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            Dedication

         
         
            For Maisie, my British surrogate grandmother.

            Thank you for all the perfect scones,

            BBC dramas, and for your wedding band.

            I wear it with great pride.
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            Prologue

         
         
            Hertfordshire, 1814

         

         Round. Rough. Not-dirt. Not-rock.

         
         India’s fingers recognized the hard curve of metal before her brain caught on. “Coin!” she shouted to Daniel. “I think I found
            a coin!”
         

         
         She pulled a handful of dirt out of the shallow hole she’d dug.

         
         Daniel loped over on his long legs, a wide grin on his face. He’d finally outgrown her this summer, a fact he exploited mercilessly
            by holding things out of her reach or outrunning her across the woodland fields surrounding Bracket Hall, her family estate.
         

         
         “Let me see.” He held out one of the delicate bowls they’d stolen from a china cabinet.

         
         She released her handful of soil into the bowl. There was a metallic clinking sound.

         
         A glint of copper.

         
         The most beautiful thing she’d ever seen, except for Daniel’s copper-brown eyes, shining with excitement as he knelt beside
            her in the dirt.
         

         
         They’d been excavating the woodland fields around Bracket Hall every summer for years and hadn’t found anything more interesting
            than grubs and the occasional rusted farm tool.
         

         
         “We did it, Indy. We found buried treasure,” he said in an awed voice.

         
         The pet name made her heart glow. No one else shortened her name. Her elder brother, Edgar, was away at school and her mother
            wasn’t given to endearments. Father was more likely to call her a noisome pestilence, if she was unlucky enough to catch his
            notice.
         

         
         Daniel’s fingers shook as he brushed dirt off the coin. He polished the small disc with his shirt hem and held it up to the
            sun. “I think it’s Roman.”
         

         
         She stretched out her palm. “Let me have a look.”

         
         The coin was warm from his touch and from the sun. She traced the rough, embossed surface with her fingernail. “An emperor
            wearing a pearl diadem. Honorius? We’ll consult a coinage guide.”
         

         
         “There can’t be just one.” Daniel held her gaze, anticipation lighting his eyes. “You know there’s always a hoard of coins.”

         
         Most of the time they fought about almost everything. Who could jump their horse higher, or eat the most apples, or whose
            elbows and knees had the most bruises and scrapes.
         

         
         Bruises were a badge of honor in their summertime world. A day with Daniel meant dares and danger, but today they labored
            as a team, dirty and happy, grinning wider with each new discovery.
         

         
         They dug until their arms ached and until the sun had nearly abandoned them.

         
         The coins piled higher. They were mostly copper, corroded by age and speckled with pale green, but there were several silver
            coins as well.
         

         
         The person who had buried these coins had thought they would come back for them later. What had happened to prevent their
            return? War. Disease. A life interrupted.
         

         
         A living connection with history—not an etching in a book but tangible and real.

         
         Not just two children digging in the dirt. Historians. Adventurers.

         
         “Must be fifty coins by now,” crowed Daniel. “We’re rich!”

         
         “We’re already rich, you dolt.”

         
         Both of their fathers were dukes, their estates in the town of Hartfield separated by a two-hour walk. Bracket Hall was on
            the eastern side, while Daniel’s home, Hartfield House, was on the northern end.
         

         
         Somewhere in France, Daniel’s father, the Duke of Ravenwood, a diplomat and army commander, was bravely battling Napoleon.

         
         India’s father, the Duke of Banksford, was . . . probably drunk by now. He’d been in one of his mean-red tempers when she’d
            escaped the house. Stomping around, shouting at the servants and haranguing her mother over an imaginary mistake in the housekeeping.
         

         
         But she wouldn’t think about that. Not now. Not on this a perfect day.

         
         “Stop a moment,” said Daniel, flopping onto the ground. “I’m thirsty.”

         
         She sat down beside him. He wiped the back of his hand across his cheek and left a streak of dirt. She knew her face was similarly
            filthy but she didn’t care. She never had to care what she looked like with Daniel.
         

         
         She’d tried to explain as much to her mother but the duchess hadn’t understood.

         
         You’re his betrothed. Do you want him to remember his bride as a young harridan with soil under her nails and scrapes on her
               knees? Now do sit up properly, fold your hands, and kindly refrain from using the vulgar tongue. We are not Bow-bell cockneys.

         
         India knew her future groom couldn’t care less if she sat properly and used correct speech. His knees had matching scrapes
            and he was the one who’d taught her the naughty words. He was twelve, which made him only one year older, but he liked to
            think he was far more experienced and worldly.
         

         
         He handed her the water flask and she gulped the cool stream water.

         
         “This is only the beginning, Indy,” Daniel said dreamily. He rolled onto his side to face her. “After I return from my schooling
            we’ll be married and then we will travel the world and become famous archaeologists.”
         

         
         She nodded enthusiastically. “Where will we travel to first?”

         
         “Athens, to see the Parthenon!”

         
         “And then we’ll journey to Egypt and search for the long-lost tomb of Antony and Cleopatra.”

         
         They lay back in the grass, the crowns of their heads nearly touching, staring up at the sky. There were so many possibilities
            written in those purple-tinged clouds.
         

         
         “We’ll make astounding discoveries,” Daniel said, with great confidence and conviction. He flipped one of the Roman coins
            across his knuckles so it appeared to walk across the back of his hand.
         

         
         He was far more dedicated to learning coin and card tricks than Latin verbs. Sometimes he pulled cards from the bodices of
            her gowns and coins from her ears. She pretended to be annoyed but secretly she loved it.
         

         
         Secretly, she loved him. Even when he was annoying. Even when he made fun of her studiousness and called her a stick-in-the-mud.
         

         
         She wasn’t one of those girls who cried when he tugged on her plaits, or screamed if he opened his cupped palms to reveal
            a wriggling centipede.
         

         
         He’d never told her in words but she could tell that he loved her. More than anyone else in the world loved her. And loved
            her for her. He liked her adventurousness and the way she could best him at just about anything. Well, maybe he didn’t love that part.
            But he never belittled her for wanting to become an archaeologist.
         

         
         And she was hopelessly devoted to him.

         
         Not that she’d ever tell him as much.

