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About the Book

When Sir Anthony Malory’s daughter is abducted from Hyde Park, the ransom note mistakenly falls into the hands of Boyd Anderson, an impulsive and attractive sea captain, who vows to find the missing girl.

Vivacious Katey Tyler, hoping to meet her relations in England and seek adventure and romance on a grand tour of Europe, finds more than she bargains for when she discovers a little girl bound and gagged in a remote country inn. She escorts the girl back to London, but is horrified when she is blamed for kidnapping the very girl she rescued. Little does Katey realize that with Captain Anderson she’s about to experience more adventure and passion than she ever imagined, as well as learning the startling truth about her real father’s identity...

No Choice But Seduction sees the welcome return of the charismatic Malory family.
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KATEY DISCOVERED THAT buying a comfortable English coach – at least a new one – as Judith Malory had suggested, wasn’t something that could be accomplished in a day. The man at the first coach yard she’d visited had said three weeks. The second coach builder had said he could have one made for her in a month. He had a waiting list!

It was bad enough that all the passenger ships departing for the Continent in the next few days had filled their lists already. The best Katey could do was to buy passage for two on a ship that sailed next week. She was still smarting over that, so she wasn’t about to delay leaving London even longer for a coach. This was all Boyd Anderson’s fault. Mr Calderson hadn’t released them until yesterday afternoon, apologizing profusely when the man he’d sent to London returned and said the Malorys had indeed corroborated Katey’s version of events.

On the way back to their London hotel, Katey told Grace, ‘I think we’ll just revert to our original idea and buy a coach after we get to France.’

‘You don’t think we’ll run into the same problem there?’ Grace asked.

‘Yes, but at least we can begin touring the country while we wait.’

Grace nodded. ‘Then what’s next on the agenda here before we leave? A new wardrobe? Hiring a coachman for a coach you don’t own yet?’

Katey raised a brow at her maid’s sarcastic tone. Her own mood was taking a downward swing. She hated being dependent on other people’s schedules. She wanted to leave England now, not next week. She’d wanted to buy a coach today, too, not next month. She’d even briefly thought of buying her own ship so she wouldn’t have to deal with someone else’s schedule anymore and could just stick to her own. But she could just imagine how long it would take to build a ship!

She’d only been half-serious yesterday when she’d told Grace they wouldn’t be leaving for six more days and had ended with ‘I should just buy a ship so we don’t run into delays like this again.’

Grace had rolled her eyes at her and replied, ‘Buying a coach is a good idea, buying a ship isn’t. We aren’t sailing around the world. We only need a ship to get to the next continent.’

‘And then the one after that.’

‘Yes, but how many months later will that be?’ Grace had asked. ‘You said it yourself, that crossing Europe by land is going to take a long time. Besides, there aren’t that many continents for us to visit – are there?’

Whatever schooling Grace had received in Danbury hadn’t included geography. She readily admitted she’d only stayed in school long enough to learn to read and write. Katey’s education had been much more extensive, and while her tutor had been diligent in teaching her about the world, she hadn’t had picture books that showed her what he was talking about, so it had been hard for her to imagine how different Europe and Africa were from America. Her tutor had only given her a taste of what was beyond the horizon, leaving her wanting to see it for herself. She knew from her tutor’s lectures that it would be more convenient to sail from country to country rather than traveling over land.

‘It’s too bad we can’t rent a ship,’ Katey had ended with a sigh.

Grace had chuckled. ‘That’s funny. Waiting for the next ship to leave for the port you want to go to is only a small inconvenience, a small price to pay for seeing the world.’

But Katey was definitely learning that patience wasn’t one of her strong points. ‘Well, what about a new wardrobe?’ Grace prodded.

‘Why do I need a new wardrobe? I’m already carrying around trunks of clothes I’m making no use of, so why on earth would I buy even more?’

‘Because you have nothing but serviceable, everyday clothes that you used to wear at home in Gardener. You don’t have a single fancy dress or wrap. What if you’re invited to a nice dinner or—’

‘Invited by who?’ Katey chuckled. ‘We’re not exactly meeting people who give fancy dinners.’

‘You could. You should at least be prepared. Or will you be declining invitations just because you don’t have anything appropriate to wear?’

Katey conceded that point. ‘I suppose it wouldn’t hurt to have at least one special dress, would it? And I did want to get another comfortable traveling ensemble. There might be time for that if we find a seamstress today. Very well, tell the driver to turn around. I think I noticed some shops a few streets back.’

Grace spoke to the hack driver, but after resuming her seat she said, ‘Now that we’ve got that off our list of immediate business, are you going to visit the child, to make sure she got home all right?’

‘I don’t know – actually, I think not. I wasn’t pleased with the end of that little adventure, so I’d just as soon forget it. She was a delightful girl, though. I’ll at least jot off a note to—’

‘Coward.’

Katey stiffened. ‘Excuse me?’

‘You heard me right. You’re afraid that if you go anywhere near a Malory house you’ll end up running into him again.’

‘You’re quite wrong there. I would love to run into Boyd Anderson again so I can put that pistol I bought the other day to good use.’

Grace snorted. ‘You wouldn’t shoot him.’

‘I hung him, didn’t I?’

Grace burst out laughing, but when she wound down, she said with a fond smile, ‘What you do in those little tales you create is just daydreaming out loud, Katey. Pure fantasy like that has no bearing on what you’d really do if given the chance. But that was funny, the way you hung him. It’s too bad that was only your imagination getting angry.’

