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  Prologue
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England 1777 (or a variation thereof) 
“Good night, Sweetheart.”
Smiling at her mother, Alexandra Sombersby snuggled into her pillows, enjoying the softness of her little cocoon as she closed her eyes. Dimly, she heard the door close and her mother’s footsteps walk down the small corridor until their sounds were swallowed up by the soft howling of the wind outside her window.
Even at the young age of six, Alexandra knew that she was one of the few fortunate children of her station. One of the few who was tucked in at night not by a nanny or governess, but by her own mother. Although Miss Barton, their governess, kept a sharp eye on Alexandra and her elder brother during the day, bedtime was a moment that belonged to Alexandra and her mother alone.
Huddled together in Alexandra’s bed, the two of them would pull up the coverlet, enjoying the warmth of their embrace, and her mother would tell her a story.
A fairy tale.
A tale of beautiful princesses, of knights in shining armour, of evil dragons and long journeys that always, always led to a happily-ever-after.
Her mother’s soothing voice would chase away the excitement of the day and gently lull her to sleep. Often, Alexandra was not awake to bid her mother a good night. Often, she slipped into a deep and peaceful slumber before her mother had even whispered the words, “And they lived happily ever after.”
Alexandra loved nothing more but these quiet moments alone with her mother. They were her favourite part of the day, and yet, she longed for the moment when she would be all grown up, find her own Prince Charming and live happily-ever-after.
What would he be like? Alexandra mused as her eyelids fluttered closed and a large yawn pulled on her lips. Naturally, there was no need for him to save her from a tower. Would she meet him at a ball then? Or by chance when walking about the countryside?
Alexandra sighed, picturing all the different ways her own Prince Charming might sweep her off her feet and carry her off to his castle.
If only that moment was not that far off. If only she did not have to wait so much longer.
Still, what mattered was that he would find her.
After all, there was someone destined for her out there, was there not?
In the depth of her little heart, Alexandra believed that there was, and when sleep claimed her, her dreams put a gentle smile on her little face.






  
  Chapter one
Dreams Come True
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London 1789 
Twelve years later
Alexandra Sombersby felt her legs tremble as she slowly walked into the grand ballroom on her father’s arm. Her blue eyes widened as she took in the majestic room as well as the lords and ladies sweeping across the dance floor, clad in their finest, the smiles on their faces speaking of utter joy that the new Season had finally begun.
Inhaling a deep breath, Alexandra willed her heart to slow down as she brushed an unsteady hand over the soft fabric of her pale blue dress, wishing her mother were here to see her during her first Season, to hold her hand and calm her jittery nerves with the usual calm that had always emanated from her all her life.
But she was not.
About a year ago, a sudden ailment had taken her from her family, plunging them all into utter darkness. And yet, life had continued, and Alexandra often recalled the promise her mother had demanded of her before she had passed.
Allow the tears to pass and reclaim your smiles.
Still, happiness was not as easy as it once had been, even with her mother’s blessing, for her absence made Alexandra’s heart ache painfully…even after a year.
Especially in moments like this.
“You look beautiful,” her father whispered, his grey eyes shining as he looked at her. “Your mother would have been very proud.”
“Thank you, Father.” Blinking, Alexandra did her best to dispel the tears that threatened. Still, the lump in her throat remained.
“Don’t look so sad,” her brother chided from behind her before he stepped around them, a joyous smile on his face. “This is a happy occasion. Your first ball. Is this not precisely what you’ve always dreamed of?” William asked, his blond hair the same colour as hers.
Alexandra nodded as they proceeded forward, her gaze sweeping over the sparkling life that was now open to her. “It is,” she whispered, feeling awed, and yet, oddly out of place. 
“Are you trying to spot your Prince Charming?” William chuckled, teasing her as he always did.
Alexandra felt her cheeks flush and quickly glanced around to see if anyone had overheard her brother’s remark. “Pray do not speak of that here,” she urged him.
“Why not? Is this not the perfect place to find the man of your dreams?” Pulling her other hand through the crook of his arm, he gestured around the room at the many fine gentlemen in attendance. “Have your pick,” he teased with a wink. “I’m certain not one of these gentlemen would dare refuse you.”
Glancing at her father for help, Alexandra saw him roll his eyes as he usually did when brother and sister teased each other. “I shall procure us a drink,” he mumbled and walked off.
“How about him?” William asked, his blue eyes sparkling with mischief as he pointed at a young man with a serious frown. “Or would you object to a man who does not know the meaning of a smile?”
Gritting her teeth, Alexandra glared at her brother. “Fine, if you insist on this childish nonsense, dear brother, be aware that two can play this game.” Allowing her gaze to sweep the room, Alexandra gestured toward a young lady who kept her fan firmly in front of her mouth, probably because her teeth stood a bit crooked. “What about her? Whether she smiles or not is of no importance as you would never see it. Or would that bother you?”
Throwing his head back, William laughed. “Well played, Sister.”
Displeased with her failure to draw his ire, Alexandra let her hand slip from the crook of his arm and walked a few steps away. Unfortunately, William would not allow her to be rid of him that easily.
“Don’t pout, dear sister,” he whispered, standing behind her left shoulder. “I merely meant to distract your thoughts and make you smile.” He stepped in front of her, his eyes gentle as they looked into hers. “Obviously, I’ve failed.”
Alexandra sighed, understanding that he had meant well. “You did distract me,” she admitted, returning the smile that lit up his face at her words. “However, it might be more advantageous for both of us if we tried to spy a good match for each other, would you not agree?”
William nodded. “That does sound indeed far more promising. Shall we then?”
“We shall.”
Standing shoulder to shoulder, brother and sister looked around the ballroom, hoping to spot a young lady as well as a young gentleman who would suit the other perfectly. It was no small endeavour, and they stood there quietly for a long while, unaware that their father had returned until he handed each of them a glass of punch.
“Is something wrong?” he asked when he saw their faces. “You look out of sorts. Both of you.”
“It’s not easy,” William simply said without offering further details.
Sir John’s bushy brows drew down as he looked at his children. “What is not?”
“Finding a spouse,” Alexandra offered when her gaze fell on a lovely young woman she had met the other day at the British Museum.
“I should think not,” Sir John mumbled, coming to stand next to his daughter, his eyes gazing out at the ballroom as well.
Touching her brother’s arm, Alexandra leaned closer, indicating the dark-haired beauty across the room. “That over there is Lady Agnes,” she whispered, noticing the slight cringe on her brother’s face before he turned to look. “I know her name is far from promising, but she has a very sweet temper and she is—”
“Beautiful,” her brother whispered, a touch of awe in his voice that made Alexandra look up at him.
“You seem quite taken with her,” she observed, a teasing gleam in her eyes. “Shall I introduce you?”
William swallowed, and despite his best efforts, a touch of red appeared on his face. “Allow me to finish my drink first,” he mumbled, unable to tear his eyes from Lady Agnes.
Alexandra chuckled, delighted with her brother’s sudden reaction and the thought that it had been her who had possibly just now found the woman of his dreams for him. It was indeed a magical night full of possibilities.
Strolling across the room a few moments later, Alexandra made the introductions, and before long, she could not help but congratulate herself for her brother and Lady Agnes seemed to have forgotten everyone else in the room.
Alexandra sighed, turning her gaze from the love-struck couple and toward the gathered gentlemen. Now that she had found a charming lady for her brother, where was her Prince Charming?

