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      Back again? Well, you’re not the only one drawn to Raven Row. Daisy also came here and never left. But we have a newcomer in our midst this time, and I can’t wait to introduce you!
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      Bollocks. Another winning hand? The last thing Fitz wanted was to draw attention to himself.

      He picked up his winnings and his drink and wandered to a different table, his gaze passing over every inch of the place, taking it in. They must turn a healthy profit.

      Originally, he’d intended to open his own club, but in the short time he’d been here, he’d grown to really like The Raven’s Den. Everything about it was perfect. Luxurious surroundings, beautiful women on display, good liquor, and even the raven theme seemed just right.

      One of the best things about this particular gaming hell was the prohibition of titles. That meant third sons like himself were treated the same as any earl that sat down beside him. The only thing that mattered within these walls was money, and he had plenty of that.

      Fortunately, his luck turned at the craps table.

      One of the owners sauntered over to the table. Long blond hair tied back at his nape, this one was named Michael. Fitz had at least done enough probing to learn their names. There were four owners, but the leader of their group was apparently a man called Ash. He didn’t spend much time on the gaming floor, but supposedly he often made an appearance to bring the night to a close. Fitz had yet to see him.

      “Good evening, gentlemen,” Michael said to the group spread around the table. “I hope the dice are treating you all well tonight.”

      Fitz nodded his response and raised his glass in greeting with the rest of the men, but even with the cheers that rose up as the dice landed, he didn’t miss Michael’s eyes settling on him for a moment. Try as he might to be discreet, he must have caught someone’s attention. Perhaps tonight it would be best for him to leave early rather than waiting for closing time. He stayed for a few more rolls of the dice before cashing in his remaining chips.

      He threw back the last of his brandy and dropped his winnings into the receptacle for tips for the Lady Ravens. They all bent and blew a kiss in his direction. There was something enticing about their synchronized movements, not to mention their decolletage on full display as they leaned forward. Low cut dresses, masks, and fans, all black and feathered in homage to their raven mascot. Perfect. The place was perfect.

      He made his way reluctantly through the door and out into the dark night. He’d barely made it ten feet before a large hand wrapped around his upper arm.

      “Why don’t we take a walk?” It was one of the many oversized bouncers he’d seen in and around The Raven’s Den.

      Fitz let out a long sigh but didn’t put up a fight. Another large man came up on his other side and they escorted him into a nearby alley.

      “Look, gents. I wasn’t cheating. I just had a string of good luck. I made sure you won most of it back before I left, and anything extra I gave to the ladies.” They pushed him against the wall. Wonderful. Just what he needed was a beating.

      A deep voice spoke from the shadows.

      “I didn’t think you had been cheating.” A man stepped into the light that filtered in from the main street, dressed in black from head to toe and carrying a raven topped cane.

      This was Ash.

      “But I’ve been watching you as you’ve sat in my club every night for a week. Your eyes have surveyed every inch of the place, so I thought I’d give you a warning. If you are thinking about trying to rob my club, just know that you will not make it out alive.”

      Fitz choked on something akin to a laugh. “I don’t doubt that, but I can assure you, I have no intention of trying to rob you, Ash.”

      “Well then, perhaps you can explain yourself, Mr. Fitzwilliam.”

      Ah, so Ash had already been looking into him. Tonight wasn’t the first night he’d been noticed then. “My friends call me Fitz. You may do the same.”

      Pure disdain fell over Ash’s features. “Are we friends now then, Fitz?”

      He chuckled. Somehow, Ash was exactly what he would have expected, and he liked him already. “I’d like to think we might be eventually. I had hoped to have this conversation over a drink, but I suppose this will have to do. I’d like to invest in your club. I find I enjoy everything about it.”

      Ash raised a haughty brow. “I only do business with people who are loyal to me.”

      “And what makes you think I wouldn’t be?”

