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      The Northumberland Nine series is a late Regency period Historical Romance series featuring nine sisters  and nine aristocratic gentlemen at a house party where there is hope at least one sister will form a match to save the family from poverty. The Northumberland Nine were first introduced in book nine of my Desperate and Dare Series, An Undesirable Duke. In this new series we return to Selbourne Castle  and each book will feature one sister and begin at the start of the house party.

      This large series features popular romance tropes such as: second chances, a secret baby, friends to lovers, enemies to lovers, secret romance, a secret marriage, strong heroines, and noble rogues that will leave you ready to fall in love.

      Happy reading!

      Dayna Q
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      HOUSE PARTY AT SELBOURNE CASTLE AUGUST 9, 1825

      Odette twisted the fan in her hands as she followed her sisters into the Queen's drawing room. They were a cloud of Marsdens, all nine of them, beginning with the oldest, Annette, then Bernadette, Georgette, Jeanette, Josette, Lunette, Nicolette, herself, and Willette, following behind her. They clustered together like little chicks, the new duchess acting as their mother hen and ushering them into a world far more elegant and mysterious than they had ever experienced before.

      Over the last four months, Odette had been to castle Selbourne many times. The dowager duchess regularly invited them to tea, which occurred once a week. Now that Weirick was the duke and had married Violet four months ago, the duchess refused to return to the London residence.

      Hoping for a grandchild, Odette surmised. But in the meantime, the two duchesses had orchestrated a grand scheme to match the infamous Northumberland Nine. As one of those nine, Odette was not amused, but under threat of flogging from her mother, she was forced to participate in this ridiculous house party.

      Odette had far grander plans than marriage. She had no use for a husband, wealthy or not. But her sisters did. With no son to inherit their father’s meager estate, their cousin Irving would swoop in like an albatross and toss them out of their home. So before that fateful day, at least one of them would have to marry a wealthy gentleman to save them all.

      The dowager duchess and the new duchess had concocted a plan to introduce all nine of the Marsden daughters to nine eligible gentlemen, in the hopes that at least one of them could make a marriage match.

      Odette knew it wouldn't be her. At nineteen, she should feel the insistent pressure to marry, to find a home of her own and secure the protection of a husband. But Odette had greater dreams that might begin at this very party.

      She sucked in a breath as they entered. The gentlemen ambled about the room in fine crisp white cravats, silk waistcoats, and blinking gold cuffs on their sleeves. Nothing Odette hadn't seen before. She'd gotten used to such finery over the years, living between two fine houses, Selbourne Castle and Kirkland Manor. They’d formed a close relationship with the duke, Weirick, and his younger brother Roderick. She wasn't interested in fancy gentlemen, but there was one here who fascinated her. A man who had done more than just look pretty in a ballroom. She'd read about him in the papers, cut clippings and read more books than she could count about the places he'd gone, the things he’d discovered. But tucked away in Northumberland, she had no way to access him or the treasures he’d brought back to England to display in the museums. History that was lost until he found it.

      Her heart beat hard. She carefully scanned the faces. All she had to identify him by was a comical cartoon of a man wrestling a mummy. Sure, they painted him up nice and handsome with bulging muscles and an aristocratic nose—he was the fourth son of the Marquess of Clarence, after all. But Odette knew those images could be terribly false. His cartoon character was black and white, so she had no idea about hair or eye color.

      The papers never included those details. He was a young man, well on his way to becoming a famous archaeological explorer at the age of eight and twenty. She didn't know why, but that gave her such hope.

      Fruitless hope.

      How could she ever expect to achieve the same things? She was only a poor girl from Northumberland. Even though she'd rifled through the history of her home, and there were a great many things of interest here, especially involving the ruins of Castle Selbourne, no one cared but her. Violet began to make introductions, and Odette, not wanting to look like a nervous ninny, put her trembling hands behind her back and continued to twist her fan until her fingers ached.

      Violet moved to a young man, younger than the others but not by much. He was a strapping fellow, in Odette's opinion, with sandy blond hair and peculiar gray eyes.

      “Mr. Seyburn, I introduce to you Miss Marsden, Miss Bernadette, Miss Georgette…”

      Odette’s ears felt stuffed with cotton. Her mouth popped open while the duchess listed their names, but Odette couldn’t hear her anymore over the thrash of her pulse in her ears. She couldn't breathe.

