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      The Right Honorable, the Earl of Pomeroy, sat at the head of his dinner table and smiled at his three lovely daughters, who smiled back at him. Three unmarried lovely daughters. Each one was charming and pretty in her own way. And each one needed to find a husband and remove herself from his benevolence before he went broke.

      

      Thus begins the search for suitable husbands for Lady Elise, Lady Juliet, and Lady Marigold. Read their stories in this Regency romance boxed set overflowing with heat, heart and humor.

      

      The Noble Hearts Series Box Set Books 1-3 includes:

      

      
        
        For the Love of the Viscount

        For the Love of the Marquess

        For the Love of the Baron
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        Thank you for choosing to read The Noble Hearts Series Box Set Books 1-3.

        I love my fans, and as a special treat,

        I have something extra for you at the end of the story.

        Enjoy!

      

      

    

  


  
    
      This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, or persons, living or dead, is coincidental.

      

      All rights reserved, including the right to reproduce, distribute, or transmit in any form or by any means. For information regarding subsidiary rights, please contact the Author.

      

      Author’s website: http://calliehutton.com/

      Manufactured in the United States of America

      

      FOR THE LOVE OF THE VISCOUNT First Edition March 2017

      FOR THE LOVE OF THE MARQUESS First Edition May 2017

      FOR THE LOVE OF THE BARON First Edition July 2018
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      Bluestocking Lady Elise Smith is a very content spinster. She holds intellectual gatherings and attends poetry readings, mind-improving lectures, and art shows. She runs her father’s household with quiet and determined efficiency, which is why she is absolutely stunned when Papa informs his three daughters that until Lady Elise is happily settled with—gasp—a husband, he will not consider offers for his two younger daughters.

      

      Lord Simon St. George has happily watched one friend after another become leg-shackled, taking pride in the fact that his title is secured by a brother and nephew, so there is no reason to seek a wife for himself. When he sees a woman previously unknown to him at a ball, who seems to be hiding from the rest of the attendees, he is intrigued enough to introduce himself.

      

      Simon sees a lovely, intelligent woman to pass the time with. Elise sees a man who can help her thwart her father by pretending they are courting. But even the best plans can go awry…
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        My family keeps me anchored. When the pressure is too much and the words simply won’t come, they are always good for a laugh.

      

        

      
        The folk tale collection entitled Grimms’ Fairy Tales, containing the story of Cinderella, was published in 1812.

      

        

      
        Elise was a well-read woman, and smart. Simon did substitute the name Elise for Delia when he read Tell me, My Heart if This Be Love by George Lyttelton, 1st Baron Lyttelton
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        March, 1818

        London, England

      

      

      The Right Honorable, the Earl of Pomeroy, sat at the head of his dinner table and smiled at his three lovely daughters, who smiled back at him. Three unmarried lovely daughters. Each one was charming and pretty in her own way. And each one needed to find a husband and remove herself from his benevolence before he went broke.

      The bills continued to pile up on the desk in his study. Bonnets, gowns, gloves, slippers, ribbons. The list was endless. While he had no doubt his two youngest daughters, Lady Juliet and Lady Marigold, would one day find their way to the altar, he had no expectations that his eldest, Lady Elise at three and twenty, would ever wander in that direction. Without a little push, that was.

      Which he was about to give.

      “My dears, I would like your attention, if you please.” He smiled at the loves of his life. Obedient as ever, they all gave him their utmost attention. One pair of blue eyes, two hazel.

      “Yes, Papa?” Elise, one of the pair of hazel eyes, said.

      He cleared this throat. “It has come to my attention that perhaps I have been remiss in assuring all of you secure the best in life. Everything that your blessed mother—“ he made the sign of the cross “—and I, had together. Love, marriage, children.”

      Julie and Marigold continued to smile, but Elise stiffened and a frown marred her comely face. Ah, yes. That was expected.

      “Of course we wish that for ourselves as well,” his youngest darling, Lady Marigold, said. A true treasure, and the image of her exquisite mother.

      “Indeed.”

      “Papa, I believe we spoke of this before.” Elise patted her mouth with her serviette and laid it alongside her plate. “Marigold and Juliet are well suited to marriage, but I thought we agreed I would continue on here with you. You know I do an excellent job of managing your house.”

      “And my life as well, my dear.” He gave her a well-rehearsed fatherly smile.

      “What did you have in mind, Papa? The Season is just starting, and I hope to find my true love this year.” Juliet, at nine and ten years, brought sunshine and happiness to his life. Along with a pile of bills for jewelry and shoes. Lord, the girl loved shoes and dance slippers. She must dance every dance at every ball since she went through two pairs at each event.

      “I believe the best way to assure each of you has what every woman dreams of is a sensible method I have spent many a night deciding on.”

      Two of his daughters stared at him with excitement since it sounded as though this was a plan to help them obtain their wishes and hopes. Alas, Elise apparently found the conversation disturbing. She did not look in his eyes when he gazed at her. He was aware his normal look of adoration had a bit of determination in it.

      “What have you decided, Papa? Since I have no interest in marriage—as you well know—this plan is most likely for my sisters. I want to be sure it will be the best idea for them.” She wagged her finger at him. “You do come up with a scheme that is less than ideal on occasion, in which case I have needed to direct you toward another avenue.”

      Yes the love of my heart, you spend a great deal of time directing.

      The moment had arrived. “It seemed fair to me that you should all find your husbands in order.” He sat back and beamed as if he’d discovered the secret of longevity.

      His beloved Elise frowned. “In order of what?”

      “Birth.”

      Elise continued to stare at him, her mouth agape.

      Juliet asked, “Birth?”

      “Yes, my dear hearts. We will spend the next weeks seeing that our darling Elise finds her perfect match, as she is the firstborn of my delightful progeny.”

      Juliet and Marigold gasped in horror and looked at their sister. Elise had made it known quite loudly, and often, that she had no intention of marrying. Ever.

      Elise cleared her throat. “Papa, I assume you are joking with us.”

      He turned his attention to her, forcing his steely determination to overwhelm the adoration. “No, my precious. It came to me in a dream where I saw your beloved mother who took me to task for allowing you to flounder when I should be guiding you.”

      “Flounder? Guiding?” His poor girl’s face was pale, her breathing rapid.