      The man’s eyes narrowed, but eventually he gave a slow nod. “Well then, Fitz, deliver to me pertinent information about yourself so that I may look into you and your background. If I’m interested after that, perhaps we’ll talk.”

      Well that was promising. At least, he hoped it was. “I will make that happen. Thank you.”

      With barely a move of Ash’s chin, the men let him go. “In the meantime, I don’t want to see you in my club again.”

      “Oh come now. I’ve quite enjoyed my time there. Lord knows, I’ve given you plenty of my money.”

      “You have, and thank you. But if you only want to invest for the money, this isn’t the club for you. Enjoy the rest of your evening, Fitz.” And with that, the three men left him alone in the dark alley.

      What did that mean? Of course he wanted to invest for the money.

      He headed for the tavern next to the inn where he was staying. Anderson would likely be there. Although it was a bit unconventional, his solicitor had become his closest friend. He’d had a few chums at school, but since leaving Cambridge, Fitz had mostly been a lone wolf. Anderson was of a similar nature and followed him around on his adventures as he looked for ways to spend his fortune. The man could also uncover anything about anyone, which was extremely useful when investing and undoubtedly accounted for much of Fitz’s success.

      “Just the man I was hoping to find,” Fitz said as he seated himself across from his solicitor.

      “You’re back early tonight.”

      He shrugged. “I was having too much good luck.”

      Anderson laughed. “Only you would complain about winning money.”

      “I got to meet the infamous Ash tonight, though. He was exactly what I would have expected.”

      “Was he open to your investment offer?”

      “He had me escorted into a dark alley. Apparently, he thought I was studying the place so I could rob them.”

      Anderson choked on his brandy as he laughed. “Not off to a good start then.”

      Fitz shrugged. “Actually, he asked me to get him information about myself and my past so that he can look into me, so I think perhaps it was.”

      He gave an impressed nod and raised his glass.

      “I need more information about them. I barely even know their names, and obviously Ash is as much his name as Fitz is mine.”

      Anderson nodded. “I’ll see what I can dig up.”
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      After being cooped up for almost two weeks with a cold, Daisy was thrilled to finally be out with Belle and Rosie, enjoying a sunny spring day. Rosie’s belly was growing more rounded by the day, and she wanted to get a few more things for the baby.

      “How’s your mother doing at Langley Hall?” Daisy asked her. Up until a few weeks ago, she’d been the manager to all the Lady Ravens, but now that Ash was married, Gwen had taken over that role giving Sarah the chance to be a doting grandmother, instead.

      Rosie blew out a sigh but smiled. “Don’t misunderstand me, I am happy to have her support, but she never stops fretting.”

      “Aww, you can’t really blame her,” Belle said. “You’re her only daughter, and on top of that, she’ll soon be a grandmother.”

      Rosie nodded. “I know, and I do love her so.” She rubbed a hand over her stomach. “At least I know this child will be surrounded by people who love them.”

      Daisy squeezed her hand. “They will be loved by so many people they won't know what to do with it all.”

      “You won’t mind if we call you Aunt Daisy, right?” she asked.

      “I’d better be Aunt Daisy. And to yours too, Belle.” Her pregnancy wasn’t far behind Rosie’s.

      “I wouldn’t have it any other way.”

      They may only be friends, but she loved these women like sisters, even if they were married to her employers.

      “Lady Jane!” a man's voice called from behind them.

      A brick dropped into Daisy’s stomach, and as the blood drained from her head, a wave of dizziness swept over her. Jane was a common name. He could have been calling for someone else. What wasn’t common was a lady in Raven Row, present company excluded. But no one here knew her as Lady Jane. Not even the people she was closest to. It had been three years since she’d run from her old life, but it would seem someone had finally found her.

      Without looking back, she lifted her skirts and ran as fast as her legs would carry her. Her pulse hammered in her ears as she turned up the nearest alley, but she wasn’t fast enough. Pounding footsteps grew closer until suddenly, his hands clamped onto her shoulders.