         
         His head was swollen to grandiose proportions already. Everyone doted on him, especially his beautiful, sweet-tempered mother.
            India’s mother was beautiful as well, but she was cold through and through, like a coin buried too deep to reach.
         

         
         Daniel stacked the coins into a tower. “Let’s keep these just between us,” he said casually, but she heard a hint of hesitation
            in his voice.
         

         
         “What do you mean? We must give them to the British Museum. We’ll have our names in the papers.”

         
         “Must we give them to the museum? We could . . . keep them . . . only for a little while.”

         
         He cupped her hand with his and poured several coins into her palm. “Feel that, Indy. Copper and silver. Doesn’t it feel right?
            It’s an omen from the Roman gods. It means that all of our dreams will come true.”
         

         
         Did he dream of their future together as he lay in bed at night, just as India did?

         
         He closed her fingers around the coins. “This is our treasure. If anything happened to our families or our fortunes, we could
            sell these and it would be enough to finance our first adventure.”
         

         
         She pulled her hand from his grasp and tumbled the stack of coins into a messy pile. “Don’t be silly. We can’t own these.
            They’re a piece of history. They have stories to tell.”
         

         
         “We found them.”

         
         “We can’t own history. The coins belong in a museum for everyone to admire and study.”

         
         Her earnestness was met with a mischievous smile. “Let’s keep them just for a few days. What’s the harm? It will be our little
            secret.”
         

         
         Our little secret.

         
         Her heart beat faster. It would be nice to share a secret with Daniel.

         
         “If we keep them it can only be for a few days,” she said firmly. “You will sketch the coins and I’ll write detailed descriptions
            and then we’ll present our findings to the museum.”
         

         
         “Who’s to know if we keep just a few as tribute for our hard work?” Daniel rifled through the coins. “What about this one?
            Look.” He held it up between his thumb and forefinger. “It’s you, Indy.”
         

         
         “What do you mean?” She looked closer at the coin he held. Minerva, goddess of wisdom and warfare, standing tall with a spear
            in one hand, an owl perched on her other hand, and a shield at her feet. “Are you saying that I remind you of a goddess?”
            she asked teasingly, punching his arm lightly.
         

         
         “Ha.” He poked her arm with the edge of the coin. “I’m saying you always have your nose in a dusty old book if you’re not
            fighting with me.”
         

         
         Very true. Reading was her favorite escape from her father’s unpredictable rages. She liked reading Mr. Shakespeare’s dramas
            most of all. She imagined herself as an actress portraying Juliet to Daniel’s Romeo, or Cleopatra to his Antony.
         

         
         She rifled through the slender circles of temptation.

         
         There was victory in the lopsided curve of Daniel’s smile. He knew he had her. She’d never been able to resist his grin.

         
         “This one should be yours,” she said a little shyly, dropping a coin into his palm.

         
         He examined the coin. “I thought you would choose Hercules,” he teased.

         
         She rolled her eyes. “You wish.” She’d chosen a silver coin showing two clasped hands. “It probably symbolizes a military
            treaty, or something like that, but I thought . . . well it reminded me of our . . . friendship.”
         

         
         “It’s perfect, Indy.” His gaze locked with hers and there was a new softness in his eyes. He closed his fingers over the two
            coins.
         

         
         Her heart warmed as though it hadn’t seen the sun in thousands of years. Happiness clasped her mind . . . until a strident
            voice ruined the moment.
         

         
         “Lady India, you’re covered in filth! Come away this instant.”

         
         “Mother?” India leapt to her feet. “What are you doing here?” Her mother rarely ventured from the house, and she always sent
            a servant if she needed to fetch her daughter.
         

         
         Something was wrong.

         
         Daniel jumped up as well. “Your Grace, we were just play—” he began, but the duchess cut him off.

         
         “Not another word. Follow me, both of you.” She caught Daniel’s eye. “Your mother is here to collect you.”

         
         India and Daniel exchanged a look. Something was afoot. He always rode his horse to India’s house. Why had his mother come
            searching for him?
         

         
         “What on earth are those?” asked the duchess, gesturing at their treasure trove.

         
         India moved in front of the coins to block her mother’s view. “Just some old counterfeit coins. Probably worthless.”

         
         “Leave them, then.” Her mother made an impatient tsking sound. “Hurry now.”

         
         Daniel knelt and scooped the coins into his handkerchief. India tied the ends of the handkerchief into a knot and thrust the
            small bundle into the inside pocket of her cloak.
         

         
         They followed the duchess out of the woods and back toward the house, tracing the long avenue that branched in two around
            a circular rose garden with a gray marble fountain at its center. Two crows were bathing in the fountain, splashing the water
            with blue-black wings, but they cawed hoarsely and flew away when the duchess marched past, her blue gown fluttering behind
            her in the wind that had suddenly arisen.
         

         
         “Who’s that man?” India asked Daniel in a low whisper. His mother was standing next to an unfamiliar man beside a carriage
            whose crest she didn’t recognize.
         

         
         “Father’s friend Sir Malcolm Penny. But I thought he was in France with Father . . .”

         
         India could tell by the uneven set of Daniel’s shoulders that he was worried.

         
         Sir Malcolm had his arm about the duchess’s shoulders, helping to support her. Daniel’s mother, usually so cheerful and smiling,
            looked faded and sad.
         

         
         “Daniel.” She held out her hand. “My dear, dear son.” His mother’s voice caught, and for an awful moment India thought the
            duchess might burst into tears.
         

         
         Sir Malcolm gripped her shoulders tighter. “Daniel, come with us now.”

         
         “What’s happened?” asked Daniel, a rising tide of panic in his voice.

         
         “I’ll explain in the carriage,” answered Sir Malcolm.

         
         “But I rode Jupiter here,” said Daniel. “Can’t I ride him home?”

         
         “We’ll have a groom return him,” said India’s mother.

         
         “Come,” said his mother softly.

         
         Daniel gave India a wobbly smile and joined his mother and Sir Malcolm without another word of protest.

         
         After their carriage departed, India’s mother turned to her. “Your father wishes to speak with you.”

         
         “What’s happened, Mother?” asked India, truly anxious now.

         
         “The duke will explain.”

         
         “Tell me now, please.” Forewarned was forearmed. “Did I do something wrong?”