      She seemed to steady herself and put forth her brightest smile. “Oh, Papa. While I appreciate your concern for my future, I believe we can turn our efforts and attention to Juliet.” Her lips tightened, and she glared at her sister, apparently looking for support.

      “I agree, Papa. I would love to have help from all of you in securing my future.” His sweet second eldest nudged Marigold with her elbow.

      “Ouch. Yes, Papa, I think Juliet is definitely the one we should be focused on. My turn will be next year.” Marigold rubbed her side and cast a reproving glance at her sister.

      “Oh, my enchanting offspring, how I love you so. However, my mind is made up. We will see Elise a happy bride this year.” He beamed at them, looking from one cherished daughter to the next. ’Twas time for others—with hefty bank rolls—to cherish them as well.

      “Papa, suppose I refuse?” Elise had never gone against his wishes in her entire life. She had always been able to persuade him to see things her way. Which was another advantage to his plan. She would be directing someone else’s life.

      “Then, my dear, I am afraid it will take longer for your sisters to find their own true loves. You see, I will be unable to accept suitors for them until you are safely settled in your own little love nest.” With that pronouncement he stood and gave them a slight bow. ”Now if you will excuse me, I will retire to my library and enjoy a brandy before bed.”

      Three girls sat opened-mouth as he smiled at them and left the room. He strode down the corridor, lighthearted. He’d put his plan into action, and soon he would be free of bills. Not that he begrudged his treasured daughters their fribbles, but a man could not watch his fortune dwindle every day without concern.

      Although he had no son to whom he would pass along his title and money, it still disturbed him to watch his balance shrink monthly.

      Grinning to himself, he poured a brandy and sat by the fireplace, raising a toast to freedom.
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      Elise stood in front of the full length mirror in her bedchamber and stared at herself. The deep green silk gown with gold trim looked stunning on her. Charlene, the lady’s maid she shared with her sisters, had managed to fix her usual unruly hair and arranged it in some sort of topknot type thing.

      Long white satin gloves covered her hands and arms, and lovely green satin slippers peeked out from under the hem of her gown. Her mother’s pearls surrounded her throat, with the matching earbobs dangling from her ears.

      She felt utterly ridiculous.

      This woman in the mirror was not Lady Elise Smith, accepted bluestocking, sworn spinster, and hostess of well-respected gatherings of the intellectual elite of London. This woman was on the prowl for a husband. Something she never, ever wanted.

      She still could not believe she couldn’t persuade Papa to dispense with this crazy idea. She’d laughed, cajoled, teased, and even—God help her—stamped her foot like a child. He was adamant.

      Her, married! Married women had no freedom. They did what their husbands decided they should do. They bore children and held balls and soirees. They made morning calls where they shared the latest gossip.

      Never did any married woman she know browse the shelves of Hatchard’s bookstore in anticipation of a lively debate later that evening with knowledgeable friends.

      And to hold her sisters’ happiness as a threat if she did not consent to this ridiculousness was the absolute worst thing Papa could have done.

      Elise had been mother and sister to Marigold and Juliet from the time they were five and six years, when their mother had died from consumption. She’d taken over the mother role, and by four and ten years, the well-being of her father, also. It was she who kept track of his social calendar, who met with Cook and the housekeeper to make certain his home ran smoothly, and assured his cigars were always available and his brandy at his fingertips.

      And now he was throwing her to the lions. Not well done, Papa.

      “Elise, you look fabulous.” Juliet burst into her room with Marigold following, both of them full of excitement and happiness. Charlene had apparently finished with them, also, since they were both dressed in beautiful gowns with becoming hairstyles.

      “I look ludicrous.” She turned from the mirror and faced her sisters. “And I feel silly.” She pinched the sides of her gown and held her hands out. “This is not me.”

      Marigold sat on her bed. “I know, but you do look wonderful.”

      Elise reached for her fan, shawl, and reticule. “What I am hoping is I will attend a few of these affairs and after receiving no attention—which I am counting on, by the way—Papa will understand this whole idea of me marrying is as foolish as I look.”

      Marigold and Juliet looked at each other.

      “What?”

      “I really don’t think with the way you look that you won’t receive any attention,” Juliet said. “Also, you are what the ton calls new blood. You have not appeared in a ballroom in a few years.”

      “Smartly so, I might add.” Elise walked to the door and opened it. “We might as well move along. This disaster of an evening will not commence until I get there to make it happen.”

      “Papa!” Elise stopped at the bottom of the stairs and regarded her father. He had not attended a ton ball, as far as Elise knew, for several years. Yet here he stood in formal clothes, looking very handsome, she might add, ready to escort his daughters to the Cummings’ ball.

      “Papa, you look splendid.” Juliet walked up to him and kissed him on the cheek. “You are such a fine escort for us.”

      “I asked my cousin, Florence, to again act as chaperone for the Season, but she was unable to take up those duties, so I am afraid you are stuck with me and whoever else I might coerce into the role.” He looked at Elise. “My dearest Elise, you are a vision of loveliness.”

      It was hard to remain angry at Papa. He was such a sweet man and merely wanted what was best for his daughters. The only way she could persuade him away from this benighted plan was to not encourage any men and spend her time as close to a potted plant as she could. Once he realized the likelihood of her attracting men was hopeless, he would abandon his scheme and all would return to normal.

      In a flurry of gowns, laughter, and teasing, the family descended the stairs and entered the Pomeroy carriage. Elise stared out the window, annoyed at herself for the feeling of anxiety churning in her stomach. She had no reason to be nervous. The people who attended these functions, and their opinions, meant nothing to her. Of course she wouldn’t measure up. She was Lady Elise, the bluestocking, most likely the joke of polite society.

      That was fine with her. She had her purpose in life, and it did not encompass being a flighty debutante in search of a husband. She was respected and well thought of. In her circle of friends, of course. Those who believed flaunting oneself dressed like a peacock for the sole purpose of dragging some poor bloke to the altar was derisory.

      The carriage drew up to the front door of the Cummings’ townhouse, and Elise’s dinner seemed to want to make a reappearance. She tamped down her foolishness. She was an earl’s daughter. A person in her own right, with friends, and held in high regard.

      Papa stepped out and turned to assist his daughters. He did look wonderful tonight. He was still a handsome man, a devoted father, and in some cases—like now—a stubborn, unreasonable man.