      He spun her around and stared into her face, and for some reason, her stupid heart tripped over itself.

      “Lady Jane. You’re alive.” His beautiful golden eyes were wide with disbelief. Eyes she used to dream about.

      “I don’t know who you’re referring to,” she stammered desperately as she tried to pull herself free of his grip. She knew, of course. She knew who he was, as well. Gerard Fitzwilliam. Youngest brother of the powerful man she’d jilted. Although, to her, he’d always been just Fitz.

      His eyes narrowed and he shook his head. “I’d recognize you anywhere.”

      She’d run from that life three years ago, intent on never looking back. “Gerard, please. You never saw me.”

      His brow furrowed with confusion, but before he could say anything else, he was slammed back against the wall. Isaac, Belle’s bodyguard. She’d forgotten he was even with them. Daisy started to run, but Isaac shouted at her.

      “Stay!”

      Fitz used the brief distraction to get loose.

      “Damn it!” Isaac cursed as the man sprinted away. He turned quickly back to Daisy. “Are you alright? Did he hurt you?”

      She shook her head, saying nothing for a few moments. “He didn’t hurt me,” she managed eventually. Her entire body was beginning to tremble. How was he here? How had he found her? What was she going to do?

      Daisy was shuffled along as Isaac herded the three women together and ushered them in the direction of Raven House. Panic pushed her heart to beat ever harder. Her head whipped from side to side. She needed to hide, to get away. She couldn’t stay here now that her family would know where to find her. Isaac’s hand suddenly wrapped around her upper arm.

      “Don’t wander off. We’re going back to Raven House.”

      She shook her head frantically. “I can’t. I need to go. I have to run.”

      She tried to do just that, but when she attempted to pull out of Isaac’s grip, he shook his head with a sigh and scooped her up, throwing her over his shoulder like a sack of grain.

      “You two, move, now,” he said to Belle and Rosie in a tone that brooked no argument.

      Daisy stopped fighting, her mind suddenly focusing on strange things that didn’t really matter. What did one do with one’s arms when slung over the shoulder of a man? Letting them dangle didn’t seem right. She couldn’t really fold them. Ultimately, she opted for wrapping them around his chest. At least that kept her from flopping about so much.

      Soon, they were at the gates of Raven House, and Isaac was giving instructions to the doormen before carrying her inside. She shouldn’t have come back here. If Fitz had seen or followed, she would no longer be safe.

      Isaac slowly placed her on her feet, holding her shoulders to keep her steady. It was as if her ears had quit working. Belle and Rosie fretted about her, but she couldn’t understand what they were saying. She just kept shaking her head. This couldn’t be happening. They couldn’t have found her here.

      Her father would come for her. He’d force her to acquiesce to the marriage contract. Or worse. She sprinted for the door, but Isaac’s arm wrapped around her waist.

      “I’m sorry, but you have to stay here for now.”

      There was a loud thundering noise, which turned out to be Ash, Patrick, Michael, and Giles all galloping down the stairs. They’d come from their weekly meeting at The Raven’s Den, and immediately surrounded her. Ash placed his hands gently on her shoulders and stared into her eyes, forcing her to focus.

      “Are you alright?” His voice was soothing and her heart gradually began to slow its breakneck rhythm.

      Eventually, she nodded. Nothing had even happened, and yet all of these men had rushed to her aid, not hesitating to make her their first priority. She’d stumbled into this place three years ago, and with almost no questions, they had all simply taken her in as one of their own and kept her safe. They’d given her a place to live, food, clothing, and a job she loved, as a Lady Raven. She didn’t want to leave this. But she’d have to now. Tears began to well in her eyes.

      Ash continued to gaze down at her. “What do you need right now, Daisy?”

      She closed her eyes for a moment, a single tear escaping from the corner. She didn’t want to face any of this, but she didn’t have a choice. Her past had caught up with her whether she wanted to deal with it or not. Eventually, she met Ash’s gaze once more. “Can we speak privately? Just the two of us?”