‘I don’t know why you keep thinking I’m incapable of anger, that you’re the only one who gets to experience that emotion. I was furious over that whole incident.’

‘Maybe, but you’re avoiding the point.’

‘Maybe because I don’t want to discuss him?’ Katey was quick to reply.

‘I meant about the child. Jotting off a note without expecting a reply isn’t going to tell you that she got safely home. What if it wasn’t really a relative who ran off with her that day? What if Anderson was one of the kidnappers and he took off with you just to get you out of the way so you wouldn’t suspect what was really going on? What if Judith never got home?’

Katey laughed now. ‘You’ve listened to too many of my tales!’

‘I’m being serious.’

‘Then pick a subject that isn’t so absurd. The Oceanus belonged to him. And during the crossing we heard it mentioned that it was just one of many ships that belong to the shipping company his family owns. That man is no pauper, Grace.’

‘Neither are you, but that didn’t stop him from pointing a finger, did it?’

That statement had some validity. ‘Very well, I’ll make sure I get a confirmation when my note is delivered. I have been assuming that everything is fine in regard to Judith. But I don’t have to go by the Malory residence myself to do that.’

‘Fair enough,’ Grace said. ‘I just didn’t want to see you leaving any loose ends here – speaking of which, we’ve got time before we sail for another jaunt to Gloucestershire.’

‘No,’ Katey said immediately. ‘Actually, I was thinking about a nice drive along the southern coast, perhaps as far as Dover, or maybe all the way to Cornwall if we don’t dally. We didn’t get a chance to visit the southern shires before we left for Scotland.’

Grace crossed her arms, looking stubborn, before she said, ‘I wouldn’t be doing my duty if I didn’t mention that you may never get back to England once we leave here. You might get to Italy and decide that’s the country where you want to put down roots. You already said Scotland would be a nice place to live, so I know you’re going to be looking at all of these countries we visit with an eye toward where you plan to roost when you finish seeing the world.

‘So think about it,’ Grace continued. ‘You know you’ll end up regretting that you didn’t make a greater effort to meet your mother’s family, when we’re on the other side of the world.’
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KATEY SHOULD HAVE known that sending a note to Judith’s house would elicit more than a simple reply. When the hotel maid came to her door to tell her she had a visitor waiting for her in the lobby, she almost sent the maid back with the response that she was indisposed.

She was afraid it was Boyd. He could have been at the Malory house when her messenger arrived and followed the man back to her hotel. She didn’t want to see him again. Ever. Not even to witness his groveling on his knees now that he’d discovered just how wrong he’d been. But she followed the maid downstairs anyway, refusing to believe that the anticipation she was experiencing had anything to do with excitement at the thought of seeing him again.

She didn’t have a chance to feel either relief or disappointment when she saw that her visitor wasn’t Boyd Anderson. She was too surprised by the man standing there waiting for her. He was incredibly handsome, and it had nothing to do with the warm smile he was giving her. Extremely tall with a lean, strapping physique that went perfectly with his height, he was the kind of man a tailor would love. He was elegantly clad in a dark brown frock coat with buff breeches, his cravat neatly tied, not too extravagant. His clothes were the height of fashion, yet understated. No dandy here. His coal black hair fell in waves to just below his ears, his eyes had a slight exotic slant to them and were the most beautiful cobalt blue . . . Judith Malory’s eyes, she realized!

He had to be a relative, and while she hadn’t gotten a good look at Jeremy Malory before he’d hied off with Judith that day, she realized this could be him. The resemblance was too close from what she remembered, though she could have sworn he was younger. Not that this man was old. Late thirties or early forties would be her guess.

‘Miss Tyler? I’m Anthony Malory, Judith’s father.’ He took her extended hand and squeezed it warmly.

Well, she hadn’t expected that! This was the man Boyd had tried to frighten her with? How absurd!

She returned his smile. ‘Call me Katey. I hope Judith has recovered from that nasty business?’

‘Thanks to you, yes. You cannot begin to understand how grateful my wife and I are for your assistance. You’re a remarkable young woman, Katey.’

She couldn’t help but blush. ‘I just did what anyone else would have done.’

‘You’re wrong there. Most people would have minded their own business. You saw a little girl in need and rescued her. You quite charmed my daughter, you know. She’s done nothing but talk about you since she got home.’

Katey grinned. ‘I was rather taken with her myself. She’s so smart for her age, I found myself treating her like an adult!’

He chuckled. ‘She has that effect on all of us! And she’s looking forward to seeing you again. My wife, Roslynn, is having a small family dinner tonight and we’d like you to join us.’

Katey almost laughed, remembering her conversation with Grace that morning. She would never have dreamed that she would be forced to say, ‘But I don’t have anything to wear!’ that very day. But she had to say it. The Malorys were English nobility. They probably went to bed looking elegant!

‘I’m going to have to decline. I don’t have anything appropriate to wear to a London dinner party.’

Anthony laughed and said, ‘Your presence is desired, not your wardrobe. And Judy will be crushed if you don’t come.’ Then he added drolly, ‘Wear a sack if you must, I promise you my family won’t care. So no excuses. I’ll send a coach for you in a few hours.’