      He tucked her arm into his, and, with Juliet and Marigold following behind them, he led them up the path to the door where the butler took their invitation. They joined the queue of guests as they were announced. Once their names were called, they descended the steps. Elise felt as though she was going to faint.

      There were so many people! And they were all staring at the four of them. Her mouth dried up, and she gripped Papa’s arm so tightly, it would be a wonder if he didn’t have bruises in the morning.

      He patted her hand. “Relax, daughter. ‘Tis only a ball.” He led them through the throng, stopping on occasion to talk with a friend, and each time introduced Elise, who was mostly unknown to the Quality crowd. Several women stepped into his path and bantered with him, which startled Elise. He wrote his name on a few dance cards, which stunned her further.

      Marigold and Juliet had left them as soon as they reached the ballroom to visit with their friends. Elise, of course, had no friends here. Her friends were busy with important things, not dressing up in silly clothes and bowing and curtseying left and right.

      “I am placing you and your sisters in the hands of Lady Dearborn for the evening, my dear. She will act as chaperone, since I will be visiting the card room in between the dances I have promised.” Papa presented her to an older lady who stood with other matrons and regarded Elise through her quizzing glass. From the expression on her face, she did not seem to find her wanting. She hated that the woman’s apparent approval relieved her.

      “Go on to the card room, my lord. I will be happy to watch over the young ladies.” Lady Dearborn actually cast him a saucy look, and Elise almost made the faux pas of snorting. To think women wanted to flirt with Papa!

      Then she gave him a second glance and saw what perhaps a lot of women had seen since they’d arrived. Tall, handsome, light brown hair with a bit of silver, piercing blue eyes, and a genuine smile. She shook her head. Here she was at her first ball since her come-out season and she was having ludicrous thoughts. That was what polite society did to one’s brain.

      “My dear, why is it I have never met you before?” Once again the quizzing glass rose to Lady Dearborn’s eye.

      “I have not moved about in Society for a few years, my lady.”

      “Indeed? And why is that? Have you been unwell?”

      Good lord, was she going to be questioned on end by the woman? How would she escape this interrogation without giving offense?

      “No. I just prefer other types of pursuits.” When the older woman continued to stare at her, she added, “I enjoy reading, the museums and art galleries, small gatherings, and poetry readings.”

      Lady Dearborn’s eyes grew wide. “A bluestocking?”

      Elise raised her chin. “Yes, my lady. I am afraid that is what I am.”

      To Elise’s surprise, the woman actually chuckled. “And your father intends to marry you off?”

      Elise winced at the forthright question. “I am afraid that is his plan.”

      “I sense you’re not in agreement with his plan.” Lady Dearborn’s eyes shifted and she looked over Elise’s shoulder. “Ah, good evening, St. George.”

      A young man stepped into view. He was tall, almost a foot over Elise’s five feet four inches. His reddish brown hair brushed his forehead and teased the edge of his cravat at the back of his neck. Although he directed his question to Lady Dearborn, his deep blue eyes regarded Elise. “May I have the pleasure of an introduction, Lady Dearborn?”

      “Of course, my dear. Lady Elise Smith, eldest daughter of Lord Pomeroy, may I present you, Lord Simon, Viscount St. George.”

      Elise curtsied and St. George bowed. “May I add my name to your dance card, my lady?”

      Flustered at being asked to dance so soon when she was fully expecting to hide behind furniture all evening, she fumbled until St. George caught the card dangling from her wrist and quickly added his name. By this time she was flushed and remembered precisely why she hated these events. She always felt out of place.
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      Simon tried not to grin at Lady Elise’s obvious agitation. He’d never seen her before and was curious, since she was apparently several years out of the schoolroom. Beautiful was a fitting word, although her face also showed strength and intelligence. Her chestnut brown hair had been drawn back, with curls already escaping the intricate style.

      Warm hazel eyes revealed poorly hidden annoyance. This was a woman who was not in her usual environment and she did not like it. Curiosity turned to intrigue. Although Simon had no interest in marriageable ladies, since he had no intention of ever marrying himself, something about this woman called him to know more.

      Giving her time to compose herself, Simon turned to Lady Dearborn. “My lady, you are looking splendid, as usual.”

      “Don’t turn your charm on me, dear boy. Save it for the young ladies.” Her slight blush belied her words. Simon had found ladies liked compliments, no matter how old they were. It was a trait that made him quite popular with the female set.

      “Are you new to London, Lady Elise? I am acquainted with your sisters.” Now that she had stopped fussing with the dance card, he turned his attention to her.

      “Not new to London, but certainly new to these types of events.” She waved her hand around, smacking Lord Nettleson, who stood behind her, in the arm with her fan. “Oh, please forgive me, my lord.”

      The man had walked up behind her, most likely looking for an introduction, as well. Nettleson bowed. “No forgiveness needed, my lady.” He bowed to Lady Dearborn. “May I beg an introduction to your lovely companion?”

      And so it began. Before the orchestra played its first note, Lady Elise had several names written on her dance card. Simon refused to relinquish his spot next to her, though, as the men came and went. A few lingered, but he saw no reason to move on since he was the first dance of the evening. Which he hoped was a waltz.

      As luck would have it, the first dance was a country reel, hardly giving him the opportunity to discover why Lady Elise did not usually attend these events and how she came to be here tonight.

      It was a question he asked of himself many times. Since balls, assemblies, routs, and the like were known to be the hunting ground for husbands, one would think he would stay far away. But he actually enjoyed these affairs. Dodging marriage-minded mamas had become a game with him. But rarely did he meet a woman who actually made him want to know her. Not just to dance and banter with, but learn about her, the woman.

      Good grief, next he would be spouting philosophy, or worse yet, writing bad poetry. He extended his hand. “My lady, I believe this is our dance.”

      She took his hand, but instead of tucking it under his arm, she continued to cling to it. They joined the line of dancers and faced each other. Before the music began, she leaned toward him and whispered, “It has been quite some time since I danced, my lord. I am terribly afraid I will make a muck of it.”

      The steps of country reels could be quite intricate, so he understood her anxiety. “’Tis amazing how these things come back to you when needed. However I will help you, so no worries.”