      He nodded without hesitation. “Of course.” As he ushered her away from everyone else, she could feel their eyes on her back as she entered his office. They undoubtedly continued to stare, even after the door had closed behind her. Ash made sure she was settled before seating himself on the opposite side of the desk.

      “I’m sorry, Ash. I didn’t mean to create such a stir.”

      “You haven’t done anything wrong, Daisy. Just tell me what happened.”

      “The truth is, nothing really happened.”

      Ash’s mouth drew into a thin line. “I’m not completely daft, Daisy. You looked ready to faint by the time I arrived.”

      Daisy let out a long sigh and looked down at her hands in her lap. “I suppose what I meant was, he didn’t do anything to me.” She raised her eyes to meet Ash’s. “I had hoped to never have to do this. I wish I could stay just Daisy forever.” She nibbled nervously on the inside of her cheek. “But somehow I always knew this day would come, or at least, I feared it would. My name isn’t Daisy. My real name is Lady Jane Daisy Kemp, and that man recognized me.” Just saying the words was a struggle. She didn’t want any of it to be real.

      “Well, I suppose you’d better tell me how you came to be here, then, Daisy.”

      Her heart warmed and she smiled appreciatively at Ash. She was still Daisy here, with him.

      “Three years ago, on the eve of what was supposed to be my wedding day, I ran. I just ran.” She breathed a long sigh. “I should have been happy to marry Geoffrey, I suppose. He was heir to a powerful earldom, after all. But he was originally betrothed to my older sister. After she drowned, I was suddenly the eldest daughter, which was written in the marriage contract, so it became my duty to fulfill the terms. Geoffrey was always so cold and unfeeling toward me, as if I were some annoyance he had to endure when in my presence. I couldn’t spend the rest of my life with someone like that. So I ran. No plan, no money, no clothes except the ones on my body.” She breathed in a shaky breath at the memory of the fear that had pushed her forward. “Eventually, I saw women coming and going from this place. They seemed to be happy and safe, so out of desperation, I decided to come here. But after a few days without food, I merely collapsed outside the gates.” She shrugged. “You know the rest.”

      Ash’s brows dipped a bit. “What about your family? Your parents?”

      She shrugged again. “I assume they believe me to be dead. Gerard obviously had.”

      “Gerard is the man who recognized you today?”

      Daisy nodded, but wasn’t sure what else to say. The truth was, he was one of the reasons she’d decided not to marry. Her heart had longed for Fitz in a way it never had for Geoffrey, and being wed to his brother would have been a kind of torture.

      “And who is he to you?”

      “He is Geoffrey’s youngest brother.”

      “Don’t you think your family would like to know that you are alive and well?”

      A panicked laugh bubbled up from her and she shook her head almost violently. “Lady Jane being dead is the best thing for everyone involved. By jilting Geoffrey, I will have brought scandal and shame down on two powerful families. If my father discovers the truth of where I’ve been all this time, he’ll likely have me committed to an asylum.” He had threatened that very thing when she’d said she didn’t want to wed Geoffrey. “I can’t go back there, Ash.”

      Ash came around the desk and crouched beside her taking her hands in his. “You’re safe here, Daisy, even if this Gerard fellow does tell your family you’re here.”

      “My father is a powerful man, Ash.”

      Ash raised his brow. “Have you forgotten who you work for?” Daisy was one of the few people here who knew the truth about Ash and the others.

      “Sometimes I forget you’re all from that world, too. But even still…”

      “Now, tell me this man’s full name, and I’ll see if my men can track him down and convince him to keep your secret.”

      “No! Don’t hurt him!” The words tumbled out of her in a rush.

      Ash’s eyes widened and then he nodded with some kind of understanding. “So perhaps a bit more than just the brother of the man you were supposed to wed.”

      She shrugged and eventually nodded. “Perhaps he was once.”