         
         She searched her mind for a transgression. Had she left a book out of place in his library? She was so careful, so very careful
            to leave everything exactly as she’d found it.
         

         
         “It’s nothing about you. It’s about the Duke of Ravenwood.”

         
         She hurried to keep up with her mother as she marched up the front steps. “What has happened? Tell me, please.”

         
         “Scandal.”

         
         Her mother set her lips and would say no more, no matter how India pleaded.

         
         One word only: scandal.

         
         How could scandal touch Daniel’s perfect family? He had a noble, even-tempered father, a doting mother, and a younger brother
            who worshipped him. India had always wished they could be her family.
         

         
         The Duke of Ravenwood was a little absent-minded at times, but he’d encouraged her interest in antiquities and had promised
            to bring her back a pile of books from France.
         

         
         “Compose yourself, my girl. You look a hoyden,” her mother said with a disapproving frown, stopping outside of the duke’s
            study.
         

         
         India wiped her cheeks with her sleeves and smoothed her plaits as best she could.

         
         Her mother laid a hand on her shoulder and steered her into the study.

         
         Her father was slumped in a chair near the hearth.

         
         She’d learned to swiftly gauge his moods. The bottle of brandy on the table next to him was only half gone. Good. He might
            still be in the jocular and expansive frame of mind. Singing bawdy songs and recounting hunting stories while the stag’s head
            mounted on the wall stared down with blank, unseeing eyes.
         

         
         In this mood he might raise a glass to her and toast her betrothal to Ravenwood’s heir.

         
         It was to be a financially advantageous match for her father.

         
         She’d overheard the servants whispering about gambling debts and she’d noticed that when her father returned from his trips
            to London he drank even more.
         

         
         She approached his chair warily, poised to run if she’d miscalculated his mood. She glanced back at her mother, who stood
            watching from the doorway, her pale violet eyes as blank as the eyes of the dead stag.
         

         
         “Do you know what this is?” the duke snarled, holding up a piece of faded parchment.

         
         Fear bloomed like graveyard roses in her mind, dark and filled with the scent of decaying things. She made herself as small
            as possible, imagining that she was a small woodland creature, too small for a mighty hunter to notice.
         

         
         “No, Father. I don’t.” She kept her voice soft, her words brief. Anything could spark his rage.

         
         The wrong word. The wrong gesture.

         
         “This is your marriage contract.” He ripped the document from top to bottom and threw it in the fire.

         
         She ran to the hearth but the flames were already consuming the paper. “Why did you do that?” The words escaped from her lips
            before she could bring them to heel.
         

         
         “I forced Ravenwood to agree to the match by uncovering his secrets. Now his secrets have ruined him, and I’ll have no part
            of it.”
         

         
         “I don’t understand.” She’d always thought their fathers had arranged the match because they wanted to ally their families
            and fortunes. She hadn’t raised any objection because she wanted to marry Daniel. And he wanted to marry her.
         

         
         The duke poured more brandy and swallowed it in one gulp. “Ravenwood is dead. There are rumors he’s being charged with High
            Treason. Sir Malcolm said nothing was certain, but I know the truth. Ravenwood’s a filthy traitor who’s been aiding our sovereign’s
            enemies.”
         

         
         “It’s not true.” She backed away from the hearth. “Rumors can be proven false.”

         
         “Or they can be proven true. He may be dead, but if he’s found guilty of treason, his lands and estates could be forfeit and
            his son won’t inherit a penny. Though there hasn’t been such a bill of attainder in more than a decade, I’m not taking any
            chances. You must marry into a wealthy and powerful family.”
         

         
         “I don’t care if he’s penniless and has no property.” They might argue, and fight from time to time, but Daniel was her best
            friend in the world.
         

         
         Her only friend.

         
         And now his good, kind father was dead. Oh poor Daniel. She must go to him. Comfort him.

         
         “I care,” said her father with a smirk. “You’ll marry a rich lord and soon. Shouldn’t be difficult to find an elderly lord
            who will pay a high price to reinvigorate himself with a child bride.” His short bark of laughter was mirthless and hollow.
         

         
         Her body felt brittle, as though it were made of glass, and her mouth was so dry she couldn’t swallow. All she could think
            of was that she needed to run away.
         

         
         Run to Daniel.

         
         She wasn’t a prize calf to be sold to the highest bidder.

         
         Her father lurched out of his chair and she took a step backward.

         
         “Best to marry you off early before you give it away to a stable hand.” His gaze traveled to his wife. “You have your mother’s
            wanton eyes.”
         

         
         “I’m going to marry Daniel,” she blurted, even though she knew she shouldn’t cross her father.

         
         He stalked toward her.

         
         She stood her ground.

         
         “You’ll marry whom I say you’ll marry,” he said coldly. “You were born for my profit. I gave you that name to bring me luck
            and I’ve had nothing but ill fortune ever since. Now apologize for your insolence.”
         

         
         She’d heard it all too many times. Forced to stand at attendance while he railed against the fates. He’d named her India to
            bring him luck on an overseas investment scheme, which had all gone to hell, and it would have been better if she’d never
            been born, and she was a rude, ill-tempered child and . . .
         

         
         “I told you to apologize,” he said, his eyes narrowing.

         
         He slapped her across the cheek. Not a forceful blow, just a warning volley, but tears sprang to her eyes and red dots danced
            in front of her vision.
         

         
         Not waiting for permission to leave, she ran out of the study, avoiding her mother’s startled protests. She didn’t stop running
            until she burst out of the house and sprinted across the courtyard to the mews. Daniel’s horse, Jupiter, was still in the
            stables but he was already saddled and ready to leave.
         

         
         “I’m to ride Jupiter to Hartfield House,” she announced to Old Gregory, the stable master. “And don’t change the saddle. I’ll
            ride astride.” She was never sitting sidesaddle again.
         

         
         She didn’t want to be a lady. A pawn in her father’s schemes.

         
         She never wanted to see him again.

         
         From this day forward she’d strike out on her own. Not Lady India, but Daniel’s Indy, his partner on life’s grand adventure.
            She would go anywhere with him. She could face anything with him at her side.
         

         
         Old Gregory opened his mouth to protest but then he stared at her face. His expression darkened. “He’s hitting you too now,
            is he, my little lady?”
         

         
         She nodded, battling back fresh tears.