      Seldom had he been so wrong about something. The music began, and after only a few minutes, it was quite obvious not only was Lady Elise making a muck of it, she was confusing those next to them on either side. Curious glances in their direction turned to tightened lips and sotto voice comments as the dance continued, and Lady Elise stumbled her way through it.

      After several more minutes of watching his partner suffer, he took matters into his own hands. Once again they came together and joined hands, but instead of walking in a circle, he tugged her away from the line and practically dragged her toward the French doors. She giggled as they wove their way through the crowd. Not the silly, high-pitched giggle of the young debutantes, but a rich, deep sound that went straight to his cock.

      Once they were outside, she leaned against the balustrade and, clutching her middle, released a full-throated laugh. Unable to resist, he joined her until they were both wiping tears from their eyes.

      “That was terrible,” she gulped, still trying to catch her breath.

      Who was this woman with the ability to laugh at herself? There wasn’t one debutante he could think of who would not have collapsed into a fit of tears and hysteria if that had happened to her on the dance floor. “You were quite serious when you said it had been a while since you danced.”

      “Yes. Indeed.” She stood upright and pushed away from the balustrade. “I apologize for embarrassing you, my lord.”

      “No apology needed. You have given me the best laugh of the month—perhaps the year.” He extended his arm. “How about a stroll in the garden?”

      “Yes. I think I can manage that since I’ve been walking for a number of years now.” She took his arm and they made their way down the steps and into the gas-lit garden. She inhaled deeply. “I love the smell of flowers after rain.”

      “And we have had enough of that lately.” Hell, he did not want to discuss the weather with this unique woman. “Why is it that you have not been in Society for some time?” He imagined family deaths and illnesses.

      “Polite society would be shocked, and I should probably not tell you this, but I am a bluestocking.” She lowered her voice and glanced from side to side, even though there was no one else about.

      He found her delightful and himself enchanted.

      “Through and through. A committed spinster and a lover of books, intellectual gatherings, and museums.” She smiled. “There you have it. Lady Elise Smith with all her foils and foibles.”

      He stopped and turned her toward him. Reaching out, he tucked a curl behind her ear. “Not foils and foibles to my way of thinking.” Before he could do something stupid, since they’d only just met, he resumed their walk. “So why is it you are here tonight? Is it not the social whirl where ladies attempt to snare husbands?”

      She let out a deep sigh. “Papa.”

      “What?”

      Lady Elise moved toward a stone bench under an oak tree. He sat alongside her, feeling the warmth of her body next to him, but missing the contact of her arm nestled in his. “Papa has always allowed me my freedom and never questioned my decision not to marry. For some ungodly reason, he decided quite recently that unless I marry, he would not consider offers from gentlemen for my two younger sisters.”

      His brows rose. “Not well done of him, I’m afraid.”

      “Indeed. You see, our mother passed away when I was ten years and my sisters were six and five. I’ve been the only mother they’ve known since then. Papa knew the best way to have me agree to his plan was to threaten my sisters’ happiness.” She shook her head, the curls at her temples dancing. “So I agreed to attend social functions with the intention of finding a husband.”

      He grinned. “A change of heart?”

      “No.” Her eyes grew wide and she drew back, looking as though he’d asked her to dance another country reel. “Not at all. I do not want a husband. Ever. From what I’ve seen, they direct their wives’ lives, still maintain their own freedom, and a woman must bear it all with a smile.”

      “So I take it your plan is to confuse and cripple every dance partner you have so no one will offer for you?” He grinned, unable to help how easy it was to do so in her company.

      She tapped her finger on her chin, pretending to consider it. “That would be a good idea, but no.” She glanced sideways at him, a devilish smile on her lovely face. “What I have decided is to avoid notice by spending time at balls hiding behind potted plants and taking a number of breaks in the ladies’ retiring room.”

      “No. It won’t work.”

      She eyed him with raised eyebrows. “Why not?”

      He touched her cheek. So soft. “You are too beautiful to hide behind anything.”

      Lady Elise stilled, and then a slight blush rose from her neckline to her hairline. Had no one ever told her of her arresting appeal? Did she not have a mirror in her bedchamber? No woman who looked like her could avoid men. In fact, were she to dress in ashes and sackcloth, he doubted she would go unnoticed.

      “Thank you for your kind words, my lord. But that is still my plan.” She shrugged. “I have no other.”

      “Please call me Simon. ‘Tis my given name and my friends use it.” He took her hand in his. “I hope we can be friends.”

      Her eyes narrowed. “Only friends.”

      Friends it would have to be. Although he’d felt a pull toward Lady Elise from the time he’d first laid his eyes on her, he also was not interested in marriage. If not the wedded state, one did not have any other type of relationship with a gently reared woman, except friendship. “Yes. Agreed. You see I have been dodging the marriage-minded mamas of the ton for a few years myself. I now know how to hold their darling daughters at arm’s length. I could give you some tips and be your cohort in crime, as it were.”

      “Why would you do that?”

      “Because I love a challenge,” he gave her a wink, “and keeping away the hordes of men who will descend upon you is a true test of my abilities.”
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      Elise drew on her gloves and made her way downstairs. Last night’s event had turned out quite well. She had been forced to accept more dances with gentlemen who had requested them and found after the first few she’d remembered most of the steps. She did stumble on occasion but felt she had acquitted herself nicely.

      Otherwise, Simon had kept her occupied with walks in the garden and a waltz. Which had disturbed her more than she would have liked. Although she knew the steps of that dance, she’d never engaged in it with another person besides her sisters or their dance master, who was old and pudgy.

      When Simon had drawn her into his arms, she immediately felt odd, nothing like herself. His warm hand on her lower back, as he moved her around the dance floor, seemed to burn right through to her skin. For as lively and chatty she had been with him up until then, she found herself unable to do more than stare at him.

      At one point as their eyes locked, something flickered in his expression that had her wishing they could take another cooling stroll in the garden. Her stomach did strange things, and she felt the need to press closer to him. During a turn he did pull her nearer and she almost lost her breath. He’d grinned.

      Once the dance had ended, he escorted her back to Lady Dearborn but stayed by her side. A few more men came and went, but Simon never budged. He was funny and enjoyed pointing out the ridiculous to her. A woman’s turban with a stuffed bird nesting on it, Lord Mathison’s cane with the head of a lion at the top, Lord Walton who still clung to his much out-of-date wig. When they were speaking with others, he would lean in and whisper something about them that had her biting her lip to keep from laughing out loud.