      Mr. Seyburn.

      That was him?

      Mr. Leopold Seyburn.

      He didn't look like a Leopold. It must be an old family name, a relic passed down to sons, but my—oh my, he was handsome. So very attractive and he did not look like a rough-and-tumble explorer. He resembled any other gentlemen, only his face had a bit more color—suntanned, she imagined, from spending hours in the sun, digging up interesting things.

      The pounding of her pulse in her ears reminded her she needed to do something to continue living.

      Like breathe.

      Breathing would be good. Inhaling would appear normal to this beautiful man, whose gaze was about to move to her as he greeted each sister. She shook herself free from the stranglehold of her nerves. She could not be like this if she wanted to be his equal someday. If she wanted to command the respect of men, she had to be braver than she was right now.

      He’s just a man.

      A man who had connections, a man who did the things she always wanted to do. Things she could only dream of doing. Odette had to make him a friend and ally. She slowly drew in a breath, and their eyes met.

      Heat washed over her skin, a traitorous blush filling her cheeks that she could not hide. His gray eyes had streaks of white and silver, like lightning. She'd never seen anything like it.

      His polite smile twitched. “How do you do, Miss Odette?”

      “I am very well, thank you. I've been waiting to meet you, sir.”

      He raised a brow. “You have?”

      “I have a distinct interest in antiquary and the recovery of lost history.”

      He cocked his head. “Really?”

      She nodded, her excitement overwhelming her nerves. She was talking to him. She was really doing it, and he looked almost interested in her actual opinion.

      “I'm sure you hear this every day, but I find what you do vastly exciting, and I wish—I wish I could be like you,” she blurted. Inside she winced. What a terrible thing to say. Something a child would say. Unprofessional. And she wanted to be seen as a professional, damn it all. She bit back the curse.

      He straightened. “I look forward to our future conversations,” he said, and then he moved on to greet Willa.

      Odette exhaled. Nic, her twin, nudged her arm. They went to find seats and meet more of the gentlemen. Odette went through the motions. She didn't care about anyone else. It was Mr. Seyburn that she needed to speak to, Mr. Seyburn that she needed to impress with her knowledge.

      Perhaps she could show him the ruins or the old ledger she’d found about the graves that were excavated and moved to another location. There was also all the legends and lore about the hidden passages in the castle. She'd once found a journal, which had been buried, barely readable, and eventually the pages had disintegrated before she could find any true meaning in the passages regarding secret tunnels. But there was something there that alluded to mysteries about the castle, and perhaps he could help her find it. If they made a discovery together, then she could prove her mettle, and he could help her into the next phase. Her dream of becoming a recognized antiquary and a fellow of the Society of Antiquaries of London.

      Odette exhaled and then blinked, completely unaware of her surroundings. She was still in the Queen’s drawing room, and everywhere around her people talked. The introductions were over, and here she was sitting beside her twin, not speaking to anyone, utterly obsessed with a man who probably thought she was a bit mad. Odette needed to think about what she could do next to charm him.
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      Leo surveyed the room of unwed daughters with a barely concealed scowl. This was not what he'd come here for. Roderick's invitation had been explicit in its description of a relaxing gentlemen's escape, which meant riding, cards, drinking, billiards, sleeping, fighting, burping. All the things men liked to do when not in the presence of women, which was essentially either terrible or disgusting, but this was a whole other level of treachery. Did they really think he had time for a wife? In the month, he was supposed to leave for what could be the grandest expedition of his career to date. A record-setting achievement, the defining moment of his future in the world of antiquary. Nowhere did he have room in his plans for a wife, let alone a wife his father probably wouldn't like. Leo was a fourth son, so it didn't really matter whom he married other than a woman of respectability. But as the son of a marquess, he was still expected to marry well. Not that he intended to marry in the future or at all, but he hadn’t let that thought slip to his parents. He had three older brothers to fill the nurseries and continue the Clarence legacy and two little sisters, Lavinia and Lorna.

      Louis and Liam were married and popping out sons like it was harvest season in an apple orchard. His third brother, Luca, had just taken up the family parish and had no interest in marrying, which left Leo, the youngest son, the least pressured to do anything but follow his own path and not embarrass the family name.

      Which he'd succeeded in doing.

      Though being a recognized antiquarian wasn’t fashionable per se, his family name and his attractiveness lent the study of antiquities and ancient artifacts a bit of flare. The Society of Antiquaries of London used his popularity to gain funding and recognition and further their cause.