      He watched her for a moment before speaking again. “You’re safe here, Daisy.” He looked into her eyes. “Do you believe me?”

      “Mostly.”

      “We won’t let anything happen to you. You have my word, and I hope by now, you know what that means.”

      She sighed. It was hard to convince herself he was right, but Ash didn’t give his word lightly. “Thank you, Ash.” Her heartbeat was finally almost back to normal.

      He squeezed her hand. “If you don’t feel like working tonight, you don’t have to.”

      “I do want to work. It will help to keep my mind off everything else.”

      “Very well. I’ll fill in the others so you won’t have to repeat your story.”

      He opened the door and Gwen immediately wrapped a protective arm around her.

      “She’d like to work tonight, but why don’t you take her to her room for now?”

      “Of course,” Gwen said with a nod.

      “See if you can help her find her smile. She seems to have lost it somewhere.”

      His words made her do that very thing.

      “There it is. Not lost after all.” He gave her a wink and she laughed softly.

      Gwen shepherded her away from the crowd of onlookers and down the long corridor to her room.

      Only a short time ago, they had shared this room, both of them Lady Ravens. But when Gwen married Ash, she moved upstairs into his private quarters.

      Daisy looked around the room. She didn’t want to leave this place. It was her home. With a sigh, she sat on the side of her bed. Gwen settled herself in the nearby chair.

      “Do you want to tell me what happened?”

      Reluctantly, she shared the same story she’d told Ash.

      “I’ve probably just overreacted,” she said once she’d finished.

      “Don’t be silly. Of course you haven’t. I understand more than most what it’s like to have someone out there you’re terrified might find you.”

      Daisy nodded. “I suppose you do.”

      Gwen reached for one of her hands. “You're safe here, Daisy.”
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      Fitz threw back the last of his brandy and lifted his hand to order another glass. What in God’s name had happened today? Lady Jane was alive. How? Three years she’d been gone. They had all thought she was dead. Fitz had looked for her. He’d hired people to look for her. That’s how his friendship with Anderson had blossomed. His worthless brother, on the other hand, had been more concerned about his own reputation, and the scandal of being jilted by his bride. She was never supposed to be Geoffrey’s bride, and he hadn’t deserved her. Even her own parents seemed to think it was better if she never came back. If she was presumed dead, it was a tragedy rather than a scandal. The way they had all acted made him sick, even now. But he hadn’t given up. At least, not for a long time. After two years, however, even he had struggled to hold onto hope.

      But she was here. Alive and well and more beautiful than ever.

      He’d watched her for a bit before calling her name, struggling to believe it was actually her. She’d been laughing and smiling, and the radiance of it had taken his breath away. But when he’d called her name, she’d run from him, and when he’d caught up to her, the terror on her face had stopped his heart mid-beat. Had she thought he might hurt her? Was she afraid of him? He would never do anything to harm her. How could she possibly think otherwise?

      But how was she here after all this time? And the man who came to her aid, was he a bodyguard of some sort, keeping her safe? Or was he her jailer? Fitz had caught sight of them just enough to see her thrown over the man’s shoulder before losing them completely.

      So many questions, and he needed answers. He couldn’t just lose her again.

      His second glass of brandy arrived at the same time as his solicitor. He set a large envelope on the table as he sat and ordered himself a brandy as well.

      “You look like you’ve seen a ghost, Fitz. Is everything alright?”

      “What did you find out, Anderson?” Fitz wasn’t ready to share about the day's events just yet.

      He continued to look concerned for a moment, but didn’t push back. “A lot.” He tapped a finger on the envelope. “And there are definitely some surprises.”

      “Good surprises or bad surprises?”

      Anderson shrugged. “I’m not sure to be honest. I can confirm that they’re not in it for the money. The club undoubtedly makes plenty, but they’re all independently wealthy, and from very powerful families.”

      “How powerful?”