      The man was outrageous.

      Once Simon left, mentioning a meeting at his club, she’d sent a message to Papa that she was suffering from a megrim, and requested he send for the carriage to return her home. It seemed once her cohort had left, the fun at the ball had left with him. She arrived home hours before her sisters.

      Simon had suggested a ride in Hyde Park today. He said if other men thought he had a claim on her, some of them would back off. She certainly hoped so. She’d been dismayed to find four large bouquets of flowers with her name on them when she’d arrived for breakfast. Papa beamed, and she felt the muscles in her stomach tighten.

      Simon’s plan had better work.

      If she could get through the Season with no one approaching Papa with an offer, she might convince him that she was truly unmarriageable. He would stop this nonsense and allow her sisters to find husbands. But for now she would enjoy a ride in the park with someone by whom she did not need to feel threatened. Simon had absolutely no interest in marriage, so they were perfectly partnered.

      The day was warm and lovely, perfect for a ride. Simon, standing at the entrance hall waiting on her, dressed in tan breeches, Hessian boots, a dark blue jacket, and starched cravat, did strange things to parts of her body to which she normally only gave a passing thought. She shook her head. That was silly. This was Simon, her cohort in crime. The man scaring off other men so she could go through the Season without anyone troubling her with an offer of marriage.

      He had arrived in a lovely gig, just large enough for the two of them. Since she was past the age of needing constant supervision, this sort of vehicle was fine, especially since it was open. Elise unfurled her parasol and rested it on her shoulder and spun it around, grinning. She had always eschewed any type of courting but found it could be quite pleasant riding along the park path with a handsome man at her side.

      However, it was important to keep reminding herself that nothing was more important than her independence. Years of taking care of her family, making decisions, and following her own path for happiness was ingrained in her. She wanted a life of freedom and intellectual pursuits. She would leave the bending to a husband’s wishes, and producing an heir and a spare, to her sisters and instead take on the role of the doting aunt.

      But there was no reason whatsoever that she could not enjoy the attention she was receiving from St. George. Courting with no expectations. Perfect.

      “You look like the cat that stole the cream.” He grinned at her, his reddish brown curls blowing against his forehead in the soft breeze.

      “Do I now?” She smiled and dipped her head, realizing she was practically flirting. Good lord, would she be batting her eyelashes next? She had to rein herself in and remind her fluttering heart this was all pretend. Which was precisely what she wanted.

      “I was just thinking how pleasant it could be having a gentleman’s company and not having to worry about him eyeing me up to be his brood mare.”

      Simon burst out laughing, causing a few heads to turn in their direction. “Elise, you have a way with words, I must say that.”

      “Well, ‘tis true. Most men would never allow themselves to be leg-shackled if they didn’t feel the responsibility to their title.” She studied him. “By the way, why is it you are so against marriage? Don’t you have a title to secure?”

      “No. I have a title, of course, Viscount St. George, but my younger brother has a son. He is only two years old—my nephew, not my brother—so that that gives me two males to inherit should I leave this earth prematurely.”

      Although he jested, a sudden wave of sadness washed over her at the idea of Simon no longer around to tease her, be her partner, and suffer though other dances with her. She pushed that melancholy thought away as nonsense. After all, they’d only just met, and she barely knew the man.

      “That is interesting. I eschew marriage because I don’t want to lose my freedom and bow to a man’s wishes. Since men have all the power and control, why are you satisfied in having your brother and nephew inherit?”

      He shrugged, but Elise got a glimpse of his eyes before he turned his head, where she saw pain. Something had happened to put him off marriage. “No particular reason. Maybe I prefer to not answer to a wife.”

      Accepting his answer was probably the wisest thing to do. Instead of further questioning, she nodded to three ladies who were riding in a landau alongside them. One of the women waved her hand. “Oh, Lord St. George, I hoped to speak with you. Can you pull over?”

      “That would be a bit difficult, Lady Townsend. Perhaps I can call at your home?”

      “Yes, wonderful, my lord. I will expect you tomorrow. My calling hours are from three to five.” She gave another wave and her driver pulled ahead of them.

      Simon ran his finger around the inside of his cravat. “Will you be available tomorrow at three o’clock?”

      Elise gave him a half-smile. “Yes, I can be. By any chance will you be escorting me to Lady Townsend’s home?”

      He snapped the reins. “I knew from the very first that you were a very bright woman, Elise.”
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      Simon saw Elise up the steps to her townhome and hurried back down to his gig. It had been quite some time since he’d enjoyed himself so much with a young lady. This young lady had no expectations of marriage offers or plans to conspire to have them caught in a compromising situation to force his hand. He could enjoy her company without worry.

      And enjoy her company, he did. Elise was certainly easy to look at and fun at the same time. He could tease her without shocked indrawn breaths, blushing faces, or tears. It was a rare woman who could laugh at herself. He smiled as he drove away, actually looking forward to calling on Lady Townsend the next afternoon.

      As long as he had Elise by his side to avoid Lady Townsend’s desperate-for-a-husband daughter, Miss Abbott. He knew that had been behind Lady Townsend wanting to speak with him, hence the afternoon call. She’d been trying for over a year to push the two of them together. Even if he’d been in the market for a wife—thank you, no—Miss Abbott would never be his choice.

      Pretty and petulant, she would make a man’s life flat out miserable. He whistled as he continued on his way home, not having felt this cheerful in a long time.
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      The next afternoon he pulled up in front of the Pomeroy townhouse and was admitted by their butler. He no sooner requested Lady Elise than Lord Pomeroy came barreling down the corridor. “Lord St. George, just the man I wanted to see.” He held out his hand which Simon took, a bit uneasy at the man’s enthusiastic greeting.

      Pomeroy slapped him on the back. “Come on down to my study, boy. Let’s have something a bit stronger than what you’re going to get at Townsend’s place.”

      Apparently the man knew he was escorting Elise this afternoon and most likely that he’d taken her on a ride the prior afternoon. He shoved away the uneasy feeling since this had been their plan. He would pretend to have an interest in her to keep away any serious suitors. Then when the Season was over, he would wish her well, go on his merry way, and she would be off the hook with looking for a husband.

      So why did he feel as though he was being scrutinized as a potential son-in-law? A position he had no intention of ever seeking.