And how could Katey refuse now? Anthony Malory was a stubborn man, but very nice for all that, and she would like to see Judith again, so she shyly agreed. Grace, of course, had to tell her at least three times, ‘I told you so,’ as they dug out the nicest dress Katey owned. Far from being a sack, it was a simple pink frock with mother-of-pearl buttons. When Katey put it on and Grace arranged her hair in a loose braid that draped over her shoulder, she felt more at ease about attending the Malorys’ dinner. And before long she was on her way to the fashionable town house on Piccadilly.

That was another surprise. From the street, the Malory town house looked so narrow, but inside it was huge. It was probably three times the size of her home in Gardener. And so grand looking! Gilt frames, crystal chandeliers, shiny marble on the foyer floor. Everywhere she looked she saw elegant details. Katey felt quite out of her element. These people were rich aristocrats – what the devil was she doing there?

But that thought didn’t last long. Anthony Malory’s idea of ‘small’ seemed rather large to Katey as a butler ushered her into a room full of people who were all saying thank-you to her. Even the butler thanked her!

Katey noticed that Roslynn Malory wasn’t dressed as elegantly as the other women in the room. Sir Anthony had probably told her about the silly issue of ‘clothes’ he’d had to deal with when he’d invited Katey to dinner, so she had merely dressed in a skirt and blouse. That extra effort alone made Katey feel welcome, but the hug Roslynn gave her relaxed her completely.

Anthony greeted her warmly, but Roslynn pulled her back into the foyer for a private moment. ‘I’m so glad Tony convinced you to join us this evening. He said you put up a good fight.’ Katey blushed, but Roslynn laughed and assured her, ‘I’m joking, m’dear. I just want you to feel welcome here. I’m hoping you will agree to accept our hospitality for longer than this evening, but we can talk about that later. Before Judy comes down, I thought you might like to know more about this unfortunate incident, as we now understand it. My cousin Geordie Cameron has always coveted my fortune, you see.’

‘So it really was your cousin that your husband pummeled?’

‘Don’t let that surprise you. It certainly wasn’t the first time. Before I married Tony, Geordie tried to abduct me several times. I knew what he was up to. He was going to force me to marry him so he could get his hands on the fortune my grandfather left me, and he didn’t care how he accomplished it. Tony put a stop to that, and we were sure we’d have no more trouble from him! And Geordie was sincerely contrite back then, so while Tony might blame him for all this, I don’t. I even received a note of apology from him today and the assurance that his wife won’t trouble us again, though we already knew that. Calderson’s man explained when he came here to get Judy’s story about what happened that Maisie Cameron and her cohorts had been apprehended.’

Katey realized immediately that the Malorys didn’t know that she’d been the one accused of being a cohort and had spent time in jail because of it. She started to mention it, but abruptly changed her mind. Judith was safe at home, and the Malorys were relieved and grateful for her help. They didn’t need to know she’d suffered further consequences from it.

A squeal of delight interrupted her thoughts. She saw Roslynn roll her eyes, then turned to see why. Judith was bounding down the stairs to them, and the child latched onto Katey with an exuberant hug.

‘You came! I’m so glad. Father teased me that you might not. And you look so pretty in that dress.’

Katey chuckled. Had everyone heard about her limited wardrobe? ‘Look at yourself, all fancied up. You didn’t tell me you were the prettiest girl in England!’

Judith beamed at the compliment, yet Katey didn’t doubt it was true. The girl had her mother’s magnificent copper-gold hair and her father’s exotic blue eyes, and both parents were stunning in their looks. Katey had a feeling Judith was going to be too beautiful when she grew up. Even now, full of happy delight, she glowed like an angel.

‘Have you met everyone?’ Judith asked, then before Katey could answer, said, ‘Come with me, I’ll make sure you do.’

The child wouldn’t leave her side after that. And like a perfect hostess, which she was probably already being groomed to become one day, she introduced Katey to her relatives and supplied some commentary about each person afterward.

Her uncle Edward and aunt Charlotte were there. They also lived in London. Her cousin Jeremy and his new bride – the ex-thief, Judith whispered – lived in London, too, and had only just returned from their wedding trip.

Katey was rather stiff as she was introduced to that handsome young man, the impetuous fellow who’d raced off with Judith that day in Northampton. It would have been better if he’d stuck around long enough to meet her then, which would have kept her from becoming familiar with the inside of a jail cell.

She nearly said as much, but it wasn’t in her nature to be rude, so she held her tongue. And it certainly wasn’t his fault that Boyd Anderson couldn’t recognize the truth if it hit him over the head.

‘I’m sorry we didn’t meet the other day,’ Jeremy apologized as he shook her hand. ‘But I’m sure Boyd explained why it was imperative that I get Judy home immediately.’

‘Oh, he did,’ Katey replied, and congratulated herself on not sounding sarcastic.

She’d half-expected to find Boyd at the Malory house, actually. She was disappointed that he wasn’t there. Not that she’d already decided what she would have said to him if he were, she just knew it would have been blistering.

Which is why it was just as well that he wasn’t in attendance, because it didn’t take her long to realize that Judith’s family didn’t even know about his blunder. How could they unless he told them? He obviously didn’t want to put his foot in that nasty puddle. He’d probably thought the Malorys would never meet her so there was no need for him to confess. But she didn’t want to put a damper on the evening by mentioning his silly accusations, either.