      “Perhaps even more powerful than yours. Ash and Michael are both earls, Lord Ashdown and Lord Dalinridge, respectively, and Lord Patrick is the brother of a Marquess. Giles is a new addition to their group, and is not quite as exalted as the other three, but he is wealthy enough, and Lord Dalinridge’s current heir.”

      That was a lot to take in. Fitz slowly rolled his glass, swirling the liquid within. It explained a few things. Ash had certainly carried himself with the confidence of someone who’d rarely been denied anything he wanted. It didn’t put him off, though. A group of noblemen who didn’t allow titles in their club? It only made him want to know these men even more.

      He had done as Ash requested and delivered pertinent information about himself. Nearly a week had passed, and he had yet to get any kind of response.

      It was unfortunate that he’d been banned from the club. He really did enjoy the place, and there wasn’t nearly enough other entertainment in Raven Row. Not a single brothel, which seemed odd for an area like this. The ladies who worked at The Raven’s Den were off-limits. It was well known that if you so much as laid a finger on any of them, you’d be lucky to make it out of the club with said finger still intact.

      “That’s a lot for me to think on,” Fitz said, finally looking up from his drink.

      “There is one other thing I came across repeatedly that I think you should be aware of.”

      “What’s that?”

      “These are not men to be trifled with. Especially Ash. Apparently, he is extremely protective of those he cares about and of his club. I would tread carefully, if I were you.”

      “Well, fortunately, I don’t plan to do anything to anyone he cares about. I simply want to do business with the man.”

      Just then, a young boy appeared at the table and held out a folded piece of paper. “A delivery for you, sir.”

      He accepted it, and the boy ran off before he could ask any questions. Looking down at the wax seal imprinted with a raven, he could guess who it was from.

      “Speak of the devil, I believe.” He held up the note. Anderson looked surprised by the remark.

      “Did you tell him you would be here?”

      Fitz shook his head as he broke the seal to confirm he was right. “I believe that’s the point of having it delivered to me here, to remind me that I’m in his territory and he knows everything that happens here.”

      Anderson’s eyes widened, and he breathed in deeply before taking a drink. He was probably regretting digging into these particular men. If they knew Fitz was here, they also knew who he was meeting and why. Fitz chuckled as he read the brief missive. It was a power move, and he liked it. Definitely someone he wanted to do business with.

      “I’ve been summoned,” he said as he folded the note closed. “Tomorrow afternoon.” He smiled at the prospect and sipped his brandy. “Hopefully it means they are willing to talk about my offer.” When he looked up, Anderson’s eyes were still wide. “Sorry, my friend. I didn’t mean to drag you into something you weren’t looking for.”

      He shrugged and took another drink. “Just don’t do anything to make them angry.”

      Fitz laughed.

      “I’m serious, Fitz. Don’t do anything to provoke them.”

      “I don’t plan to. I want them to like me so I can invest in their club, remember?” He smiled down at his drink. “You really should go in and see the place. It’s magnificent.”

      He shook his head. “Not only do I not have the funds to squander like you do, but that’s not really my idea of a good time.”

      “Suit yourself.” Fitz downed the last of his drink. “Since I’m not welcome there myself right now, I suppose I’ll go up to bed.”

      The following afternoon, a large doorman ushered Fitz to Ash’s office inside Raven House. The building was well secured. Apparently, it housed the Lady Ravens, and he obviously took their safety seriously. Ash sat behind his desk and looked up as he approached the door.

      “Have a seat, Mr. Fitzwilliam.” No good day, or welcome, but he did as he was bid. He didn’t want to start off on the wrong foot, after all.

      Almost immediately, the three other partners entered the room and closed the door behind them. It wasn’t a terribly spacious room, and suddenly felt quite crowded. He was surrounded, trapped, and three of them now loomed over him.

      “Why does this feel more like an ambush than a business meeting?” He looked up at the men standing over him. Perhaps he had done something to provoke them, after all.