      Pomeroy pointed to a chair. “It will be a while before my daughter makes an appearance; you know how the ladies are.” He grinned and almost bounced over to the sideboard. Simon could easily see where Elise got her good nature. Pomeroy poured two glasses of brandy and handed one to Simon, settling in the chair across from him.

      “Daughters are a wonderful thing.” Pomeroy took a sip of brandy. “Wouldn’t trade any one of them for the world.” He looked off into the distance and took another sip, then leaned forward as if offering a secret. “But they are deuced expensive, my boy. Damned deuced expensive.” He shook his head and took another sip.

      He mused for a minute or two, then pointed his finger. “One day you will find out. I always thought boys would be flattening my pockets, what with University, drinking, gambling, mistresses, that sort of thing.” He studied his empty glass as if confused why there wasn’t any liquor left.

      Putting the glass aside, he said, “St. George. A viscount, correct?”

      “Yes, sir.”

      Pomeroy nodded as if pleased. “Elise has a nice dowry, you know. Very nice. Cheaper than keeping her in gowns and folderols for a lifetime, though.”

      Simon was in the process of taking a drink when that statement came out of his host’s mouth. He coughed, barely able to keep from spewing the liquor all over himself. Rather than dismissing the man’s remarks, he had to pretend interest if they were to fool everyone about their attachment.

      “Good to hear, my lord.” Bloody hell, where was Elise? If she took much longer, he feared Pomeroy would lock the study door and whip out a marriage contract.

      “There you are.” Elise entered the room, and Simon almost choked once again. She wore a white and yellow striped afternoon gown. Her hair was pulled back in some type of a top knot, with a yellow ribbon tied around her hair. A yellow and white bonnet swung from her fingers.

      The neckline of the gown was low enough to make his mouth water. She brought sunshine into the room with her. Not just with her outfit, but with the bright smile that did strange things to his insides. He felt like an idiot when Pomeroy coughed as Simon just kept staring at her. He jumped up, forgetting he held a glass of liquid. It crashed to the floor, but luckily none of the liquid splashed on him.

      Elise giggled that deep laugh that drove him crazy, as it had the night before. It would be best if they removed themselves before he made a complete cake of himself in front of her father. He turned to the man. “If you will excuse us, my lord.”

      Humor in his eyes, Pomeroy waved him off. “Have a good time.”

      Simon helped Elise into the gig and they were on their way. The day was perfect, and the nice weather had him thinking about taking her on a picnic sometime soon. He could have his cook fix a basket of his favorite things. There was a perfect spot just outside of London where they could spend the afternoon, eating and chatting away.

      Since he’d learned of her interests, there were several books he wanted to share with her. Maybe an afternoon at the art gallery would be pleasant, as well.

      Then he brought himself up short.

      What the devil was he thinking? This was no real courtship. He only had to hold other men at bay until the end of the Season, which was only necessary at pubic outings. Based on the flowers he’d seen in the drawing room as Lord Pomeroy had escorted him down the corridor, he hadn’t done a decent job of it the night before. Hopefully, a few were for her sisters.

      He hoped bringing Elise with him to Lady Townsend’s might help him with her machinations. He would help Elise, and she, in turn, would help him. This could be a very productive association. Yes, that’s what it was. An association, nothing more.

      The room was already filled with three young ladies and two gentlemen when they arrived. Lady Townsend was too well mannered to show disdain that he’d brought Elise with him, but unfortunately her daughter was not.

      Miss Abbott narrowed her eyes at Elise and then greeted him with a bright smile. “It was so nice of you to come, Lord St. George.” She nudged the woman alongside her, almost shoving her off the settee. The poor flustered guest rose and moved to another chair. “Please sit here, my lord. It will be so much easier to converse.”
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      Elise did a fine job of holding her grin at Miss Abbott’s maneuver. She sat on a deep green and white striped armless settee next to a gentleman she did not know. But then, with the scant time she’d spent in polite society, there were very few men she did know.

      He placed the teacup balanced on his knee onto the small table in front of him. “May I introduce myself?” He stood and bowed. “The Earl of Warwick at your service.”

      Elise offered her hand. “How do you do, my lord. I am Lady Elise Smith, daughter of Lord Pomeroy.”

      He regained his seat and leaned a little too close. “I can’t believe I’ve never met you before.”

      She leaned back. “I don’t go about in society much.”

      He offered her a seductive smile. “Ah, yes. Apparently not. You, I would never forget. I know your sisters, lovely girls, but they never mentioned they were hiding the most beautiful one at home.” He gazed into her eyes, with what she was sure he thought a seductive look, but it only made her giggle.

      The sound of someone clearing his throat caught Elise and Warwick’s attention. Simon sat glaring at Elise, ignoring Miss Abbott who chattered on and on. Whatever was wrong? He looked ready to throttle someone. She turned to look over her shoulder, but there was no one behind her who would warrant that sort of glare.

      A footman stood in front of her, holding out a tray with cups of tea and small plates of pastries. “My lady?”

      Grateful to have a way to distract her from Lord Warwick’s attention, she accepted a cup, glancing once again at Simon to see him still glaring at her. She raised her eyebrows in question, and he nodded in Warwick’s direction. Before she could decipher what he was trying to say to her, Warwick turned his back to the group and moved in closer, virtually sealing them off from Simon and the rest of the room.

      “Why have you not given us the pleasure of your company before now, Lady Elise?”

      “I prefer other activities.” She took a sip of her tea, reminding herself why she did not venture into Society much. The man was getting on her nerves, and she had the urge to dump the cup of tea into his lap.

      “Such as?” He studied her with an intensity that disturbed her. She’d always seen humor and teasing in Simon’s eyes. Not so in this man. This man made her decidedly uncomfortable.

      It took her a moment to remember what they were talking about. She moved back slightly but felt herself slipping off the settee, so she stayed where she was. “I enjoy poetry readings and intellectual gatherings.”

      “Ah, a bluestocking.” He grinned and somehow she felt as though he was laughing at her. She decided at that moment she didn’t like Lord Warwick very much. He reached out and took her hand. “Perhaps I may attend one of your intellectual gatherings.” She tried to tug her hand back, but he was not allowing her to do that.

      Even though she rarely ventured out on morning calls, she knew his behavior was inappropriate. Her only recourse was to dump the tea in his lap.

