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      Pertaining to events a the B- House Ball: Every lady and their maid saw Lady A- T- step out of Mister L-’s carriage. It might have been during the darkest eve, yet people saw her face, plain as day.

      If that wasn’t scandalous enough, L- himself made an appearance from the carriage, only moments later.

      What a sensation!

      Considering the circumstances, the only good and right thing is for a marriage to take place. He will be delighted, of course, while she will probably want to keep a very low profile in society until the next scandal comes along.

      Will love grow from this inauspicious beginning, or will these hare-brained nincompoops need to be shut in a room together before they can see sense?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            One

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      JANUARY 1818.

      Hot, angry tears streamed down Lady Adelaide Taunton’s cold cheeks as she dashed from the crowded ballroom. “Blast it!” she muttered under her panting breath, steam pouring from her lips in the night air. Blast was the ugliest curse word in her retinue. Checking to make sure nobody was within earshot, she said a little louder, “Blast you all!”

      What a timid creature she was, unable to swear with any great conviction, even in the aftermath of public humiliation. Which she had just suffered. Being overheard swearing would hardly make things worse, but her ingrained manners would not allow her to say anything stronger or louder. Would she ever be able to show her face in society again after the humiliation she’d suffered this night?

      The braziers that lit the estate in a beautiful glow against the moonless, black night lost their glow as she ran away into the gardens. Shame filled her soul. And cold. Silly chit, she hadn’t even grabbed a shawl as she’d run out. Her whole body shivered.

      It didn’t matter the direction she took, as long as it was away from that blasted ballroom. On she trampled, not sure of the way, increasing the distance between herself and the scene of the very worst moment of her three and twenty years.

      A neat row of fir trees came into view. She stopped to catch her breath. Blast again, muddy water seeped into her slippers. Physical discomfort piled on top of emotional catastrophe. It was winter, the grounds of Bevington House were soaking wet, and she’d been a silly fool who’d given her heart and reputation away far too easily.

      Shame upon shame. It was bad enough that people pitied her for the misunderstanding and subsequent tragedy with Learmonth scant months ago. She’d gladly have that pity back if it could replace the outright derision she’d experienced tonight.

      Mister Sandhurst had played her for a simpering kitten, and Adelaide had played right into his hands. Beautiful, elegant hands that she’d allowed to hold hers. The way Sandhurst had rubbed his thumb against her wrist when he was sure nobody else could see. The sort of intimate encounter that had Adelaide sure they were a true love match. Especially after her disappointment with Learmonth.

      But no. Apparently, Sandhurst ‘barely knew her at all’. His face had filled with confusion when she’d spied him twirling a lock of Miss Elizabeth Barnwell’s hair by the refreshment table at the ball tonight. Fie! What an addlepated goose she’d been to believe Sandhurst’s overtures. It wasn’t merely what she’d seen, but what she’d heard.

      “Her dowry will do us to a nicety, have no fear.”

      Sandhurst had uttered this while gazing upon Miss Barnwell and making love to her with his charming words. There was no doubt in Adelaide’s mind whose dowry Sandhurst had been talking about.

      If Adelaide had been the only witness, she could have removed to another room and stayed warm and dry - albeit heartbroken - at the Bevington Ball. But no, there were so many others present, so many witnesses to her personal, private disaster.

      Shivers brought Adelaide to her immediate predicament. Her slippers ruined, she would not be able to return to the ballroom even if she’d wanted to. There had been a garden path at some point, but in her haste to get away, she’d lost sight of it. In the darkness, she walked on from the fir trees and stumbled toward the orange glow of the lanterns, hanging from the sides of waiting carriages.

      From bad to worse, it began raining. Her slippers already ruined, now her dress hem became soaked. Her pretty ringlets were turning to rats’ tails. She’d be such a miserable, cold mess when she got home. The thought of being home, warm and tucked up in her room away from everyone, was the one glimmer of hope that kept her momentum heading towards the row of carriages.

      At last she sighted a familiar carriage. Without waiting for the footman, she reached for the door handle and scrambled on board. The second she pulled the door shut, she thudded the side of her fist on the ceiling. “Coachman, take me home, immediately!”

