp enough to draw blood.

      She had enjoyed several seasons already, putting her well past the debutante stage. He could only imagine she remained unattached because she did not wish to wed, or because she desired a love match. In either case, it made seeing her all the more imperative.

      It would take time to sway her. A commodity he was quickly running out of.

      And yet, impatience was not the whole of what drove him. Had Lady Sarah been merely respectable, merely pretty, he might have looked elsewhere and spared himself the trouble. London overflowed with well-bred ladies who spoke prettily enough and would have fluttered with gratitude at a marquess’s notice. Sarah did not. She looked at him as though she saw the worst of him first and would accept nothing less than proof he possessed something better beneath it.

      That, perhaps, was what had undone him.

      He wanted to hear what she thought, even when her opinions cut against him. Wanted to see that sudden brightening in her eyes when a topic truly interested her. Wanted, God help him, to earn one smile from her that was given freely and not dragged from her by sheer exasperation. The realization sat uneasily in his chest. He had begun this with a purpose, but purpose alone no longer explained the urgency with which he sought her.

      “My lord.”

      Julian opened
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