      So why was he here? Why the trickery, he wondered. It wasn't as though the sisters had a bad reputation, just a silly one. Their father had overshot his eagerness to make a boy and instead ended up with nine girls. Coming from a large family himself, he didn’t see the cause for ridicule. His parents had six children, but the difference was a marquess had extensive holdings and could afford to provide for all his children.

      The Marsdens already lived on the brink of poverty. Without their father’s protection, these women were doomed.

      They needed husbands.

      He scanned the room, looking for an avenue of escape. His gaze caught on one of the sisters.

      Miss Odette.

      He was used to women fawning over him and the stories of his adventurous explorations, but none of them truly had an interest. He could see through their forced platitudes. But her… She’d said something that had caught him off guard and made him mentally stumble. Lost history. That's what she said. That was precisely how he viewed what he did. Recovering lost history, something so vital to him, but to most aristocrats, relics of civilizations, artifacts, treasure, it was all just fodder for decorations.

      Peers didn't care about the deeper meaning. They didn't care how these things—pots, tiles, fragments of the past, even something like a button told the story of the people before and how easily time erased them.

      It almost made him feel insignificant in the grand scheme of things. Most people didn't care what he did. When he found those things, when he thought about how they had come to be there, lost in time, he thought about the people. The woman who carried the pot, the man who lost a button. Usually his first guesses were wrong, but there were always clues that led to more clues and revealed the past. The history was no longer lost. That person was no longer invisible because he'd found them and brought them back to life in a way.

      He studied Miss Odette. All the sisters were quite comely, but he liked the way her thick black lashes made it look as though she'd lined her eyes with charcoal. Having seen them up close, he knew she didn't. Her lashes were luxuriously thick. They lent her eyes a smoky seductive air that made him think of a dark room, the sultry music of a sitar playing, candlelight, spices in the air. An ember of lust glowed to life inside him, and he quickly tamped down those feelings. He was not here for this. Matchmaking was afoot, and he was in no position to claim a wife. He hardly had time for a courtship before he had to leave.

      It made no difference. It wasn't as though they could force his hand. Leo would just have to settle in and take what enjoyment he could from the party. He loved Selbourne Castle. The walls practically breathed its history, and then there were the ruins. So many secrets could be kept there, history unexplored. Perhaps that's what he could do with his time. Nothing serious without the duke’s permission. Just something to amuse himself. He could troll the library for the castle’s history and see what mischief could be had. Leo glanced at Miss Odette again. He'd never met a woman named Odette. If she truly had an interest, perhaps she'd like to join him in his little quest. Just something to pass the time. Innocent, of course. If she was really curious about antiquary, he could teach her a thing or two.
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      Odette had chastised herself all night, cursing herself for being a coward. This was not the way to impress him, or anyone for that matter, of her unexplored potential if she couldn't even manage to speak to the man. He was just a man, she reminded herself, despite those glorious gray eyes and thick head of hair.

      Her fingers itched to run through his hair.

      If he just wasn't so handsome, Odette could speak to him normally. She wouldn't feel so flustered every time she looked in his direction.

      Lord, couldn't you have made him a little ugly, a little more unassuming?

      No wonder they wrote countless stories about his expeditions with silly cartoon drawings of his exploits, touting his bravery and strength. Mr. Seyburn sold papers, and it was no mystery why. But the papers cared more about selling prints than the importance of what he was doing. Odette wondered if it ever bothered him. It would certainly bother her to be reduced to her physical appearance rather than the importance of her finds.

      This morning Odette would not be a coward. She would speak to him and impress upon him her extensive knowledge of the area and the precious fading treasures of its past. Violet had announced that they would take a leisurely excursion down to the beach, and it was the perfect opportunity to hang on his arm and regale him with the wonders of the coast below Selbourne Castle. The rocks alone had a history far longer than the castle and told stories not of people but of the creatures from the sea, which was almost as fascinating as discovering how people lived. These creatures were unlike anything Odette had ever seen before. Odette didn't know how to begin to describe them or where to find information on them, but she recognized them for what they were.

      Fossils.

      She was going to write to Mr. Gideon Mantell, in hopes of encouraging him to come out and identify them if he could. She’d read about his discoveries in Sussex. She wasn't up to the task herself, she knew that. Lord, if only she could go to university and receive an education like a man, she would have so much more at her fingertips. But she was cursed to be a woman.