As for Jeremy, Katey could honestly say she’d never met a more handsome man, but she was still somewhat annoyed with him. She could see now why she’d briefly thought that Anthony might be Jeremy when she’d seen him at the hotel. Judith’s father so closely resembled the younger Malory that she would have thought Jeremy was Anthony’s son or brother, if she didn’t already know he was Judith’s cousin.

But Jeremy’s wife, Danny, was so beautiful Katey nearly gasped when she saw her! She wore an emerald silk gown, and her hair was snow-white and cut unfashionably short, but she had the most exquisite features. Katey was sure she’d never meet another woman as beautiful as Danny Malory, but then she was introduced to Judith’s cousin Derek and his wife, Kelsey, and she had to amend that – and she began to wonder how one family could have so many amazing-looking people in it.

They were all dressed so grandly, too. Danny in her emerald silk, Kelsey and Charlotte in dark velvets, even the men were wearing jackets and lacy cravats, and it wasn’t even a formal affair! If they weren’t all so warm and genuinely pleased that she was there, she would have been terribly embarrassed in her simple cotton dress, which seemed out of place amid their rich apparel and sparkling jewels. But she didn’t even think of that until later, because Judith barely gave her any time to think at all with her running stream of commentary.

‘Their son, Brandon, is the Duke of Wrighton, you know,’ Judith told her after she pulled Katey away from Derek and his lovely wife.

That information meant absolutely nothing to Katey. Her tutor had been American-born and had never taught her the different tiers of the English nobility. A lord was a lord to her, no more, no less.

‘You’d never guess, but Derek met Kelsey in a brothel,’ Judith continued in another whisper, then added, ‘No, it’s not what you’re thinking. It’s quite an interesting story, what she was doing there.’

Katey could imagine – no, actually, she couldn’t! But the secrets this child was revealing to her were most definitely scandalous and things Judith shouldn’t even know about at her age. Thieves and brothels, and hadn’t she mentioned pirates before, too? Surely these unusual aspects of some of the Malorys’ lives weren’t public knowledge, so why was she sharing them with Katey?

‘I wouldn’t tell just anyone that,’ Judith said, seeming to read Katey’s thoughts. ‘You’re special.’

Katey blushed furiously. That was one of the nicest compliments she’d ever received. But she wondered about the child’s uncanny perceptions.

‘I’m nothing of the sort – but why did you say so?’ she asked.

Judith shrugged. ‘It’s odd, but I feel like I’ve known you forever.’

That really was odd, because Katey felt an affinity for the girl, too. But then Judith reminded her of herself at that age with her friendliness, her curiosity, and her thousand and one questions!

‘It was probably because we talked so much about ourselves when we met, and later in your coach,’ Judith suggested. ‘I’ve never talked so much to anyone else like that, ever, who wasn’t family.’

Katey smiled and glanced about the room. ‘And you certainly have a large family.’

Judith giggled at that, a sound that reminded Katey of how young she was. ‘This isn’t even half of them! I believe the count is up to eight separate Malory households in London now, though you might want to ask my mother to confirm that. But even that doesn’t account for all of my family.’

Katey found that hard to fathom. She was an only child with no aunts and uncles, no cousins, not even grandparents – at least none that she knew of. It must be nice, she thought, to have so many relatives. And maybe she should go to Gloucester again and this time actually knock on the Millards’ door.

Dinner was announced shortly after that. The table was extremely long, giving Katey an idea of just how many family members occasionally showed up to eat at it. With just ten of them present tonight, Roslynn seated the group at one end of the long table, putting Katey between Anthony and Judith, while she sat across from them.

There wasn’t a single pause in the conversations, which ranged from horse racing and the merits of Derek’s newest stallion, to the ladies’ opinions on the latest fashions that had lower waistlines. Charlotte liked the new style, while the other three women still favored the comfort of the French Empire style.

When Charlotte asked Katey her opinion, she had to admit, ‘I’m afraid the closest I’ve been to a seamstress in five years is a visit to one this morning. I did order one fancy dress and took the seamstress’s advice. She said she would only make gowns in the new lower-waisted style.’

‘How rude of her,’ Kelsey said.

‘And probably a whopper,’ Danny added. ‘I know how shopkeepers operate. She just wants you to tell all your friends where you bought the latest fashion.’

‘It doesn’t matter,’ Katey tried to assure them. ‘It’s going to take her four days to make that single gown. I didn’t have time to look around for a different seamstress.’

‘That’s ridiculous! It doesn’t take that long to make a gown,’ Roslynn said. ‘She was probably just looking for an excuse to charge you more. I’ll send my seamstress to you tomorrow. She’ll make you as many gowns as you like in whatever styles you prefer and in quick order, too.’

‘Thank you, but that isn’t necessary. I’m traveling, so I don’t need a wide variety of clothes. And my ship sails next week.’

‘Going home to America?’ Anthony asked.

‘No, I have no family left there, so I doubt I’ll ever return.’

‘She has family here in England, she just doesn’t want to visit them,’ Judith piped in.

Katey’s blush made Roslynn gently scold her daughter. ‘That’s privileged information, puss. Katey will mention it if she wants to. You don’t do it for her.’