      “Lady Elise.” At the sound of her name, she looked past Warwick, pulling her hand free with just enough force that she jerked backward. Her arms flailing, she slid off the settee, landing on her bottom, her skirts sliding up to her knees. The teacup in her hand flew into the air, splashing the liquid on both her and Warwick.

      A hush fell over the room, so her “Ouch” was clearly heard by all. Before Warwick could even reach down for her, Simon was by her side, pushing down her gown, and pulling her to her feet.

      He held her around the waist and turned toward Lady Townsend and Miss Abbott. “I am so sorry, ladies, but I feel I must escort Lady Elise home. She seems to have hurt herself.”

      Elise didn’t know whether to elbow Simon in the middle or stomp on Warwick’s foot. Before she could do either or say a word, he had whisked her out of the room. “My carriage, please.”

      “Lord St. George.” Miss Abbott hurried from the room. “I meant to give you this.” She handed him a cream-colored envelope.

      He bowed. “Thank you, Miss Abbott. I bid you a pleasant afternoon.” He took Elise’s arm and they left the house. The carriage was just pulling up when they descended the steps.

      Once they settled in, Simon snapped the reins. “What was Warwick about?” He stared straight ahead, his lips tight.

      Elise drew herself up. “Just a minute. I did not hurt myself, as you blurted out to one and all, and furthermore, I did not need for you to race across the room and rescue me.”

      Ignoring her indignation, he continued, “From what I saw, Warwick was out of line.”

      “Perhaps he was. In my short acquaintance with him, I discovered I don’t care for Lord Warwick. He was most forward.”

      “Did you discourage him?”

      Whatever was Simon about? “Pardon me, my lord, but are you accusing me of something?” Why did he have her feeling as though she’d done something wrong? And who was he to question her anyway?

      “No. No, I’m not accusing you of anything. I just wondered how you ended up on the floor with your skirts above your knees in front of a room full of people.”

      Elise’s mouth dropped open and heat rose from her middle. “I fell, my lord. And the reason I fell was because you called my name. Lord Warwick, who was holding my hand against my wishes, let go as I tugged once more, and it threw me off balance. Therefore, I slid from the silk-covered settee.” She took a deep breath in. “However, please explain to me how it is that I owe you an account of my behavior.”

      Simon pulled the gig over to a shady spot on the road and turned to her. “I am sorry. I don’t mean to be so imperious. It’s just that Warwick has a reputation with the ladies, and I was concerned he upset you in some way.”

      She smoothed out the non-existent wrinkles from her gown, then rested her hands in her lap. “He did upset me. However, I feel I had the situation under control.” She stuck her finger into his chest. “And tell me, my lord, why were you coughing and nodding, and calling my name? Wasn’t the lovely Miss Abbott keeping you busy enough?”

      “Her chattering could drive a man to desperate measures. Which was why I wanted you to attend with me. If I am to keep men away from you, I believe part of the bargain should be you keeping the marriage-minded mamas and daughters away from me.” He snapped the reins once more.

      “Very well,” she huffed. “We will now help each other.”
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      The following Thursday night, Simon left his horse, Diamond, at the mews behind the Pomeroy townhouse and climbed the stairs to Elise’s home. On the way back from Lady Townsend’s afternoon call, Elise had told him she was holding one of her soirees and would not be available to attend the musicale at the Ellison home with him this evening.

      Since he had listened with blistered ears to more than one Ellison musicale, he was only too happy to pass along his regrets. It had been a last minute decision to see what Elise’s “intellectual gatherings” were all about.

      He smiled at the now familiar man at the door who directed him to the drawing room. The room was already filled with a number of men and women who were involved in a lively debate. Elise stood at the center of a small knot of people, her arms waving around, her face flushed, her eyes sparkling, as she spoke to the group.

      Standing there at the doorway, he watched her in her own environment. This was not the young lady who stumbled through a dance and felt unsure of herself in Society. This woman knew her place in the world. Her audience listened with rapt attention. She turned to offer a comment to a man in front of her and glanced in his direction. She stopped, and her mouth dropped open. Two people in her group turned to regard him. An older man viewed him through his quizzing glass.

      She said something to the woman next to her and moved toward him, her hand outstretched. “Lord St. George, how nice of you to join us.”

      He bent over her hand and kissed it, holding onto it a little too long to be proper. Her face flushed as she tugged it away from him. “Let me introduce you to my guests.” She placed her hand on his arm and led him to the group she’d just left. Waving at the people in her group she said, “Miss Henrietta Gordon, Mrs. Jules James, Professor Marvin Lesh, Mr. Joseph Barnes, and Lord Westin, may I present to you the Viscount St. George.”

      Simon took the ladies’ hands and bowed over them, then nodded at the gentlemen. “I am pleased to meet all of you.”

      The man with the quizzing glass—who turned out to be Lord Westin—said, “Never saw you before at these things, St. George. From what I hear, you’re more of the social set than the rest of us.”

      “Lady Elise was kind enough to invite me, and I am pleased to be able to join you.”

      Elise’s raised eyebrow was her only reaction to his blatant lie. He had not been invited, most likely since she never thought he would come, but after turning down the invitation to the musicale, he found himself at a loss as to what to do with his evening. Almost as if drawn by an invisible force, he’d found himself riding directly to her home.

      After a few minutes of conversation about the latest political ploy by the Whigs, Elise dragged him to another group and made introductions. Those guests were discussing the book, Prometheus Unbound, by Shelley. Having not even heard of the book, he kept his mouth shut so as not to show his deficiencies. Elise had quite a bit to say about the tome. Simon was impressed.

      Very impressed.

      The next group debated the recent discovery of the Venus de Milo on the island of Melos and whether it was authentic. He watched in wonder as again, Elise had an opinion that everyone in the group listened to quite carefully. By the time she announced a light supper would be served, Simon’s head was about to burst.

      He had never felt so uninformed in his life. As a young man, he had enjoyed his studies at University, and unlike most men of his class, he actually attended lectures and entered into debates with some of the professors who held sessions in their homes in the evenings. Being here tonight brought back those memories and how much he missed them.

      Thinking all these people were so well informed and came together on a regular basis to discuss and debate the important issues of the day left him feeling quite jealous that he had not known of their existence.