      Not that she didn't like being a woman, though at certain times of the month, it was particularly bothersome. At least she and Nic, her twin, always seemed to share that burden together, which made it easier to bear when one had company. She didn't have to be holed up in her room alone with no one to speak to.

      Odette must make the first move and put herself in the position so he had no choice but to escort her to the beach. She weaved through the throng of people, trying to get close to him without making it obvious what she was after. When she was right behind him and painfully aware of the ocean breeze that pushed his scent to her nostrils, she had to take a moment to collect herself. Was that cologne? Shaving soap? She inhaled deeply.

      He smelled like jasper and sandstone. The scent went right to her head, like a strong cup of tea. She wanted to close her eyes and sigh but restrained herself. He must have had this aroma custom-made. Josie claimed to love the scent of books, but Odette didn't understand how one can love the scent of paper and ink. Then again, she loved the smell of rich earth, the gritty musky fragrance of wet stone after rain. She’d caught herself sniffing rocks on more than one occasion or sliding fine silt between her fingers with pleasure. Would he understand? She had a suspicion he would. They came to the precipice of the bluff and the narrow path that led down to the beach.

      Odette sucked in a breath. This was where they would partner off. Surely the gentlemen would feel obligated in lending an arm to each of them. He would have to escort her if she put herself directly in his path. She couldn't waste time speaking to another gentleman for a whole morning when she had so many important things to say to Mr. Seyburn. She skirted around Willa and tucked a lock of hair behind her ear, pretending not to notice she’d just put herself directly in front of him.

      He half smiled. “Miss Odette, may I escort you down the bluff?”

      “You may,” Odette said, a bit more breathless than she intended, but she achieved her goal. Step one of her diabolical plan. But now that he was watching her, his gaze roaming over her face, she couldn't think of what she meant to say next. Her wits had flown the coop, like startled birds from the chimney. She swallowed.

      He presented his arm, and she took it, nodding her thanks.

      “You’re probably more used to navigating this path than I am. I haven't visited as much as the others. I’ve been away.”

      “Is it hard to leave England?” she asked. It was something she only imagined, and while England was rife with things to be explored, she knew it wasn't feasible to only remain in England. All the best antiquaries went far and wide, looking for discoveries. Finding new places to unearth to the point of being a nuisance to smaller countries, who wished to remain independent of English rule.

      There was a darker side to her beloved country. Once they saw, they took ownership as if they had the right. As if they were the very first to be there, which is almost never true. Men were greedy with such things. How did Mr. Seyburn feel about that?

      “Who funds your expeditions?” Odette asked.

      “The society and their investors,” he said, not looking at her as he navigated the soft silt path. Odette needn't bother paying attention to her footing. She knew this path by heart.

      “Do you claim whatever you find for yourself, or do the investors have ownership?” Odette asked.

      He cocked his head to the side and didn't answer for a moment. They were now at the bottom.

      “I’m against such practices. I only join expeditions that have the approval of the proper authority with the distinct understanding that I am there to help them recover their past, their history, and will take nothing for myself. I find pleasure in that. I don't need to own it. I don't need to take it with me. It belongs to everyone.”

      She nodded vigorously. “I so agree.”

      He smirked. “Most women do, though I've spoken to very few on the subject. Women are more sentimental. They understand the meaning. Men are too territorial, more—I found it and it's mine, even though they have no connection to it. It's not from their land, not from their people. Why would they even want it? Just to say that they own it. It’s pure greed.”

      Her heart was pounding now. He echoed her thoughts in every way, and she hadn't even had to slander his gender. Perhaps this meant he was more progressive in his views of women on dig sites and women traveling on ships to what were typically dangerous locales.

      He was handsome and compassionate. Lud, if she wasn't careful, she might develop a dangerous infatuation with this man. She didn't have time for such emotion, but he made it difficult when his face and his mind were beautiful.

      “What has been your greatest discovery?” she asked him.

      He blinked, taken aback as they strolled along the beach among the boulders. The heels of her boots sank into the sand, and in her excitement, she was hanging onto him a bit more than she would have been anyone else. Odette gazed up at him with what she hoped was a reasonable and polite expression and not a moony glassy-eyed girl rapidly falling in love. Though he was probably used to it with a face like his and an exciting reputation. Women swarmed him like bees to flowers. He wasn't watching her, thank heavens. His gaze was out toward the water.