Judith’s lower lip trembled slightly, which made Katey leap to her defense. ‘That’s quite all right, really. I do have family here, but I’ve never met them, and I didn’t think I’d have time to visit them before I sailed to France. But I couldn’t obtain passage any sooner than next week.’ She paused to smile at the child and squeeze her hand under the table. ‘After our discussion, Judith, I’ve been reconsidering visiting them, and now that I have a little more time in England, I probably will. But your mother is right, I’d rather not discuss it.’

She’d said a lot for not wanting to discuss it! But the Malorys took the hint, and Anthony changed the subject by asking, ‘What’s luring you to France? Shopping?’

‘No, it’s the next country I’m visiting on my tour.’

‘How many countries are you planning to see?’ Edward asked.

‘All of them,’ Katey replied. ‘I’m actually going to tour the world.’

‘The world?’ Jeremy nearly choked on the bite he was taking. ‘Hell’s bells, most people just want to tour the Continent, but you want to see the whole world?’

‘Why not?’ Katey asked. ‘It’s something I’m longing to do after spending my entire life in one small village. Now that there’s nothing holding me down, I’d like to see the rest of the world.’

‘Don’t look so surprised, puppy,’ Anthony said to his nephew. ‘Everyone has different goals. Katey’s is just a grand one.’

‘But a world tour is going to take – forever,’ Jeremy pointed out.

Katey grinned. ‘Not quite that long, though I did get carried away here. It’s been more than a month since I arrived from America and I’ve only seen England and Scotland so far. So I do know now that I can’t spend so long in one place, which is why I’m so annoyed with the shipping schedules. I should have been leaving for France tomorrow, not next week.’

‘Well, since you are delayed, may we invite you to stay with us until your ship sails?’ Roslynn asked. ‘That’s the least we can do after you rescued Judy for us.’

‘Yes, please do, Katey,’ Judith added hopefully.

‘Thank you, but if the visit with my family goes as I hope it will, I will probably want to spend the rest of my time in England with them. I will let you know. But you certainly don’t have to thank me for helping Judith. That was an adventure for me, so I have her to thank for that!’

They adjourned to the parlor after dinner. Katey was late arriving after taking a few minutes to freshen up. Seeing more of the house, she was once again awed by its opulence. Did the Millards, who were also aristocrats, live like this, too? Is this the kind of wealth her mother had given up for love?

For several moments she stood just inside the door to the parlor watching the Malorys, the laughter and teasing going on, the obvious love they shared. What a wonderful family they were, and so lucky to have each other. She wished she didn’t feel so out of place among them, despite how nice they’d been to her, but she did. And they made her miss her mother.

Grace had been right, she did have to meet the Millards before she left England. She would never forgive herself if she didn’t. One of them might even look like Adeline or have a similar personality. God, she so wanted to discover that she had a relative who was like her mother.

‘Who are you?’ asked a deep voice behind her.

Katey turned and couldn’t help the frisson of fear that passed over her at the sight of the big blond man standing there eyeing her so intently. In a billowing white shirt open at the neck, tight breeches, knee-high boots, and hair to his shoulders, he looked even more out of place in the Malorys’ house than she did. But something else about the man had her holding her breath. His look was downright menacing, almost as if he were a . . . a . . . what the devil was it? A flash of gold at his ear gave her the answer. He looked like a pirate!
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‘WELL, GOOD GOD, James, you could have given us some warning,’ Anthony said to the new arrival. ‘When did you get back to town?’

‘Just this afternoon.’

A lot suddenly happened at once. Jeremy bolted across the room and enveloped the large blond man in a bear hug. That would surely have knocked a slighter man back out of the room, but not this one, which was a good thing, since he wasn’t alone. Entering the parlor right behind him were a woman and a child.

Katey scurried out of the way. The big man might look downright menacing, but obviously he wasn’t, and even more obvious, he was yet another member of Judith’s family. Judith bolted across the room, too, but to hug the little girl who had come in with her parents and pull her aside to start whispering in her ear.

The woman who had come in with them – good grief, yet another beauty! – was making her way around the room hugging everyone, as if she hadn’t seen them for months. And perhaps that was the case, she thought, when she heard Anthony questioning the blond man named James.

‘How did that trip go?’ he asked. ‘You were able to find Drew?’

‘Yes, and Gabrielle Brooks was with him as we’d suspected. We just hadn’t thought that she was the one who’d commandeered his ship.’

‘She actually stole it? How?’

‘She had some help from her father’s loyal crew. And she was desperate. They’d brought her word that her father was being held prisoner by a bunch of rogue pirates who used to be his associates.’

‘But why’d she steal it? Wasn’t Drew her escort while she was here in London?’ Anthony asked. ‘She could have just asked him to take her to the Caribbean, couldn’t she?’

‘You don’t recall that scandal about Gabby that made the rounds right before she left?’ James’s wife asked Anthony. ‘Drew was responsible for that, so she wasn’t about to ask him for anything at that point.’

‘Ah, an angry woman with the means for revenge,’ Anthony guessed with a knowing grin. ‘I quite understand.’

‘Thought you might,’ James said drily. ‘But they patched up their differences by the time we found them.’

‘So Drew didn’t need to be rescued after all?’

‘Not a’tall. But Gabby’s father still did, and that was a grand fight if I do say so m’self, pulling him out of that pirates’ nest. Sorry you missed the fun, old chap. You would have enjoyed it.’

‘Did Drew return with you?’ Roslynn asked.

‘No, he’ll be staying in the Caribbean for a while. We attended his wedding before we sailed home.’