         
         Muttering curses under his breath, Old Gregory helped her up into Daniel’s saddle. She had to bunch up her skirts, and strain
            to reach the stirrups, but she’d manage.
         

         
         She allowed Jupiter plenty of slack as she rode across the fields and roads. Darkness fell but Jupiter knew the way home because
            Daniel visited her nearly every day.
         

         
         When she reached Hartfield House, Sir Malcolm’s carriage was waiting by the front steps. The horses were restless and stamping
            their hooves, the coachman and grooms already mounted.
         

         
         A shocked groom helped her dismount from her saddle.

         
         The door of the carriage opened and Daniel climbed down. “What are you doing here, Indy?”

         
         “I brought Jupiter back. What are you doing?” Her lip trembled. “Leaving without saying good-bye?”
         

         
         “We’re going to stay with Sir Malcolm for a time,” explained the duchess, leaning out of the carriage door. “At his estate
            near London.”
         

         
         “Father’s dead,” said Daniel, his face expressionless and striped with shadows from the light of the lanterns mounted on the
            carriage.
         

         
         Colin, his younger brother, whimpered softly from inside the carriage, and his mother placed her arm around his shoulders.

         
         “I know. I’m so sorry.” She wanted to fling her arms around Daniel but everyone was watching them. “Please take me with you.
            I can’t stay here. My father forbade us to wed but I told him we would marry with or without his consent.”
         

         
         “Of course we’ll marry, you dolt,” said Daniel.

         
         “Then take me with you,” she whispered.

         
         “I’m sorry, my dear,” said the duchess. “I wish we could take you. I know your home is not a happy one.”

         
         “We’ll be back soon,” said Daniel, conviction filling his eyes. “It’s not true what they’re saying about Father. It can’t
            be true.”
         

         
         “Of course it’s not true.” Indy reached into her pocket and drew out the handkerchief filled with coins. “My father said something
            about your fortune being forfeit,” she whispered. “You take the coins. Perhaps you’ll need them.”
         

         
         Nothing would help when his father was gone but she wanted to give him something.

         
         Daniel gently pushed the coins away. “Give them to the museum, as we agreed.”

         
         “We must go now. Say your farewells, Daniel.” His mother turned to Sir Malcolm. “H-he’s not Daniel anymore, is he? He’s Ravenwood
            now.”
         

         
         “That’s right. He’s the duke now,” said Sir Malcolm.

         
         Daniel shifted his shoulders into a solid line. “I’m the duke.” He said it as though it had just occurred to him, as though
            it was a heavy burden to bear.
         

         
         He bent forward and for a moment she thought he meant to kiss her, but instead he plucked a coin from the air near her ear
            and held it out. “Good-bye, Indy.”
         

         
         “Where did that come from?”

         
         “Had it up my sleeve.” One side of his lip quirked, a glimmer of her carefree friend resurfacing.

         
         She took the Minerva coin, struggling not to cry. “G-good-bye.”

         
         He climbed back into the carriage and a groom closed the door.

         
         She ran after the carriage, lungs aching and legs on fire, until it became a black speck in the distance, until she was sure
            they weren’t going to turn around and come back for her.
         

         
         She slumped against a sturdy tree trunk by the side of the road. The tears came then, sliding down her cheeks like warm rain.

         
         Her fingers still clutched the coin Daniel had given her.

         
         Minerva with her spear and owl imprinted on her palm.

         
         An omen from the Roman gods, he’d said.

         
         What good was treasure if it meant losing everything she loved? What if she never saw his teasing grin again?

         
         Tomorrow she’d take the coins back to the field and bury them.

         
         Maybe if she buried them deeply enough everything would go back to the way it had been this morning.

         
         Daniel’s father would still be alive.

         
         Summer would begin over again.

         
         The birds would sing and the sun would shine and they would have so many treasures to find.

         
         “You can’t keep us apart,” she yelled, hoping the gods might hear.

         
         No one answered.

         
         She was all alone.

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 1

         
         
            London, fifteen years later

         

         The trouble with fake moustaches, Lady India Rochester was discovering, was that they had an alarming propensity to come unstuck.

         
         Especially when the lady wearing the clever disguise happened to be perspiring.

         
         And most definitely when the lady was perspiring because she was currently committing at least four crimes in a daring attempt
            to infiltrate the all-male Society of Antiquaries.
         

         
         The porter scrutinized her card, his ponderous jowls drooping as he frowned. “Mr. Pomeroy?”

         
         “That’s right.” Indy cleared her throat, dropping her voice a half octave for good measure. She smoothed down her moustache,
            praying that the adhesive paste held. “My uncle, Lord Pomeroy, is excavating near Rome and sent me in his stead.”
         

         
         “Highly irregular.”

         
         “Is it really?” Indy shrugged, feigning a nonchalance she was far from feeling. “Well I don’t want to attend the meeting—bound to be a yawning bore, what?—But I did promise the old boy I’d send him notes. Do let
            me in, there’s a good fellow, and I’ll promise not to snore too loudly from the back bench.”
         

         
         The man wasn’t budging. Apparently he’d been hired by the Antiquaries because of an abundance of caution and an utter lack
            of humor.
         

         
         Frustration pulsed through her mind. She must pass through this door.

         
         They’d left her no choice but subterfuge.

         
         She had as much right as any to study the Rosetta Stone at close quarters before it was moved back to the British Museum for
            public display, always to be surrounded by onlookers and guards.
         

         
         The stone was the key to unlocking the mysteries and secrets of hieroglyphics—the difficult-to-decipher written language of
            the ancient Egyptians. It bore three columns of the same inscription, each in a different language: Greek, Egyptian script,
            and hieroglyphics.
         

         
         She’d spent much of the last two years on archaeological expeditions and needed to view the script on the stone to corroborate
            her translation of a text that she believed could lead her to one of archaeology’s greatest prizes—the burial place of Cleopatra
            and Mark Antony.
         

         
         Even thinking about it quickened her pulse.

         
         If she located Cleopatra’s tomb, the men couldn’t laugh at her anymore, they couldn’t exclude her from their societies and
            dismiss her work. Even the famous antiquarian the Duke of Ravenwood—her former best friend and current enemy—wouldn’t be able
            to ignore her achievements.
         

