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      “I’ve almost done it,” Dr. Sevrein murmured. He pinched the bridge of his nose and wiped the sweat from his brow with his kerchief, which he then promptly stuffed back into his shirt pocket. Dropping his hand, he muttered and undid the buttons on his high-collared shirt. Eventually, his crystalline gaze slid to the young man at his side.

      Kristoph—Kris—stood by his father and frowned, unsure of what to say. What his father was attempting to do was not only taboo, but it was blasphemous to boot. Infusing a human’s soul into an automaton was playing God—but who was he to speak out against his father?

      What was the point, Kris wondered, of having a human soul trapped inside a machine? They already piloted dirigibles and trains, and cleaned and tended to homes. It was only a matter of time before humans were overrun by automatons. However, Kris’s father was a man obsessed with creation, especially if there were any mechanics involved.

      Dr. Magnus Sevrein had inherited an earldom when his elderly father had passed, but tending to such responsibilities had never been high on his list of things to do. Instead, he hurled himself into academics and, later on, science. His younger brother, Hakon, stepped in to secure the holdings and the earldom flourished in his care.

      When Kris’s father married, it was to a woman who sought to climb societal ladders, and Kristoph was born some odd years later. By the grace of all that was good, he was largely raised by the nanny and ignored by his parents. Until he turned thirteen years of age.

      His father had drilled into his mind the importance of a good pedigree and what it meant. Good breeding would produce better breeding—as if they were all just prized show ponies. Good breeding means that genes are protected from Ironbark disease. A notable disease that swept through Agderland, marking the affected ones with mismatched eyes, a weakened immune system, and inevitably a shortened lifespan. In the worst cases, the patient’s body attacked itself and shut down organs, even in the youths.

      It amused Kris that his father had never cared so much about legacies outside of beakers, petri dishes, and tinctures. Yet here he was, impressing the importance of smart pairings because Hakon had no son to pass the family estate to, which meant it would go to Kris.

      A hiss of a curse emitted from Magnus and a fist collided with the work desk, sending a dish scattering to the floor. “Dammit.” His fingers jammed through his faded blond hair. “Get out of here, I have to think. The formula for the binding liquid is off—I have to . . . ” His voice trailed off and Kris knew he wouldn’t finish.

      Reaching into his pocket, Kris pulled out a watch and smiled down at it. It ticked away until the big hand and the little hand pointed to the twelve. In the hallway, the grandfather clock chimed, and with a grin, Kris jogged down the hall, mindful to tiptoe past his mother’s room. Most days she didn’t bother leaving her room. Her nerves wouldn’t allow it and she took to nursing them with a good helping of belladonna. It was something he had grown used to. His parents had never been present in his life.

      Quickly descending the spiral staircase, Kris made his way to the front hall and opened the door. A pair of mismatched eyes met his gaze, signifying Ironbark disease. They were the most expressive set he had ever seen: crystal-blue and amber, set in the rounded features of a pale face. Blond hair was held in a tidy chignon, but a few curls framed the doll-like face.

      She wore a navy dress jacket, which had ruffles on its high neck. The cut of it tapered in toward her ribs, accentuating her slender figure, and the skirt she wore only came to her knees, allowing Kris to appreciate her legs. They weren’t bare, for she wore a pair of brown tights, but he longed to do away with every speck of clothing on her. He’d respected her wishes and remained deferential, but damn if he couldn’t help it when his mind wandered.

      A slow smile replaced his grin as he swung the door open. “Emilie, I’ve been waiting for you,” he crooned, waving her inside.

      At nineteen years of age, Kris should’ve been in search of a mistress, or potentially a wife, but he’d never played by the rules. He’d certainly spent a fair amount of time entangled with young ladies, but there had always been one in particular who caused his heart to stutter and his world to slow.

      Emilie.

      Emilie was only seventeen and her father hadn’t been keen on the idea of an engagement before eighteen. Kris could wait six months. What could possibly change in a short amount of time?

      “Really?” She wrinkled her pert nose and flashed a brilliant smile at him. “I couldn’t tell.”

      He cleared his throat, casting his eyes toward the ceiling as he feigned embarrassment. Offering his arm to her, Kris allowed her to loop hers through his. “It’s been—oh, confound it—a whole four days without seeing you?” He shook his head and grinned as they walked toward the solarium.

      Emilie’s face lit up as they crossed the threshold. And once they were inside the room, she moved toward a table that held a single plant. She held her hands up as if she were cupping the fragile petals, but she didn’t actually touch them. “How is my beautiful Pearl today?”

      The Moth Orchid, as it was commonly known, less commonly known as Phalaenopsis Blume, was a vibrant hue of orange with veins of pink streaking across each silken petal. In the center a stark white was seen, and it was why Emilie named the plant Pearl.