      “To be honest, the most exciting find was my very first. I'll never forget that feeling.”

      “What was it?”

      “Nothing impressive. It was my father's first hunting dog, trampled by a horse when he was a boy. He'd been buried out beyond the garden proper. Over the years while my father was away, the gravesite was grown over by ivy and thrush. It couldn’t be found. I was all of twelve when I came upon it, beating through the bushes with my machete and imagining I was hunting a tiger or something equally ridiculous. I stumbled on a stone cross. I’d been reading The Tales of Magnus Creed. Fictitious, I knew, but to my childish mind, I thought I'd discovered an ancient druid temple or uncovered a witch’s marker.”

      Odette laughed. “I’ve only read one of those books. The dowager duchess is not fond of the stories, even though Roderick read all of them when he was a boy.”

      “The Church of England certainly doesn't support them,” he replied. “Which is why they are hard to find in London, but copies can still be found in smaller towns. They labeled the author a heretic, and I don't know what's become of him, but he was big influence of mine. He gave me the gift of discovery, the passion for searching for a mystery.”

      Goosebumps pebbled her arms.

      I feel the same way, she wanted to say aloud, but she bit her tongue, afraid her level of exhilaration for a topic she should be ignorant of might put him off.

      “I once saw a cartoon of you wrestling a mummy.”

      He chuckled and rubbed the back of his neck. “Yes, I might have had some say in that. They were insistent, so I gave them the idea.”

      “You did?”

      “I thought it would be funny. One should not take themselves too seriously. I was in Egypt, and I recently opened a new tomb. They weren’t impressed with the clay pots and jewelry that I described, so they weren’t going to print the story. But we’d made an amazing find. The techniques used to paint the pots, the dye, even the degree of detail was something we hadn’t seen before. People should have the chance to read it for themselves, to expand their knowledge. So, I told him a silly story about how the treasure was buried with a mummified guard, how it had fallen on me, and I’d had to wrestle it off. Not my proudest moment. But I was hoping with the silly picture, maybe people would read the story that goes along with it. The Society was given permission to display our finds in London for a limited time. Not the most academic of methods, but it worked. Thanks to that picture, attendance tripled at the museum. I hope quite a few people learned something they didn't know before.”

      “That’s wonderful,” she said. And she truly meant it.

      He looked down at her then, smiling. The flecks of silver and white twinkled like stars in his eyes. For just a moment, Odette lost her breath.

      “So, what was your first discovery?” he asked. “You told me yesterday how much you love lost history just like I do. What have you discovered about your home?”

      Odette inhaled. Her heart started to pound. This was it, her chance to prove her mettle.

      “Right now, I can’t say much, but I intend to remedy that. My first discovery was a dead cat buried in a small trunk.”

      He chuckled, and she grinned as she spoke. “I was digging in the back garden, and I found a treasure chest. It turns out it was just the body of a cat, very well preserved.”

      “You weren’t frightened?”

      “No, much to my mother's dismay, I was fascinated. She was worried about me for a time. I suppose I allayed her fears, somewhat.”

      “You’re not like other girls.”

      She scoffed. “Don't say that. I hardly think I'm original, just more stubborn than most.”

      “It's refreshing,” he said.

      “No doubt you haven't spoken to many women with a genuine interest in antiquary.”

      “I’d say none until you. ’Tis difficult to even find a man to care enough. My father cares little about the history of our family beyond the certainty of his bloodline. The history of our home, the feudal wars, the bloodshed, he considers it all inconsequential to the present.”

      “I thought all men loved bloodshed and war,” Odette said, her voice tinged with cynicism.

      “I guess broad judgments can go both ways.”

      “How many brothers do you have?” Odette asked.

      “Three brothers and two little sisters.”

      “A family almost as large as mine.”

      “I've no shortage of siblings of my own, and with three brothers before me in line to inherit, I’m allowed a certain measure of freedom my eldest brother does not have. I don’t have half the responsibilities he does. I’m free to pursue my own interests.”

      “Nor do your sisters,” Odette said.

      “I imagine they enjoy the same freedoms I do.”

      “You think they'd be allowed to be antiquaries?” Odette asked. She shouldn't go down this line of conversation.

      He cocked his head to the side and frowned. “Well, no. But they don’t wish to. Both scream at the sight of an insect.”