Anthony laughed. ‘Don’t tell me, more pirates in your family now?’

That got him a glower from the handsome blond man and Katey abruptly changed her mind. James Malory was absolutely menacing. Could expressions be lethal?

‘Don’t be an ass, they’re your family, too,’ James replied.

Anthony was either very brave or he simply didn’t notice the other man’s glower, because he said with a grin, ‘Beg to differ, old man. You’re the one with five barbarian brothers-in-law, not me.’

‘And our nephew by marriage is one of them,’ James pointed out.

‘Bloody hell, forgot about him,’ Anthony grumbled, then put an arm around his brother’s wide shoulders to steer James toward Katey. ‘Well, come and meet Judy’s heroine. You heard what happened? I know Judy rushed over to see Jack the very day after she got home.’

‘Yes, Jack told us all about it in less than ten seconds. We’d barely got in the door! But you know how she will string all her sentences together when she’s excited.’

‘Indeed.’ Anthony rolled his eyes. ‘Judy does the same thing. She didn’t get that habit from me! I swear we were never that excitable when we were that age.’

‘We weren’t girls’ was James’s droll reply. But then on a sober note, he added, ‘Sorry I wasn’t here to help, Tony.’

‘Not to worry, old man. Your son and brother-in-law filled in for you nicely. And it’s over, thank God, so no need to belabor it.’

When they reached Katey, Anthony made the introductions. Even though James Malory wasn’t that much taller than she was, when he wrapped those massive arms around her – he actually hugged her! – she felt very, very small.

‘We are in your debt,’ James told her. ‘You helped my dearest niece, who is also my daughter’s best friend. If you ever need anything, Katey Tyler, anything of any sort, you come to me.’

She didn’t doubt he was quite sincere. And she had a feeling ‘anything’ really meant anything, even of the dangerous sort.

His wife, ‘George,’ joined them to add her thanks. And listening to them, Katey got the impression that while James Malory could easily be a danger to some people, his friends and family certainly had nothing to fear from him, and Katey had just been placed in the latter group, which banished that brief bit of nervousness she’d felt earlier at his arrival.

One more person had arrived with James and his family, but he’d been tardy in coming through the door. Unfortunately he’d snuck in behind Katey. If she’d had just a little warning, she might not have made a fool of herself.

‘Mrs Tyler?’

She swung around to face Boyd Anderson. With the most derision she’d ever mustered, she said, ‘Ah, if it isn’t the man who would make criminals out of innocents. It’s a shame the Malorys have to call a blackguard like you a relative.’

Shamefaced, he said, ‘I’ve come to apologize for not believing you.’

‘Apology denied,’ she replied coldly. ‘Now go away.’

‘Please—’

‘Deaf as well as stupid?’ she cut in without pity. ‘Then let me see if I can make you understand. You could beg on your knees, and it would make no difference. You, sir, are an idiot!’

He got down on his knees. She snorted, took out her pistol, and shot him. She missed, of course, but it was nice to see him looking fearful.

Unfortunately, all of that only happened in her imagination afterward and not in a room filled with a dozen witnesses. Boyd did surprise her. She did swing around to face him with a gasp. He was dressed more elegantly than the last time she’d seen him, in a well-tailored black jacket that fit snugly to his wide shoulders, a white, lacy cravat tight to his neck, his gold-streaked brown curls in fashionable disarray. But the sight of this handsome man didn’t steal her breath; instead her instinct for self-preservation overrode her good sense, and she snapped, ‘Don’t talk to me! Don’t you dare even come near me. Actually—’

She turned to Sir Anthony, who was now frowning as he glanced between them. She felt a hot blush coloring her cheeks because the Malorys couldn’t have helped but hear her being so rude to their relative. She simply couldn’t stay here now.

‘I’m sorry, but I need to leave immediately,’ she told her host. ‘Thank you for your hospitality.’

She didn’t give him a chance to reply, didn’t pause but a moment on her way out the door, just long enough to bend down and hug Judith and whisper to her, ‘I’ll visit again before I sail, but right now I have to go.’

She almost reached the front door, but Boyd was fast on her heels. His hand on her arm stopped her briefly and brought her around to face him.

‘Katey, you have to let me explain.’

‘Get your hand off me!’ She stared down at it until Boyd removed it, then told him, ‘I don’t have to do anything except ignore you, which is going to be very easy to do.’

‘Will you please listen to me for a—’

‘Like you listened to me? You dragged me across the countryside against my will – in a storm, I might add. You manhandled me, locked me in a room, all without listening to me even once!’

‘Maybe I didn’t manhandle you enough, since you managed to escape,’ he said in frustration. ‘I could have tied you down in that room, but I didn’t.’

She gasped indignantly. ‘Do you actually think that exonerates you? I can’t believe I’m even talking to you, but no more. I will give you exactly the same courtesy you gave me, though. Whatever you say will fall on deaf ears. Isn’t that how it went?’

She was glad to see at least a slight tinge of color mount his cheeks, but that’s all she stood there to see. She turned and rushed out the door. She heard him call her name again, shouting it actually, but she didn’t stop and even ran down the outer stairs. The coach Anthony had sent to fetch her was still in front of the house, and within moments she was inside it and on her way back to her hotel.
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BOYD’S FIRST INSTINCT as he stood at the door and watched Katey drive away was to follow her, but James had sent their coach home and it wouldn’t be returning for several hours. It was Edward’s habit to do the same thing. Since Piccadilly was a high-traffic street, the family preferred not to add to the congestion of it by leaving their vehicles at the curb.