      Kris shook his head and stuck a hand in his pocket. The way she named each plant amused him, but what tickled him more was the fact that after she named it the blasted thing seemed to grow and flourish. Of course, there was a scientific reason behind it, which had little to do with a name and everything to do with carbon dioxide. Kris’s father had declared that believing a name brought forth life was just hogwash. It may have been, but it warmed his heart to know Emilie loved his plants as much as he did.

      “I am certain she’s better now that you’re here.” He sighed heavily, narrowing his eyes on the plant. “She prefers your company.”

      “Pearl or you?” she teased him.

      Moving closer to her, Kris tilted his head to catch her eye. “Me,” he said, unabashedly. “I am better now that you’re here.” There was no point in hiding how he felt about her anymore. They were not children cast aside at a party—they were not young teens withholding laughter at an opera. They were young adults on the brink of something else, something new and exciting.

      “Kris,” Emilie said softly and dropped her hands, breaking the moment between them. “I have an invitation for you.” She pulled her gloves free of her delicate hands and reached into her reticule. “It is six months out, so I assume you’ll be able to clear your schedule.”

      Kris took up the invitation. Cream paper with gold lettering. Blasted thing, stealing the moment. He smiled and read it out loud. “You are cordially invited to celebrate Lady Emilie Nilsson’s eighteenth birthday . . . ” He paused and lowered the card only a fraction, just his eyes peering over the paper card. “You assume wrong.”

      Despite the glee that shone on her face, something flickered, perhaps doubt.

      “I have nothing planned at all, and would be more than happy to be the first to arrive at your birthday party.” He took one of her bare hands in his, felt the softness of her skin against his hands, and bowed his head to brush a kiss against her knuckles.

      Emilie gasped softly, then she pulled her hand away only to remove the bonnet on her head. She watched him, color rushing into her cheeks, and Kris wished he could read her mind. “I cannot wait then. Help me tend to these beauties.”

      Again, Emilie navigated through the tension and pulled away. All Kris longed to do was bury his fingers in her hair, taste her lips, and proclaim his heart belonged to her . . . always.
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      An hour passed between entering the room and finishing their task of grooming the flowers. It was a tedious thing that the staff wasn’t allowed to do, per Kris’s instructions. Emilie enjoyed it, and it was fairly relaxing.

      “I have a gift for you,” Kris said and circled his finger to tell Emilie to spin around. “It took me a while to find it, but I think you’ll be rather fond of this.” He moved to the potting bench and pulled the fabric away from a covered plant. He smiled down at the strange beauty and looked to Emilie. “You may look now.”

      Emilie spun around and gasped as she took in the sight of the beautiful flower. It was strange looking; its petals were such a faint purple that it almost looked silver, and the dark purple veins in it made it that much more peculiar. The underside of it retained the same dark hue, giving the flower a steel-like appearance before it bloomed.

      “Kris! This is . . . it’s the most stunning flower I’ve seen,” she stated softly. Without hesitation, she lifted herself on the balls of her feet and kissed the corner of his mouth.

      Stunned but for a moment, Kris froze and wanted nothing more than to dip his head to turn the kiss into something more than chaste and friendly. As Emilie withdrew, a slow rakish grin tugged at his lips. “I know. I searched far and wide for one that would ensure I received a kiss.”

      “Kristoph Anders Sevrein,” Emilie whispered, her eyes playfully narrowing as she chastised him.

      Lifting his hands, he turned his attention to the plant again. “Apparently, the flower’s creation was quite a task. One of the rarest hybrids out there right now.”

      “But, where or how did you find it?” Emilie’s mismatched

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  
OEBPS/images/roses-1254557_1280.png





OEBPS/images/gossamertitpage.png
(Q0SSAMFR
&
“THORNS

A GEARS OF MALEVOLENCE NOVELLA

GLLE SFAUMONT





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Dedication
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Epilogue
      


      		
        Acknowledgments
      


      		
        The Official Playlist
      


      		
        About Elle Beaumont
      


      		
        More From Elle Beaumont
      


      		
        Sneak Peak!
      


      		
        The Dragon’s Bride Preview
      


      		
        The Dragon’s Bride by Christis Christie & Elle Beaumont
      


      		
        More Books You’ll Love
      


      		
        Vault of Glass by Candace Robinson
      


      		
        Come True by Brindi Quinn
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		The Official Playlist


      		About Elle Beaumont


    


  



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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


OEBPS/images/mtpbwlogo.png
Mm?ﬁt Tide
PUBLISHING





OEBPS/images/gossamerthornsebook.png





OEBPS/images/btcone.png