         
         Indy had made it her life’s work to study the powerful, influential women who had helped shape history.

         
         Her shoulders tensed thinking of the way Ravenwood had publicly challenged her theories on the female gender of the ancient
            Pharaoh Hatshepsut.
         

         
         Shrug it off. Don’t let thoughts of Ravenwood destroy your dilettante disguise.

         
         The scandal sheets called her Lady Danger. She’d survived multiple knife attacks, venomous snakebites—and the lady patronesses
            of Almack’s.
         

         
         One overzealous porter was child’s play.

         
         “Now see here, I don’t like this delay one bit.” She infused her voice with aristocratic disdain. “Sir Malcolm will surely
            hear of your insolence. Uncle sent word that I was coming.”
         

         
         A letter she’d forged—yet another punishable offence.

         
         Her own father was dead and her brother was now the powerful Duke of Banksford, but even he might not be able to save her
            if she were arrested today.
         

         
         Men tended to take their rules very seriously, especially the ones that kept women submissive, subservient, and on the wrong
            side of doors.
         

         
         “Wait here, sir.” The porter disappeared into the arched doorway of Somerset House, leaving Indy standing on the Strand. Carriages
            rattled past. A man attempted to herd sheep across the avenue. A rattrap vendor demonstrated his wares by shaking cages filled
            with live rats in the startled faces of passersby.
         

         
         Had the porter noticed something odd about her appearance?

         
         A quick check of her makeshift whiskers assured her the paste was holding . . . for now.

         
         Blue-tinted spectacles covered her telltale grayish-purple eyes, and a short brown wig hid her long dark hair.

         
         She’d bound her bosom with linen to achieve the illusion of a young buck dressed in the first stare of fashion: blue greatcoat
            over a frock coat of black superfine, gold-embroidered waistcoat, buff-colored trousers, and polished black boots.
         

         
         She looked quite dashing, if she did say so herself.

         
         Indy’s mother loved to remind her that she displayed none of the pleasing traits of femininity. She never simpered or flirted,
            abhorred frills and furbelows, carried a dagger at her hip and knew how to use it, and had once been told that her gait resembled
            that of a swaggering tomcat.
         

         
         Her one feminine indulgence was a bold, sensual French perfume, but today she’d remembered to douse herself with a masculine
            scent.
         

         
         Every detail’s in place. There’s nothing to worry about.

         
         Soon she’d cross the threshold of the most exclusive antiquities society in the world. And none would be the wiser.

         
         Not even Ravenwood. Even her rival wouldn’t notice her because she planned on being entirely unexceptional. For once in her
            life she’d stay silent, suppress her flair for the dramatic, speak only when spoken to, and attract absolutely no undue attention.
         

         
         Wouldn’t her mother be proud? Her etiquette lessons put to use at last.

         
         What was taking the blasted porter so long?

         
         Indy leaned on her ebony-knobbed walking stick and whistled a popular air, her breath visible in the cold October air.

         
         A mother and her pretty marriage-aged daughter passed by and Indy tipped the brim of her beaver top hat with the knob of her
            walking stick. The daughter giggled and cast a flirtatious glance over her shoulder.
         

         
         The poor thing looked as though her arms were lost in little hot-air balloons and she might lift off and float away at any
            moment, airborne by her sleeves. Women’s sleeves had widened to outrageous proportions of late. And the millinery. Don’t get
            Indy started on the hats. Monstrous straw bonnets the width of Viking shields, bristling with plumage and stiff satin bows.
         

         
         They were weapons, those hats. Men had to move out of their path for fear of being blindsided, she’d found out today.

         
         Indy flexed her shoulders, enjoying the comfortable fit of her custom-made coat.

         
         Strutting the streets of London in male garb had been astonishingly freeing. Why hadn’t she done it before? The city had spread
            itself before her boots, whispering of untasted pleasures.
         

         
         Smoky pubs where she could order a haunch of beef and a brandy without causing an uproar or being forced to deflect boorish
            advances.
         

         
         Boxing establishments, clubs, and gaming houses . . . every door thrown wide.

         
         The door of Somerset House opened again. “Apologies for the delay. Right this way, Mr. Pomeroy,” said the porter with an obsequious
            bow.
         

         
         “Well it’s about time, my good fellow,” muttered Indy, striding through the arched doorway into the vestibule as if she owned
            the place.
         

         
         They passed under an archway crowned by a bust of Newton, signaling that the Royal Society of scientists and philosophers
            shared this wing of Somerset House with the antiquaries.
         

         
         No females except for serving maids ever passed through this doorway.

         
         Did it give the gentlemen a feeling of superiority every time they entered their hallowed halls, free from feminine interference?

         
         Nob-headed nonsense!

         
         Hoarding knowledge for the consumption of only one sex was the greatest folly, and she was going to prove it to Ravenwood,
            and the other pompous lords, all puffed up with pride and prejudice.
         

         
         She wasn’t just going to sneak through their precious door . . . she was going to blast the entire thing off its hinges.

         
         She would prove that females were not inherently inferior to males. That women of vision and power had shaped history and
            would continue to do so.
         

         
         Realizing her gait had taken on a militant cadence, she slowed her steps to an indolent amble befitting Mr. Pomeroy, bored
            dandy and rake-about-Town.
         

         
         After climbing a semi-circular staircase, the porter led her to the meeting room and seated her in the backmost row of benches
            that lined the walls. The meeting hadn’t yet begun and a loud hum of conversation reverberated in the spacious room.
         

         
         She noticed Ravenwood immediately—he was sprawled in a chair at the foot of the central table that must be reserved for titled
            members.
         

         
         She had a habit of looking for him in every room she entered as her frame of reference.

         
         If he was in the room it meant a public showdown—hackles raised and witty retorts and barbs at the ready.

         
         Daniel, her fun-loving childhood friend, had become a rogue known for hunting beautiful women in England, and treasures abroad,
            amassing both amours and antiquities as nothing more than trophies.
         

         
         Once upon a long-lost summer they’d dreamt of traveling the world together and making important archaeological discoveries.

         
         What a cartload of steaming shite.
         

         
         He’d betrayed her. And now his methods for hunting antiquities were as wildly unscrupulous as hers were rigidly ethical. She
            studied ancient cultures, she never stole their accomplishments. She surrendered any artifacts she discovered to the government
            of the country where she made the discovery for further study and display.
         

         
         When she brought a small token back to England with her, she purchased it for a fair price through the proper channels and
            donated it to the British Museum for public display.
         

         
         As far as she could tell, Ravenwood spent most of his time drowning in drink and lounging about instead of practicing any
            actual archaeology. He simply purchased whatever treasure he desired from the underworld. And then he kept the priceless antiquities
            locked away in his private collection. For his eyes only.
         

         
         Anger swelled, nearly propelling her toward him. Their constant rivalry kept the scandal sheets in business.

         
         Lady Danger versus the Rogue Duke.

         
         A public war of the sexes that usually devolved into cynical laughter on his side and shouted epithets and smashed porcelain
            on hers.
         

         
         She did like giving him a sharp and biting piece of her mind every time she saw him.

         
         But not today.

         
         There would be no warfare today.

         
         Stay seated. Keep your blade holstered. Don’t call attention to yourself. Look anywhere else in the room but at Ravenwood.

         
         Study the oil lamps and candles spilling warm light over the books and artifacts arranged along the central table. Peruse
            the bust of George the Third presiding over the mantel.
         

         
         Pretend to admire the Tudor tapestry woven in vibrant reds and blues hanging on the wall.

         
         Don’t notice him.
         

         
         Don’t notice that his eyes were the same color as the candle flames reflecting in polished oak. Pay no attention to the way
            the snowfall of his cravat served as a contrast to his tanned skin and the angular lines of his handsome face.
         

         
         Perish the thought that his athletic frame seemed to have grown even more athletic about the shoulders and arms since she’d
            seen him last.
         

         
         What did the infuriating man do, row the length of the Thames every day? His powerfully sculpted physique didn’t fit with
            his indolent reputation.
         

         
         The problem with Ravenwood was that he was nearly impossible to ignore.

         
         Take today, for example. All eyes in the room were on him and every ear tuned to his resonant voice because he was holding
            forth on the asinine topic of nipples.
         

         
         Yes, nipples.
         

         
         Indy heaved an inward sigh. Of course he was. Should she expect any less? And he wasn’t just holding forth.

         
         He had visual aids.

         
         “See here, chaps,” he said, gesturing at the marble bust of Aphrodite on the table in front of him. “This one is slightly
            larger than the other, which lends a wonderful air of veracity to the sculpture, wouldn’t you say?”
         

         
         “Let me have a closer look.” The Earl of Montrose brought his monocle to his eye and peered at the statue’s rounded charms.
            “Ah yes, very lifelike indeed.”
         

         
         Ravenwood skimmed his finger along the underside of a marble breast.

         
         Which shouldn’t make her heart beat faster or do damnably fluttery things to her belly.

         
         “Most females, I’ve observed,” Ravenwood continued, “tend to possess one breast that is slightly larger than the other. It’s
            like their charming bosoms are giving me a cheeky, lopsided grin.”
         

         
         Oh ha ha, thought Indy. Very amusing.

         
         “You’re the expert in these matters,” said the Duke of Westbury, who was sitting next to Ravenwood.

         
         “I am, rather.” Ravenwood extracted a small silver flask from a pocket somewhere and took a long swallow.

         
         Who brought a flask to an antiquities meeting?

         
         And another thing—why didn’t women’s clothing possess enough pockets for stashing flasks and other important items? She’d
            have to ask her dressmaker to add more pockets to her traveling gowns.
         

         
         “Care for a nip?” Ravenwood asked Westbury, who accepted the flask.

         
         Indy had no idea why Westbury was here. She’d never known her brother’s friend to have any interest in antiquities. He was
            a notorious rake and inebriate, though she didn’t think he was the mean kind of drunk, as her father had been.
         

         
         Westbury had the countenance of a fallen angel, aglow with wicked beauty, but who could pay attention to him when Ravenwood
            was in the room?
         

         
         Every single time she saw him she momentarily abandoned her intellect. And it wasn’t just her—she’d seen it happen to countless
            other ladies.
         

         
         Sensible, strong-minded, stouthearted ladies reduced to breathless, blushing, eyelash-flapping ninnies.

         
         When he was in the room, she had a nearly uncontrollable desire to cause herself pain. Like that winter when they were children
            and he’d dared her to stick her tongue on a frosty iron gate.
         

         
         She’d known she shouldn’t do it, but she never backed down from one of Daniel’s dares.

         
         She’d had a raw patch on the tip of her tongue for days.

         
         She hated that every time their paths crossed she couldn’t take her eyes off him.

         
         Her hand rose to her cravat. The starched male neck cloth hid more than her lack of a prominent Adam’s apple. It hid the necklace
            she wore; a thin gold chain supporting the weight of a copper coin nestled within a pronged setting. The Minerva coin Ravenwood
            had chosen for her on that long-ago summer day, before everything went so wrong.
         

         
         She didn’t wear the coin around her neck because she harbored a sentimental attachment to their lost connection.

         
         Not in the least.

         
         She wore it as a constant reminder that she must never trust her heart to anyone ever again.

         
         She was completely on her own in life’s grand adventure.

         
         Lady Danger versus the World.

         
         She harbored no hope or illusions that Ravenwood might cease being the most infuriating numbskull known to man, and go back
            to being her devoted childhood companion.
         

         
         The one with the devilish grin. The one who loved her for her.
         

         
         The warrior goddess on the copper coin that lay against her breastbone was a talisman protecting her from further heartache.

         
         He’s not Daniel, the boy who stole your heart.

         
         He’s Ravenwood, the man who broke it.

         
         Her sworn rival. A cold iron gate on a wintry day that could only end in torment.

         
         And that was why she wouldn’t even glance at him the rest of the afternoon.

         
         She must stay intent on her mission.

         
         As soon as the meeting began, she’d find a pretext to slip out of the room and go to the ground-floor library where she could
            examine the stone undisturbed. It should only take a short time to compare the hieroglyphics on the map in her pocket with
            the script on the stone.
         

         
         “You know what they say about antiquarians, don’t you?” Ravenwood’s rich tones ended her reverie. “We like it dirty,” he said
            with a throaty chuckle.
         

         
         Upending the flask over his lips he drained the last drops. “Have you gents heard the one about the archaeologist and the
            bone—” he began, but Sir Malcolm Penny, president of the Society, arrived before Ravenwood could regale his adoring public
            with more bawdy archaeological humor.
         

         
         Seeing the two men together reminded Indy of the terrible day when Sir Malcolm had arrived to relay the news of the Duke of
            Ravenwood’s death.
         

         
         “Gentlemen, order please,” said Sir Malcolm, taking his seat of honor at the raised table in the front of the room. The secretary
            seated behind him readied his paper and pens.
         

         
         Indy shivered, and not because of Ravenwood’s proximity this time. She was about to become the very first female to attend
            an antiquarian meeting. A historic first, and no one even knew.
         

         
         How she wished she could lord it over Ravenwood.

         
         She glanced at him.

         
         Hellfire. He was staring directly at her.
         

         
         She ducked her head behind the back of the bench in front of her.

         
         Oh that wasn’t obvious.
         

         
         Willing herself to appear casual and disinterested, she relaxed in her seat, fixing her gaze forward.

         
         Sir Malcolm, with the aid of his secretary, began detailing a list of architectural etchings that had recently been bequeathed
            to the Society.
         

         
         After what seemed like hours, Indy risked a sideways glance at Ravenwood.

         
         He wasn’t looking at her anymore. His eyes were unfocused, and his chiseled jaw kept sliding closer and closer to his chest.
            When it made contact, his head jolted upright, and then the downward journey began all over again.
         

         
         Was he . . . snoring?
         

         
         Indy snorted under her breath.

         
         She needn’t have worried about Ravenwood recognizing her.

         
         The duke was obviously three sheets to the wind.

         
         Or thirty.

         
          

         Even from his slumped position Raven could tell that the stranger with the narrow shoulders and tinted spectacles was furtively
            watching him.
         

         
         The pretend-to-be-drunk-and-make-an-arse-of-yourself routine definitely had its uses.

         
         It made people less wary, made them underestimate you. Under the cover of inane jokes and patter, he’d assessed each man present
            and either added or discarded them from his list of suspects.
         

         
         He wasn’t here as a Fellow of the Society of Antiquaries.

         
         He was here to expose a traitor.

         
         Tinted Spectacles had arrived just before the meeting began. There was something familiar about him, though Raven couldn’t
            place his finger on where he’d seen him before.
         

         
         He almost looked like a Frenchman, with that slim moustache and his brown hair combed fashionably forward. His delicate, elongated
            fingers gripped the back of the bench in front of him with such force that his knuckles were white—a sure sign of mental turmoil.
         

         
         Raven’s job was to notice the small, overlooked details.

         
         Fingernails too polished. Cuffs slightly too long.

         
         Details could be exploited.

         
         He was watching for anomalous behavior. Laughter where there should be solemnity.

         
         A gaze that darted here and there instead of holding steady.

         
         He didn’t want to believe that one of his countrymen was behind the recent spate of security breaches within the Foreign Office’s
            covert operations, but he couldn’t trust anyone, not after what had happened in Athens.
         

         
         He had to keep the smile on his face, keep the jokes flowing from his lips and the brandy pouring down his throat.

         
         He had to pretend to be carefree when his entire life was crashing down around him.

         
         Don’t dwell on it, Sir Malcolm had said during Raven’s briefing, after Raven had returned to London, battered, bruised, and shaken. It happens to the best of men, Malcolm had said.
         

         
         It doesn’t happen to me. And it will never happen again, Raven had replied through gritted teeth. I’ll find the traitor. I’ll make him pay.

         
         Malcolm had given him a hearty clap on the back that had made Raven wince from the sharp pain in his ribs.

         
         Perhaps you should take a holiday first.

         
         That’s what they said to agents they were ready to put out to pasture, Raven thought bitterly.

         
         He’d been careful, he’d hidden his movements, coded his communications, but a fellow British operative, known to Raven only
            as Jones, had died in Athens during what should have been a clandestine rendezvous.
         

         
         Raven had nearly died as well.

         
         Staring up at a stained-glass window the color of blood and bruised flesh . . . the color people were on the inside.

         
         The soft insides . . . the vulnerable places.

         
         Jab a finger into a kidney and watch a man crumple.

         
         There was nothing soft about Raven. Nothing vulnerable. He’d rid himself of all weakness and emotion long ago.

         
         He’d given everything up for a higher purpose, and for the chance to clear his father’s name.

         
         When he became an agent for the Crown he’d been forced to alienate Indy. His best friend, his future life companion.

         
         He’d left her behind, choosing instead this dangerous, solitary path.

         
         Closing himself off from his emotions and severing all connections with those he loved. He hadn’t seen his mother, or his
            younger brother Colin, in years.
         

         
         He’d chosen this life. And he did not need a holiday. He needed to prove his fitness for duty.
         

         
         Jones had been about to tell Raven something urgent about the Rosetta Stone when the surprise attack occurred.

         
         Which had led Raven here.

         
         Which had led him to Tinted Spectacles.

         
         He knew the private details of the lives of every man at this meeting except for his.

         
         “Who’s the slender fellow sitting on the back bench?” he asked Montrose in a low whisper.

         
         “Dammed if I know,” the earl whispered back, shrugging his shoulders. “Never saw him before. Don’t like his appearance, I
            must say. Loathe those dainty dandies.”
         

         
         Montrose was the model of an English lord with ruddy cheeks, an expansive waistline, and a very high opinion of himself. Raven
            had already crossed him off his list.
         

         
         Too sluggish for espionage.

         
         “Are you acquainted with the man in the tinted spectacles?” Raven whispered to his friend Westbury, who was seated on his
            other side.
         

         
         “Never seen him before in my life.” West sighed. “Tell me, are the meetings always this skull-crushingly dull?”

         
         “Always. Why are you here, anyway? I didn’t know you were interested in antiquities.”

         
         “I’m thinking of selling a few pieces from my ancestral collection. Wanted to have an opinion on what prices I might expect.
            Never thought it would come to this,” West whispered morosely. “But I’ve made several bad investments, and have too many sisters
            to bring out and it’s damned expensive with their music instructors, and dancing masters, and new gloves and bonnets every
            time they leave the house. May have to bring myself out and find an heiress to marry.”
         