Derek’s driver was the only one left, and while he probably wouldn’t hesitate to take a Malory anywhere he or she requested, he’d no doubt want permission first to drive off with an Anderson. And then there’d be no catching up to the coach, which was already disappearing in the distance. But Boyd knew that someone inside Anthony’s house had to know where Katey was staying because she’d been invited here.

He’d found out she was innocent of the charges he’d laid on her as soon as he got back to London. Anyone who didn’t have his mind and body clouded with desire as Boyd had been would probably have believed her immediately, since she had been telling the truth. But he’d gone straight to Anthony’s house to assure himself that Judith was home.

As soon as he’d walked into the parlor, Jeremy, still there and sitting with Judith on a sofa, said to him, ‘D’you know what it’s like being scolded by a seven-year-old who’s too smart to be condescended to?’

And Judith piped in, ‘I just wanted to thank Katey properly. You would have, too, if someone had risked her life to save you. You could have taken me back for just a few minutes to do that. But you had us miles down the road before you even listened to me!’

Jeremy gave Boyd a you-see-what-I-mean? look. However, to his young cousin, he said, ‘So it would have taken more’n a few minutes, wouldn’t it, puss, as far down the road as we were? But I’ll find out where she’s staying when she gets to London and take you to visit her m’self so you can thank her properly. I’ll be wanting to thank her as well. Hell’s bells, the whole family’s in her debt. So stop worrying about it, she’ll get thanked.’

But Judith had asked Boyd directly, ‘Did you at least thank her before you left?’

Boyd didn’t know how he’d managed to get a single word out, he’d been so poleaxed, but he said by way of excuse, ‘I was overcome by her beauty, so that might have slipped my mind.’ Jeremy rolled his eyes at that, but Boyd quickly continued, ‘But you can be sure I’ll help to find her to rectify that oversight.’

‘Would you?’ The child beamed at him, driving the ax in a lot deeper.

He’d gotten out of there fast before they could notice how guilty he felt. He’d even thought about riding back to Northampton that night, but he doubted that Katey would still be there. Besides, he felt she’d be looking for him as soon as she got to town, with a gun, or a club, or a parasol to break over his head. And it would be easier for her to find him than for him to find her, since she could locate him through the Malorys.

But that didn’t stop him from beginning his search for her yesterday. He had to make amends for his error, somehow. There was no getting around that. And he deserved whatever she felt like dishing out, of course. How did you make up for something like this? But a Skylark crisis had erupted yesterday morning that took up a good deal of his time. One of their ships had limped into port after getting damaged in a bad storm. Extensive repairs had to be arranged. The cargo had spoiled and had to be disposed of. Couldn’t just dump it in the Thames.

And then Georgina and James had returned this afternoon and he’d spent the rest of the day with them, hearing about Drew’s little adventure.

Several times he’d started to tell his sister about his blunder. But he couldn’t bring himself to ruin Georgina’s homecoming, and besides, he was still hoping to find Katey and set things right with her before his family found out.

Now, he had to return to a room full of Malorys who had heard what Katey said to him – she hadn’t said it quietly – and watched her leave because of him. Had she already told them? No, they would have pounced on him immediately for an explanation if she had. But they’d be wanting one now. He was surprised they hadn’t followed him to the front door to get it already.

Actually, when he walked back into the house and shut the door, he saw James and Anthony standing in the doorway to the parlor. Watching him. Those two wouldn’t have let him just leave, if the thought had occurred to him, without making a clean breast of it. If he weren’t anticipating finding out where Katey was staying, he might just have tried it anyway, because walking back into that parlor felt like walking to a guillotine that had his name on it.

Boyd passed between the two Malorys he admired most for their superlative skill in the ring. He’d only experienced that skill once himself, when he and his four brothers had tried to trounce James for scandalously announcing to a roomful of people that he’d ruined their sister – not in those exact words, but New Englanders could read between the lines as well as anyone else.

They’d tried to be fair in taking James on one at a time. That simply hadn’t worked. But James had given them enough excuses that day to forgo fairness, and truly, it had taken all five of them to finally bring him down. He was that good with his fists.

Every eye in the room turned to Boyd when he reentered the parlor. Most waited patiently for an explanation, expecting him to volunteer it. Judith’s disappointment overrode her patience.

Looking crestfallen, she asked him, ‘You didn’t fix it and bring her back?’

She actually thought he would? So simple, the way a child looked at things. Fix it. All’s better. He wished this were that simple.

He was shaking his head at Judith when his sister said, ‘Boyd, tell me you didn’t insult that young woman?’

He winced. ‘Depends on how you define insult.’

‘Barbaric to the bloody end, eh?’ James guessed.

‘Don’t start,’ Georgina told her husband, then said to her brother more carefully, ‘I take it more happened that day than we’re aware of?’

But Anthony wasn’t in any mood to drag it out and pointedly asked, ‘What’d you do, Yank, to get her so angry she won’t even stay in the same room with you?’

How had Katey put it? ‘I manhandled her, locked her—’

‘What?’

The question came at him from every direction because no one had actually heard him, he’d been mumbling so low. And perhaps it wasn’t wise to be that blunt.