      The guests filled their plates with a variety of foods from the table. Roast duck, creamed trout, pickled celery, apple tarts, and lemon jelly made for an array of tastes. Once he filled plates for himself and Elise, he joined her at a table small enough for the two of them.

      A footman poured wine and placed pots of tea on the tables scattered throughout the room.

      Elise shook out her serviette and placed it on her lap. “What brings you here tonight, my lord?”

      He grinned at her. “Ah, perhaps you did not hear me say I had been invited by the illustrious hostess, Lady Elise Smith?”

      “Funny, somehow that slipped my mind.” She took a bite of duck and licked her lips. Simon’s blood all headed south. “I thought you had a musicale to attend this evening.”

      He wiped his mouth, wishing Elise would do the same and stop licking her lips. “I have attended Ellison musicales for several years and I fear they get no better.”

      “And you thought my little gathering would be of more interest?”

      Of more interest? He could not remember the last time he had been so intellectually stimulated. This “little gathering” of hers made him realize how much time he’d spent discussing inane things with simpering debutantes and boring matrons. The wasted hours spent playing cards at clubs and arguing over the best horseflesh at Tattersalls.

      “Yes. I must admit I find your friends and their conversations quite fascinating. I can say I thoroughly enjoyed myself.”

      “Indeed? You do not condemn me as a bluestocking?” She tilted her head and gave him a saucy smile.

      How could he tell this innocent woman that seeing her in this setting, with the excitement in her eyes as she spoke, had him wanting to throw her over his shoulder and find the nearest bed? A bluestocking, indeed. She was everything the silly women of the ton were not.

      And that scared the hell out of him.
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      Elise did not like that Simon had enjoyed himself so much. She wanted to continue to think of him as a typical gentleman interested in Society and all the things men of the ton did with their time. Relegating him to that part of her life made their association banal. Now he seemed more real, more not-so-easy to dismiss. For some reason, that disturbed her.

      “How often do you hold these gatherings?”

      Elise placed her fork alongside her plate. “Once a month, but then in addition to that, most of us get together every couple of weeks to attend a lecture or a poetry reading.”

      Simon looked as though he’d swallowed something nasty. Elise laughed. “I take it lectures and poetry are not to your liking?”

      “Lectures, fine. Poetry, no. I can tolerate the ones I can understand, but others leave me wondering what the deuced the author is trying to say. Then some other poems raise questions. For example, why did the mariner shoot the albatross in ‘The Rime of the Ancient Mariner’? I’ve often wondered if the author meant it to be a big joke.”

      Elise felt her jaw drop. Who was this man? Why was he surprising her so? He should be bored and anxious to leave, eager to scurry away to one of his clubs. Or visit his mistress. He must surely have one. He was unmarried and virile enough to want bed activities on a regular basis.

      She flushed at the image that flashed into her mind of both of them naked in bed. A wave of heat started in her stomach and climbed to her face. Hopefully Simon would not notice and mention it.

      She also hated how the thought of him in bed with his mistress disturbed her. They were friends. He was helping her avoid marriage, and she, in turn, was doing the same for him. That was all this relationship was about. Cohorts in crime. When the Season ended, she would convince Papa she was unmarriageable and resume her happy life.

      Since she would not return to Society, their paths would never cross again. She must keep that at the forefront. “I must admit, Simon, you are full of surprises tonight.”

      “Ah, I think you believe I am some sort of fluff who spends his time drinking, racing, gambling, and . . . Well, let’s just say the usual proclivities of gentlemen.”

      She studied him for a moment. “Actually, yes. When you approached Lady Dearborn for an introduction, I had no idea you were a highbrow.”

      Simon choked. “Now wait a minute, my dear. I am not a frivolous gentleman or a wastrel, but certainly not a highbrow.”

      She leaned forward, a smirk on her face. Now she would prove to him, and herself, that he was not of her ilk. “Do you speak French, Italian, and German?”

      “Fluently.”

      Her brows drew together. “Familiar with Latin?”

      “Yes. Read and write it.”

      She tapped her finger on the table and offered him a smug look. “Have you heard of, or read, the works of Aristotle, Plato, Voltaire, or Thomas Reid?”

      Simon shifted in his chair and ran his finger around the inside of his cravat. “Yes.”

      She grinned. “Acquainted with the paintings of Benjamin West and Jean-Baptiste-Camille Corot? Opera? Beethoven, Bach—“

      Simon held up his hand. “Stop.”

      “I believe I have made my point, my lord. Underneath that rakish demeanor lies a highbrow.” She sat back and pondered. Why did that not make her happy? She found her admiration for the man increase as he answered all her questions. However, when she thought it over, it would be difficult to dismiss Simon in the future as someone who would never understand her, which had been another strike against marriage.

      She was in trouble.

      Elise stood as her guests began their departure. It took a while to see them all out, safely in their carriages and on their way. She stood at the entrance hall, waiting for a moment, gathering her thoughts. Simon had remained behind, and that made her a bit nervous.

      Simon in a ballroom, in an open carriage, and in a gathering of intellectuals she could handle. Simon alone with her in the quiet house, where everyone else was most likely in their bedchambers, was a different matter.

      Stiffening her shoulders and calling herself so much the fool, she returned to the drawing room. Simon stood at the window, staring into the darkness. He turned when she entered.

      “I know your step.” He walked toward her, slowly, almost like a sleek animal eyeing its prey. “I think it is time for me to leave.”

      “Yes. I believe so.” Her nervousness returned in full force. Something had changed between them, and she wasn’t sure she was at all comfortable with it. “I will see you out.” She quickly walked to the door and was halfway down the corridor when he reached for her hand, having followed her.

      “What?”

      He opened the door to the library and drew her in. Leaving the door slightly ajar, he placed his hands on her shoulders and studied her for a minute. Her heart began to pound, and suddenly her legs had a problem holding her up.

      “This.” His head descended, and his lips almost touched hers. “I have wanted to do this all night.” Moving the rest of the way, he drew her into his arms. His mouth covered hers in a way she had never expected. His lips were warm, moist, tasting of wine and tea. At her slight sigh, he wrapped one strong arm around

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/break-dinkus-palatino-screen.png





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/image1.jpg





OEBPS/images/nobleheartsbs1-3working.jpg
the
Noble Hearts

Series

T R

Books 1-3 !

al’lie