      [image: ]France, 1789
“Father, you are aware that I’ve been sailing my whole life, n’est-ce pas?” Antoine asked, raking a frustrated hand through his dark hair as he stared at his father.
“Naturellement,” his father, Hubert Duret, replied, shrugging his shoulders. Then he continued down the starboard side of the Destinée, which lay moored in the harbour, his gaze sweeping over the rigging and up to the crow’s nest before he turned back to look at his son. “However, up until today, you have not been the captain. There is a difference.”
“I am aware of that,” Antoine replied, doing his best to conceal his annoyance with his father’s rather unexpected lecture. “Still, I do not see why you would feel the need to instruct me on the matter. If you have no faith in my abilities, I wonder why you agreed to hand over the Destinée in the first place.”
Sighing, his father crossed his arms in front of his chest and leaned back against the rail, his gaze focused on the distant horizon. “I know that you’re a fine young man, my son.” For a moment, his father shifted his gaze to look at him. “I’ve seen what a fine sailor you are and how you keep your wits about you in a crisis. You act with care and caution, and you understand the responsibilities that go with being the captain of a ship, of a crew.” Nodding, he met his son’s gaze once more, his grey eyes clear and sincere. “I do not doubt you, Antoine. All I wish to do is prepare you, guide you, see you happy.”
Feeling himself relax, Antoine settled back against the rail beside his father. “You taught me well,” he said, remembering the first time his father had taken him out, “and I thank you for it. Without your guiding hand, I would not have become the man I am today.”
His father smiled, turning gentle eyes to him. “Your words are music to a father’s ears.” He chuckled when Antoine dropped his gaze. “Do not pretend you are not as affected by this change as I am,” his father exclaimed, pushing off from the rail and coming to stand in front of his son. “Life will be different after today, and although I am certain I’ve taught you all there is to know about navigating the sea, I fear I might have neglected another matter. One of equal or even higher importance.”
Antoine frowned, unable to think of anything more important than setting sail.
“Family,” his father replied. “Love. Marriage.”
Antoine rolled his eyes. “You’re wrong, Father. You’ve said quite a lot on the matter, and I had hoped that you had finally understood that we are different in that regard.” Straightening, he met his father’s gaze. “I love my family, Mother and you. Alain and little Henri. Everyone. However, I myself am not a man made for marriage.”
Grinning, his father chuckled. “Only a man who hasn’t yet met his other half would speak thus.”
Antoine shook his head. “You speak as though it is inevitable but—”
“It is,” his father interrupted, and Antoine could not deny that the old man’s eyes shone with a conviction he had rarely seen on his face.
“Perhaps for some people,” Antoine replied, hoping to placate his father. “However, I would never choose love over the sea. This,” he pointed at the distant horizon, “is my home. This is who I am. Nothing will ever change that.”
An indulgent look came to his father’s grey eyes as though Antoine was nothing but a child ignorant of the ways of the world. “Whether you choose





OEBPS/cover.png
LOVE'S SECOND
CHANCE

The Privateer's Bold ¥

A i o o I

USA Today bestselling author

BREE WOLFE





OEBPS/images/7ec478be-0bdf-496c-bccd-1199c3351ee4.png





OEBPS/images/a38caacf-6a03-438f-8169-40b5daf1cb3f.png
rl;ra}:)l:)eol
chééemfm’

LOVE'S SECOND CHANCE
PREQUEL THREE

BREE WOLE





OEBPS/images/3a88be67-9ef7-4950-9cf8-0556ab75ca7d.png