He cleared his throat and said, ‘I didn’t believe her when she explained why she was there.’

‘In Northampton?’ Georgina asked.

‘No, at the inn where I found her with Judith,’ he corrected.

To which James started laughing. ‘Accused her of being the culprit, didn’t you? I can see why that would have annoyed her.’

And when Boyd didn’t deny it, Jeremy piped in, ‘Hell’s bells, Yank, I told you what Cameron claimed, that it was his wife—’

‘I know,’ Boyd cut in. ‘But we found Judy in that inn being kept behind a locked door rather than on her way home. Which made me begin to doubt Cameron’s tale. You even agreed that he must have lied to get Anthony to stop pummeling him.’

‘That didn’t end it,’ Anthony put in, which got him a frown from his wife for sounding so smug about it.

‘You beat my poor cousin for nothing,’ Roslynn scolded. ‘Judy confirmed that it was none of his doing.’

‘Beg to differ, m’dear. His whining over the years that he didn’t get your fortune was what gave his wife the idea, so he was still ultimately at fault. That it wasn’t his idea is the only reason he’s not dead.’

Roslynn snorted, obviously in disagreement with that contention. Boyd actually started to relax his guard somewhat, with people’s attention drifting elsewhere. But then he caught James’s unnerving gaze on him, and unfortunately, that Malory was too perceptive by half.

All humor gone now, James said, ‘Just a bloody moment. If you didn’t believe her, and she’s still angry at you – tell me you were as incompetent as I would expect you to be and you didn’t follow through on your suspicions?’

Boyd sighed. ‘I was very competent.’

‘Oh, good God,’ James replied, guessing. ‘He put the chit in jail.’

‘No, that wasn’t an option, even when it occurred to me that she might be Cameron’s wife. But I did try to drag her back to London with me, without her permission. I was going to bring her straight here so Anthony could decide what to do with her. But we ran into a storm, and when I found us some shelter, she escaped.’

After only a moment of shocked silence, everyone started in with varying degrees of disbelief and censure, all directed where it belonged, and so much that Boyd barely caught a word of it. It was actually an amazing relief not to have to keep that guilt to himself any longer. And when he did finally hear something he could reply to, it wasn’t even directed at him.

‘How the devil are we going to make up for this?’ Anthony asked his wife.

‘It’s not your error,’ Boyd pointed out.

Roslynn snapped at him, ‘The devil it isn’t. You’re a member of this family.’

Even though she’d said them in anger, Roslynn’s words were still music to his ears. The Malory men might still deal with him almost exclusively in a derogatory manner, but that’s how they treated each other as well. It was simply their way. Now it was time for him to accept that he really was a member of this family. Georgina had seen to that, and so had Warren, because they were both happily married to Malorys.

So Boyd took a leaf from Judith’s book and said, ‘I’ll fix it. I’ve no idea how yet, but I will fix it.’
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‘YOU’RE BACK EARLY,’ Grace said when Katey walked into her room.

‘He was there – so I left.’

It wasn’t necessary to say who ‘he’ was. ‘You gave him his setdown first, though, right? Before you left?’ Katey’s grimace was enough for Grace to conclude, ‘You didn’t? I swear, Katey Tyler, I didn’t raise you right.’

Katey snorted as she dropped into the nearest chair. ‘You didn’t raise me at all. And he caught me by surprise or I would have said much more to him than I did – or possibly not. There were too many people there for me to behave like a harridan as he deserves.’

‘And now you’ve lost your chance.’

It took Katey a moment, but then she started chuckling. ‘Lost my chance to behave like a harridan – is that really what we’re bemoaning?’

Grace grinned as well, albeit a bit sheepishly. ‘That did sound terrible, didn’t it? But a setdown can be delivered genteelly. You’ve got the finesse for it, my girl, I know you do. And it’s really going to stick in my craw if that man doesn’t at least get – hung.’

They both laughed now. But then Katey sighed and leaned her head back on the chair, closing her eyes. And Grace went back to repacking the clothes Katey rarely wore anymore. The maid had been giving them all a good cleaning and pressing before they set sail again.

The trouble was, Katey would probably still get a chance to ‘hang’ Boyd, so to speak, and she wasn’t sure she wanted it now. Because the Malorys knew where she was staying. He could get that information from Sir Anthony easily enough. He might even come around in the morning to say whatever he’d been going to say tonight.

Katey had already concluded that she didn’t want to hear it. She didn’t really want to see him again either. Castigating him would serve no purpose. He knew by now he should have believed her. He’d want to apologize, no doubt. She had no intention of forgiving him for his appalling stubbornness. Actually, she’d much prefer he just wallow in guilt.

She said as much to Grace. ‘Blistering his ears gives him a chance to apologize, and once he does that, he’s going to feel exonerated. Whether I forgive him or not, he’ll feel that he corrected the matter with an apology and not give it another thought. But if he never gets that chance, then his guilt will never go away, will it?’

‘That is positively wicked of you, Katey Tyler,’ Grace said, grinning again.

‘You think so?’ Katey nodded and made the decision. ‘Then we’re going to leave first thing in the morning so he has no opportunity to find me.’

Grace rolled her eyes. ‘For that tour of the southern shires?’

‘No, for Gloucester.’

Katey’s impromptu decision certainly made Grace happy
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