      Ash shrugged, still seated in what might as well have been a throne, the way he leaned back, not a care in the world. “You can call it whatever you’d like. I brought you here to discuss Daisy. I believe you know her as Lady Jane.”

      Oh, he knew who Daisy was. That’s what he’d always called her, and he felt the corners of his mouth tip up at the knowledge that she was using that name here. As soon as he’d learned that was her middle name, he’d never called her anything else. Whenever possible, he would bring her one just so he could see her smile. With her vibrant personality and a laugh that would brighten even the darkest night, she was never right to be named Jane.

      “She is under my protection, Mr. Fitzwilliam.” The threat was clear in Ash’s voice as it pulled him out of his reverie.

      Patrick leaned in closer. “She’s under our protection.”

      Well, it seemed she had landed on her feet here, at least.

      Michael placed his hands on top of the desk and leaned in as well. “I understand you put your hands on her.”

      “Whoa,” Fitz said, placing his own hands on the desk and standing up. “I take issue with that insinuation. Technically, I may have touched her, but I would never harm Daisy.” He looked Ash straight in the eye. “Never.” He’d fight all four of these men before allowing them to accuse him of hurting her. He’d get the stuffing knocked out of him, but if that’s what it took to defend his honor, so be it.

      Silence stretched across the desk. After a full minute, Ash finally brought an end to it.

      “Good. Sit back down.”

      As much as Fitz disliked being ordered about, he also wouldn’t come out on top against the four of them. Begrudgingly, he lowered himself back into the chair. The other two slowly stepped back and folded their arms across their chests. Giles still stood behind him, blocking the door.

      “We need your word that her secret is safe with you.”

      Fitz tutted out a breath and rolled his eyes. “You mean that I won’t run to her family and tell them she’s alive? Her family can rot, for all I care, along with my own. Not a single one of them gave a damn when she went missing.” He looked around at all of them. “I didn’t say that, obviously.” They all nodded their understanding. “I was the only one who was out looking for her. The only one who hired trackers and investigators. The only one who did more than pretend to grieve her loss.” His voice escalated and anger boiled in his gut thinking about it again.

      The men around him all seemed to relax a bit.

      “She’s safe here,” Ash assured him.

      Fitz nodded. “Just as long as she isn’t a prisoner.”

      Ash shook his head and sat forward in his chair. “None of the ladies are here against their will. They are all free to leave if they wish.”

      “I suppose the man who got her away from me yesterday is one of yours?”

      “He works for me,” Michael said gruffly.

      “Well, he did good work. I wasn’t actually a threat, but he didn’t know that. And from the look on Daisy’s face, she didn’t either.” He let out a long sigh. “Will one of you please apologize to her for me? I didn’t intend to frighten her. Assure her that her secret is safe with me.”

      “Of course,” Ash responded quietly.

      With another long sigh, Fitz slowly got to his feet. “If that’s all then, I suppose I should bid you good day, gentlemen.”

      “Does that mean you’re no longer interested in investing?”

      Fitz whipped back around to look at Ash, whose brows were raised in question.

      “I most certainly am.” His mouth turned up in a slow smile.

      “Good. Let’s move this meeting to the club, then, where we’ll be more comfortable.”

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      All

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  


OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Full Page Image
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Dear Reader,
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Chapter 15
      


      		
        Chapter 16
      


      		
        Chapter 17
      


      		
        Chapter 18
      


      		
        Chapter 19
      


      		
        Chapter 20
      


      		
        Chapter 21
      


      		
        Chapter 22
      


      		
        Chapter 23
      


      		
        Full Page Image
      


      		
        A Raven Realized
      


      		
        About the Author
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		About the Author


    


  


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/titlepage02.jpg
A
Raven
Rovivod





OEBPS/images/arr4-tfrancis_ebook2.jpg
\ ) A - \
Raven
kevivod

T HEE O ROAV CE NSSSEE D E N

IENEASHA ERANCIS





OEBPS/images/break-rule-screen.png