      Feet scuffled outside as the Taunton family’s coachman and footman rallied from whatever conversations they’d been having with their social set, and raced to take their positions. Not fast enough for Adelaide’s liking. “Now! Coachman!” She would apologize to them when they were home, and give over some of her pin money to make up for her rudeness. Right now, she needed a blanket. Mother always had one folded on the forward-facing seat. If only she could find it.

      The horses lurched the carriage into motion. Adelaide fell onto her bottom, shivering with cold from the elements and her emotions. She pulled the curtains closed to hide her misery from the outside world. In the dim light, the cream-colored curtains appeared heavy grey. Everything looked a little bit wrong in this carriage; hardly surprising because her eyes were filled with tears. With the curtains drawn, she was safe from anyone else’s sight. More than that, she was on her way home.

      Now to get warm. Where was that blanket?

      The clip clopping of the horses created a satisfying rhythm to her thoughts as she fumbled around for the knitted rug she knew had to be around somewhere. This too will pass, this too will pass.

      It was at this moment she heard someone stir in the seat across from her. Shock dried her tears smartly. Her eyes adjusted to the soft glow of the exterior lanterns. Adelaide realized with sudden cold clarity that she was, in fact, not alone. Trembles of fear took hold, shaking her more than the chills shivering her body. There was a man in here with her.

      Her voice wobbled as she said, “What are you doing in my family’s carriage?”

      The man sat upright from his prone position, rubbed his head and blinked in the dim glow. “The what?”

      Ice swooped through Adelaide’s body. It wasn’t her tears making everything appear slightly wrong. She’d climbed into the wrong carriage entirely!

      They were moving at a steady clip, thanks to her demand that they leave immediately. She thumped the roof again and screamed, “Stop at once, there’s been a mistake!”

      The man in the carriage with her slowly shook his head. He was moving cautiously, as if woken from a deep slumber. Or perhaps a sore head. He rapped the top of his cane against the divider between passengers and driver. “Be a sport and pull over, good man.”

      His voice sent quivers of familiar longing through her. Painfully familiar. It couldn’t be ...

      She slumped in her seat. Adelaide’s words rushed forth. “As I live and breathe. It’s you!”

      The man made a gentle cough to clear his throat as the carriage came to a stop. “Lady Adelaide Taunton. To what do I owe the pleasure of your company?”
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      The man rose in his seat, then dunked his head slowly to bow in her direction. Learmonth. Shivers spread over her body. He was the last man she ever wanted to see in her life. Well, the second last man after Sandhurst. All the same, a frisson spread over her. The feelings were not completely unwelcome, which had her more confused by the second.

      Learmonth had wooed her several months ago, until things went badly. Very badly indeed! No, she would not entertain warm feelings for him. Not one bit!

      “Why are you even here?’ Adelaide asked. “I thought you’d fled to the continent after you killed my brother.’

      His face fell. His sigh epitomized remorse. Sympathy peeked into her heart, but she banished it.

      Learmonth had fooled her once before. She was not going to be made a fool of twice. At least not by the same gentleman. Well! He was no gentleman, at any rate.

      ‘Believe me, Lady Taunton, I never meant to harm your brother. I am deeply sorry for the turn of events that transpired after our … dalliance.” At this his hand reached for hers. His warm fingers touched the side of palm, searing her skin. “You’re chilled to the bone,” he said, his tone warming her in places it shouldn’t.

      She withdrew her hand out of self-preservation. Holding hands with Learmonth would lead to other things, and she’d lose her mind. Again. And possibly another family member into the bargain. She

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        
      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  


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/image-6.jpg
" Re ency Romps
&8300!\36






OEBPS/images/screen-shot-2023-12-10-at-123558-pm.jpg





OEBPS/images/screen-shot-2023-09-04-at-85846-am.jpg





OEBPS/images/screen-shot-2023-12-10-at-123624-pm.jpg





OEBPS/images/screen-shot-2023-12-04-at-55948-pm.jpg