      Odette tilted her head away to hide her grimace. She really ought to change the subject before she lost her temper. It wasn’t as though he intentionally stood in the way of her dreams. But he was part of the system that did, whether he understood that or not. Maybe his sisters had no interest in antiquary, but that wasn’t the point. Too often women were dissuaded from taking an interest in anything deemed unladylike. She’d bickered enough times with Weirick’s land steward to carry a constant sore spot for the subject. Mr. Baily was always trying to shoo her away like a gnat whenever she had questions. But Mr. Seyburn was not crusty old Mr. Baily. She would do well to remember that and not judge him too harshly until it was warranted. If only her mouth didn’t so often get ahead of her head.

      She caught sight of a familiar group of rocks. “Come look at this.” She tugged him along, climbing up and in between the boulders. She let go of his arm and picked up her skirts just a little. She didn't take him for man to be scandalized by a bit of ankle.

      She threw an apology over her shoulder. “Do forgive me.” It wasn't like she wanted this man to court her. She didn't need to be a sensitive female with him. Odette wanted to be a colleague.

      He grunted in response, but he did follow her. “What is it we’re searching for? I hope not another dead cat.”

      “Well, my knowledge in this region is limited, but I do believe there are dead things from very long ago.”

      “You mean fossils,” he said, “of shells.”

      “Yes, of shelled creatures from the sea.”

      She slipped between two rocks into a small cavern, which was barely able to fit the two of them.

      He stopped at the entrance, surveying their surroundings. “I think I will remain here.”

      “Don’t be shy. You’ll want to see this.”

      “It's a bit…um…tight and secluded in there,” he said.

      Odette sighed in exasperation. “Fine, we’ll trade places. Look right here.” She pointed.

      It was a tight squeeze, but they managed to change positions with only a minimal brushing of their bodies. He squatted on his haunches and peered at the very spot she had directed him to look. He reached out and ran his fingers along the whirl of ridges in the rock.

      “Some sort of shelled sea creature,” he said. “Nothing like I've ever seen before—presently alive.”

      “But it was at some time in the past.”

      He nodded.

      “I want to write to Mr. Mantell. I know he's published some papers on such creatures. I think he would be interested enough to come here and look, don't you?”

      “If not Mr. Mantell, then his protégé, Mr. Taggart.”

      “You think Mr. Mantell won't respond to a woman's letter?”

      “He’s quite busy with his own research at the moment.”

      He stood and brushed his hands on his breaches, and Odette stood back so he could leave the little cave. She glanced down at the beach. No one was really taking notice of their absence. She supposed he was right. Being caught alone together could lead to some uncomfortable conversations. Odette couldn't afford to be compromised, no matter how innocent the circumstance was.

      Marriage did not fit in with her plans, even to one such as him. She would be relegated to the position of wife and never recognized as a fellow antiquary. Odette had to make a name for herself, on her own merit. She would accept nothing less.

      Odette returned to the sand in a more dignified manner, taking her time and not lifting her skirts higher than the toe of her boots, which was a lot more difficult and riskier. All for the sake of modesty. She sighed.

      “You should write to Mr. Taggart or have your father do so,” Mr. Seyburn said.

      She scoffed, “Not my father.”

      “Or the duke. No one will refuse him.”

      “But Weirick doesn’t have any interest in them.”

      “But he has the title that will draw the most interest. We must use what we have.”

      She drew in a breath.

      We.

      As if he understood.

      “Is that what you've done? Used your father's name?” She prayed he took no

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/heading-swash-ornate-screen.png





OEBPS/images/vellum-created.png





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Preface
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Chapter 15
      


      		
        Chapter 16
      


      		
        Chapter 17
      


      		
        Chapter 18
      


      		
        Chapter 19
      


      		
        Chapter 20
      


      		
        Chapter 21
      


      		
        Chapter 22
      


      		
        Chapter 23
      


      		
        Chapter 24
      


      		
        Chapter 25
      


      		
        Chapter 26
      


      		
        Thank You
      


      		
        Excerpt
      


      		
        Also by Dayna Quince
      


      		
        About the Author
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		Also by Dayna Quince


      		About the Author


    


  



This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/erfe2024cover.jpg
TEISZ Northumberlanel NinesSertes






OEBPS/images/rrp-logo.jpg
Red
Rose
Tes:





