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      Dear Reader,

      

      Make a Viscount Beg is a standalone romance that is the fifth of five books in a series. Your reading experience, however, would be enhanced if you first read the FREE prologue to the series, How to Reform a Rake. Not only is it a quick, fun read but it will give you tantalizing insight into Chase and Adelaide’s story.

    

  


  
    
      This book is dedicated to my fabulous editors at Bootcamp Edits. Thank you, Christine and Carmen, for bringing out the best in my writing! You ladies rock!
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      Lady Adelaide Ducat stood upon the steps of her family’s Dover estate as the late winter fog swirled about her. Its ominous grey tones suited her mood, as did the quiet that the thick air brought.

      The past two months had been a whirlwind in her family that left her head spinning. All four of her sisters had married, her mother had run off with a lover, and with the loss of her mother, her father had descended into a cocoon of his own mind. Less and less often was he aware of the present.

      Even more alarming, the man her mother had left with was her sister Camille’s former fiancé. Adelaide clutched her stomach. Lord Michael Ralston had turned out to be a dangerous criminal. And her own mother had attempted to set fire to their London townhouse.

      All this might be enough to sink the average person, but Adelaide straightened her shoulders. She’d see her way through this.

      First, however, she had to deal with the final issue that was about to land on her doorstep. Lord Charles Averstone.

      Just his name made her stomach twist and dance. He was a handsome devil with brown hair that waved perfectly back from his flawlessly masculine features and the sort of chocolate eyes that made most women melt. His jaw was lean and strong while his lips were full and tempting, begging a woman to taste them.

      He was built for sin. A fact which he was exceedingly aware of and utilized at every opportunity. Even worse, he’d made a bet with his four friends and a gypsy that he would collect a kiss from her. The blackguard.

      She knew about the bet because he and his rakish friends had all chosen one of her sisters to defile. Of course, her sisters had ended up married to Chase’s friends. A normal girl might believe that meant Chase would marry her, but not Adelaide. Chase’s friends had hearts, they’d had solid reasons for remaining out of polite society. Chase, however, was not nearly as noble. He was just a rogue, the rotten apple in the barrel.

      He’d ruin her—and her chances of a respectable match for certain—and she simply couldn’t allow that to happen.

      Which was why she stood out in the cold this morning. His friend, and her sister’s husband, The Duke of Longley, had requested that Chase come stay in order to help keep all the sisters safe. After her mother had set fire to the townhouse, it was decided each sister needed a protector. Her sisters obviously had their husbands, but why Lord Longley had chosen the worst of the rogues as her knight was a complete mystery to Adelaide. Mayhap, he had no other compatriots.

      In any event, Chase had agreed and had sent a missive last night saying he’d arrive this morning.

      Adelaide had managed to intercept the message; her brother-in-law was going to murder her when he found out. But that was beside the point. She’d stolen his correspondence and decided to greet Chase alone.  It was time they set some rules and that Chase understood his position as far as Adelaide was concerned.

      Carriage wheels grinding through the snow and dirt along with the clop of hooves alerted Adelaide his carriage had arrived before she could see the horses and buggy in the thick cold fog.

      Her pulse fluttered and she drew in a deep breath, readying herself. The conveyance finally came into view and ground to a halt. The driver hopped down, snapping open the door.

      Her heart hammered in her chest as Chase appeared in the doorway, his broad shoulders turning sideways in order to fit out the small opening. As his boots thunked on the ground, she gave a little start and then pressed her hands to her stomach. Perhaps she should have told one of her sisters the plan and made that sister attend this meeting with her. While she’d wanted a private conversation, she’d failed to consider that meant she’d be completely alone…with a rake.

      “Adelaide?” he asked. “Where is everyone else?”

      His deep voice rolled over her, making her breath catch. Damn the man, even the sound of his voice unsettled her nerves, causing heat to infuse her cheeks. She willed herself to inhale, then exhaled slowly, gathering her wits as she stiffened her back. “I wanted to speak with you alone.”

      One side of his mouth curved into a devilish smile as he took long strides toward her. The muscles in his thighs rippled as he crossed the ground between them until he stood just in front of her. “An excellent idea.”

      “You misunderstand—” She started as he brought his hand up to cup her cheek. The pad of his thumb brushed her lips and she drew in a sharp breath. Mostly because it was outrageously forward. Though, she had to confess, his touch was also deliciously sweet and her body trembled in response. That was what rakes did, though, didn’t they? They wouldn’t be successful if they weren’t tempting.

      “I understand perfectly. You’d like to make it known that you don’t actually want to kiss me but in the name of getting this bloody bet out of the way, you’ve decided to concede.” He gave her a wide grin. “I completely agree. I can see why your sisters consider you the sensible one.”

      Then he leaned toward her. For a moment, she stood paralyzed. Those lush, perfect lips were going to taste hers. She’d likely enjoy the touch. His presence always brought about a certain…excitement. Until later, of course, when she realized he’d gotten exactly what he’d wanted and she’d be another name on his endless list of conquests. That thought made her muscles move and she raised her hand in front of her own mouth just in time to block his onslaught.

      His lips pressed to her gloved knuckles as his eyes snapped open. “What the bloody hell?”

      Adelaide pushed his face away, her fingers mashing into the soft flesh of his lips. “I do not intend to kiss you…ever.” She stated each word slowly as though speaking to a dullard. “If I accomplish one thing in this life it will be to never kiss Lord Charles Averstone. Have I made myself clear?”

      “Exceedingly.” He quirked a brow at her. “But I would like you to consider the fact that you might enjoy my advances. I’ve been told I am quite accomplished.”

      She notched her chin to one side. “Very well then, go ahead and kiss me.” Then she straightened to look him full in the face. “But I shall march straight inside and inform the Duke of Longley that you have done so. We’ll be married inside a fortnight.”

      He straightened, his playful look vanishing. “Very well, if that is how you wish to be, I can’t stop you. But since you have laid out your life goal, let me be clear about mine. By the time I am done, you will not only kiss me, but I intend to make you beg for the touch of my lips to yours.”

      She let out an indignant squeak as her lips parted in surprise. He was even more a cad than she’d imagined. “My goal is to avoid the sinful trap of a rake and maintain my reputation, while yours is to ruin an innocent woman. Have you thought about what type of person that makes you?”

      For a moment, his features collapsed, spasmed, as he looked down at his feet. But then he snapped his gaze back to hers, his face unreadable once again. “I stopped caring about the type of person I was a long time ago, my lady.”

      “Exactly,” she said as she lifted her skirts slightly. “And that is why I shall prevail.” Then she began to turn, intent upon having the last word and a dramatic exit. Or, rather, entrance back into the house.

      But Chase caught her arm and spun her back around. Before she knew what was happening, he had trapped her in a cage against the front door. “We’re not done,” he rumbled low and deep. “You have initiated this meeting, but I shall end it.”

      “Not bloody likely,” she answered as she ripped off a glove then brought her bare hand to his cheek. Even in the fog, the sound of the smack echoed about them. “Now let me go this instant or I shall scream until all four of your married friends come running to my rescue. Why they ever thought to bring you here, I couldn’t say.”

      His mouth drew into a thin line as he pushed off the door and away from her. “We’re not done, Adelaide.”

      “We are,” she answered then turned and opened the door. She’d done it. She’d put Chase Averstone in his place. Now she could close that book forever.
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      Chase watched that little minx of a debutante slam the door in his face. The woman was fecking glorious. A goddess of fire with red auburn hair and bright green eyes and a snapping tongue to match.

      His blood heated just thinking about what she’d feel like underneath him. Not that he’d take it that far. Despite what she thought about him, he really only intended to collect the kiss on which he’d bet. He didn’t defile virgins. Despite what she thought, he had principles.

      He had to confess deep down he worried once he did, he’d end up like his friends. Lovesick and begging a Ducat to marry him. Hadn’t he watched each of his friends fall? But then again, none of them had a past like his. Sure, they’d loved, lost, been rejected. But none of them had been engaged to woman who had died in his arms. That little slice of hell was reserved for him.

      He smacked his hand against the door as memories of Arianna flooded his thoughts. She’d been a fiery redhead just like Adelaide. He did have a type. His fists clenched against the hardwood, his knuckles burning in pain which he ignored. Instead, he focused on clearing his mind. Once he got inside, he’d have a drink. It was the only sure way to protect himself from the memories.

      Taking several deep breaths, he slowed his breathing, controlled his thoughts. Then, he opened the door.

      A silent foyer greeted him. Which was odd. He’d stayed in a nearby inn the night before and sent a quick note to Max telling his friend he’d arrive this morning. Why had only Adelaide greeted him? Why was this just occurring to him?

      He gave his head a shake. The little chit was outmaneuvering him already. He looked down the hall and up the stairs. Did he wait or go looking for other inhabitants?

      That was simple. Chase was not a man to stand on formality.

      Shrugging off his coat, he headed for the stairs.

      It didn’t take long for the sound of voices to catch his ear. Clearly, the family was assembled in the breakfast room.

      Family. The word reverberated around his head. His friends had, in fact, become family by marrying sisters. Only he didn’t belong. Not that he cared.

      Max’s voice rose above the din. Chase could recognize that deep, surly rumble anywhere. “You did what?”

      All other voices stopped. He couldn’t hear anyone answer but then, as he moved down the hall, he heard Max again. “You are not to interact with him by yourself under any circumstances. Do you hear me?”

      He noted the open door ahead and steered in that direction. They were all there. Max, with his dark glower, and his wife, Lily, sat at either end of the table while Rex and Camille sat to Max’s right and Si, his shocking red hair sticking straight up as usual, and Cristina to his left. Just down the table were Victoria and Key along with an older gentleman whom Chase didn’t recognize. The man hummed to himself as he stared at the wall. Chase turned his glare back toward Max. “Thank you for the warm greeting. I only travelled for days to get here.”

      Max lowered his brows as he stood. “You’re lucky I don’t just shoot you and have it done with.”

      Chase gave his friend a warm smile. “There’s the man I’ve missed.”

      “Adelaide, apologize,” Max rumbled in response.

      He watched her chin notch up, her nose going in the air. “I will not.”

      “I said,” Max started, “That you need to apologize—”

      Adelaide poked him in the chest. He had to be a foot taller than her. She should be frightened but she couldn’t look less scared. In fact, she was in complete control of the situation. He heated just watching her.  “I said no. You’re not my father and it’s your fault. You invited him here.”

      “Lily,” Max barked. “Would you please speak with your sister?”

      Lily stood, her delicate features pinching as her warm brown hair brushed against one shoulder. “I shall not. She’s right. You did invite him, of all people, to our home.” Her finger jutted out at Chase, though she didn’t actually look in his direction.

      Key stood too, running a hand through his blond hair. “Don’t be angry with him, Lily. It was my doing.”

      “You,” Victoria jumped up as she yelled. “Why?” She did turn to look at him, her cat-like eyes so much like Adelaide’s in shape that he nearly jumped back.

      Key cupped his wife’s cheek. “If there is another fire or some other disaster brought on by your mother, I want five men here. Each of you needs protection.” Key gave him a hard stare. “I’ll see that he behaves.”

      Chase shifted his weight to lean against the doorjamb. “Despite this rather warm welcome, I’ve the feeling it would be better if I just left.” He crossed his arms over his chest. He’d travelled two days to be given nothing but dark glares, which was damn annoying.

      Adelaide clucked her tongue again. “Who knew rakes were so sensitive?”

      He pushed off the door frame and started toward her. “Sensitive? No, just aware when I am not wanted.”

      She perched her hands on her hips. The movement accentuated her lush curves and the tiny waist above. “You are wanted. Your lecherous behavior is not. Can you separate the two? Is that possible?”

      Laughter filtered around him. He glowered at each of his friends, not that they stopped. They were encouraging this sharp-tongued little minx.

      He’d like to show her some lecherous behavior. “Quite.”

      “It’s
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