         
         Raven had kept a close eye on West of late. He hadn’t made bad investments—he had a bad gambling habit.

         
         Debts exposed a man to the threat of blackmail, but West wasn’t on his list of suspects. He didn’t speak multiple languages,
            and, even though he had vices, murder certainly wasn’t one of them.
         

         
         “Next we have a very handsome bequest of a Viking hoard found on the properties of the late Sir Stanhope,” said Sir Malcolm.
            “If you will direct your attention to the crucible steel sword displayed at the center of the table . . .”
         

         
         Sir Malcolm’s job was to keep droning until Raven signaled that he’d finished his observations.

         
         Malcolm was the closest thing Raven had to a father.

         
         They’d gone to stay with him that summer Raven’s father had died. Malcolm was a spymaster who had revealed that Raven’s father
            had been an agent of the Crown.
         

         
         He’d given Raven his father’s private journal, a thin volume bound with cracked brown leather and tied with a silk cord. The
            last pages spattered in blood.
         

         
         His father’s blood.

         
         The last entry scrawled in a shaking hand. A directive to Malcolm to give the diary to Raven and then a few lines for Raven,
            the words wavering, nearly illegible: My son. I was going to tell you when you turned fifteen. That’s the age I was when I became . . . what I am . . .

         
         Raven locked away the memory.

         
         Something was happening on the periphery of his vision.

         
         Tinted Spectacles whispered something to the man sitting next to him, slid out of his bench seat and crept from the room.

         
         Anomalous, indeed.

         
         Raven waited exactly three seconds before hiccupping loudly.

         
         Sir Malcolm paused but kept reading from his ledger.

         
         Several hiccups later, Malcolm finally stopped reading. “Your Grace, if you please,” he remonstrated.

         
         “Apologies, I’ll just go and walk these off.”

         
         Raven bumbled out of the room but when he was out of sight he dropped the inebriated ruse and sped toward the central stairs.
            The attic held only the apartments for the resident secretary, which meant Tinted Spectacles must have gone below.
         

         
         At the foot of the staircase he caught sight of a flash of blue and brown entering the library.

         
         His hand moved reflexively to the pistol tucked into the back waistband of his breeches.

         
         Not necessary. The man was too slender to pose a threat.
         

         
         “Did that man say anything to you?” he asked the porter.

         
         “Mr. Pomeroy? He said Sir Malcolm asked him to retrieve a volume on Viking mythology.”

         
         “Did he now.”

         
         “Is there a problem, Your Grace?”

         
         “Not at all. I was sent on a similar errand. Back to your post.”

         
         “Very good, Your Grace.”

         
         Raven entered the large library noiselessly. Lamps burned on the tables, casting half-moons of light over broken columns,
            statuary, and piles of books and scrolls.
         

         
         Pomeroy was examining a large shadowy object, mounted on a wooden frame, with a magnifying glass. He held a scrap of paper
            in one hand and was comparing it to the markings on the . . .
         

         
         Rosetta Stone.

         
         “Looking for something, Mr. Pomeroy?” Raven asked. “If that’s truly your name.”

         
         The man spun around and his spectacles slipped down his nose, revealing eyes of a peculiar light purple color.

         
         A color Raven would know anywhere.

         
         He should. He dreamed of those eyes every night.

         
         “Indy?” he exploded on an exhale, as though someone had punched him in the gut. “What in the name of Aphrodite’s perfect tits
            are you doing here?”
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 2

         
         “I thought you were drunk,” said Indy, because it was the first thought that leapt to mind. The thoughts she managed to keep
            to herself went something like this: Shite. Balls! Damn his topaz eyes. Why, why, why?

         
         She removed her spectacles and slipped them into her pocket.

         
         “Your moustache is crooked,” Ravenwood observed.

         
         Her hand flew to her moustache. Blast, he was right. She held the sorry thing in place with one finger, keeping the map behind
            her back with her other hand.
         

         
         There’s hope yet that he won’t report you. Keep him talking. Treat it as a lark. Above all, don’t let him goad you into losing
               your temper. Don’t let him under your skin.

         
         “Why aren’t you drunk anymore?” she asked.

         
         “Because the sight of you wearing whiskers is immediately and irreparably sobering. It’s not a good look.”

         
         “It’s a very good look. Girls were flirting with me on the street I’ll have you know.”

         
         He quirked one eyebrow at her.

         
         How did he even do that? She’d tried it in the mirror before setting out today with no luck. It would have, as he’d put it
            earlier, lent an air of veracity to her disguise. All rogues seemed to know how to raise one sardonic eyebrow.
         

         
         “Those trousers, though,” he said in a low growl. “They leave little to the imagination. I approve.”

         
         The fabric of her trousers became a second skin as his smoldering gaze caressed her thighs. His nearness hit her where it
            always did—below the navel, in the most erogenous of areas—and higher, speeding her heart and dimming her mind.
         

         
         She eyed the taut stretch of his breeches over his muscular thighs. “That makes two of us, then. Did your valet have to help
            you wriggle into those breeches? They appear to be painted on. Borders on the indecent, really.”
         

         
         “Ha. You’re in no position to lecture me on decency, as far as I can see. I could have you arrested on so many counts it addles
            the mind: impersonating the opposite gender, false representation for the purpose of breaking and entering, all manner of
            moral turpitude. They might have to create a new reform society exclusively for you.”
         

         
         “Poor Ravenwood,” she cooed. “Do you need me to be locked away so I won’t offend your maidenly sensibilities?”

         
         He didn’t take the bait. He’d always been better at remaining calm and keeping that mocking smile on his lips during their
            frequent altercations.
         

         
         He almost never lost his temper, while she inevitably ended up foaming at the mouth with fury.

         
         Wiping that smug smile from his lips was a goal she rarely accomplished. Life was one big joke to him. He always had a flask
            in hand and a laconic quip at the ready that invariably told her nothing she truly wanted to know.
         

         
         “I need you to tell me what you’re doing here,” he said.

         
         “Having

         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
      
   9780062692436_tpimage.jpg
{ENORNBELL
@uﬁor the
es Lyes
Onl})[/:y

&> School for Dukes «®





9780062692436_coverimage.jpg
NG AUTHOR

Ik
{ENORY ELL

> School for Dukes «#





