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      RICHMOND UPON THAMES

      AUGUST 1815

      Tanner Evans, ninth Duke of Fenmore, should have known he would never truly be satisfied with a bride he hadn’t stolen, fair and square.

      Despite years and years of careful training in the arcane arts of being a Duke of Fenmore, the more honest and useful art of larceny still ran red and ruddy within his veins.

      So when the opportunity to make the inestimable Lady Claire Jellicoe his very own dropped into his hand like a pilfered purse full of shining, golden guineas, he palmed it deep into the hidden pocket next to his heart, and held fast.

      He stole her from the garden of his grandmother’s magnificent, ancient manor house in Richmond, during a ball, on a moonlit summer night so sweet and warm and comfortable, it never should have needed anything approaching larcenous stealth or guile.

      But even on such a soft evening, and even after all the years and years of training in the polite proprieties, stealth and guile came to him quite naturally. Like old friends out of the silent night.

      Old friends he could trust.

      The need for larceny came to his attention directly after the fourth couple of dances. Tanner had been standing along the north wall of the cavernous old greatroom—it was one of the sacrifices he made to preserve the honor of the dukedom, this standing about against walls, just to be seen—when he saw her.

      He always saw everything—every ferocious little detail that others either didn’t notice, or didn’t want to see. All the things they did not want him to see—their nervous glances and telling looks, their nasty bad habits and impulsive, informing foibles. He saw them think, just as clearly and easily as if he were reading a broadsheet.

      He saw the shift of their eyes and the clutch of their hands when they intended to cheat at cards. He saw their backhanded smiles and snide pleasure when they made plans to cuckold their friends. He saw them stuff silver salvers into their reticules, and stand idly by while innocent servants were given the sack.

      He saw them laugh and cry and flatter and flirt and lie and cheat and steal.

      He saw it all.

      But he had never seen Lady Claire Jellicoe do any of those things, not once, though he had watched her for years, in ballroom after ballroom, from London to Leicestershire. He was helpless not to—an informing foible he should have long overcome, but had not.

      He could not.

      She was as tiny and staggeringly beautiful as the fragile orchid blooms that filled his grandmother’s conservatory, and just as full of wondrous, vibrant life.

      She was always smiling, always laughing and chatting, always serenely happy, glowing with luminous vitality—a rare white orchid he fervently admired, but could never touch.

      But others did touch. Others danced and twirled and took her hand—the young lordlings who were meant to be his peers, the men who were as different from Tanner as sharp chalk was from soft cheese.

      Because no matter how hard he tried, or how carefully he had trained himself to become the ninth Duke of Fenmore, Tanner Evans knew he could never wash himself clean of the sulfurous stink of his years on the streets.

      And so he had given up trying, and settled for being different, for retreating into the fortress of his mind, and preserving his still savage pride behind a wall of eccentric silence.

      His sister had laughed at the change in him. Never shut up when you were a boy, Meggs had teased.

      But he had learned to hold his tongue now, and refrained from talking, though he watched them still.

      He watched her still—his lovely, luminous orchid of a girl. Because watching her gave him a pleasure so incomprehensible and inexplicable and vast, it was beyond his understanding. And beyond his power to stop.

      So when Lady Claire Jellicoe turned her wide, sparkling blue eyes upon her dance partner, and smiled that smile that absolutely slayed Tanner—the smile that was warm and open and entirely without guile—the spurt of some small pain that would be very much like jealousy, if he allowed it to be, made him follow the line of her gaze to her partner. Lord Peter Rosing.

      God’s balls. God’s bloody, bleeding balls.

      The walls of the greatroom tilted inward—narrowing to the spot where she stood. Beneath his spotless gloves, Tanner’s palms went damp and itchy, and his back propelled itself out of his slouch. Not Rosing. Anybody but Rosing.

      Tanner controlled himself enough to stop his face from contorting into a sneer, and immediately scanned the crowd.

      He tried to place Lady Claire’s parents, the Earl and Countess Sanderson, where he had seen them last, chatting with his grandmother near one of the greatroom’s arching doorways. Or her oldest brother, James, Viscount Jeffrey. Or his wife, the shy Viscountess.

      One of them had to be near enough to act. One of them had to see and know and understand just how vile Rosing truly was beneath his charming veneer. One of them had to stop him.

      One of them had to save her.

      Because Rosing was as slick and plausible and cunning as he was opportunistic. And he was nothing if not opportunistic, the amoral bastard, because he took Lady Claire Jellicoe’s elbow in his filthy grip, and escorted her out the tall, open doors at the foot of the room so smoothly and quickly, no one seemed to notice they were gone.

      No one but Tanner.

      Tanner knew that out in the shadowed dark, where the garden plummeted into the river, Lady Claire would soon stop smiling her open, honest, guileless smile. Because people were terrible, awful, cruel creatures of habit, and Rosing was the most terrible, habitually cruel creature of them all.

      Rosing indulged himself with lethal impunity.

      It might have terrified Tanner to realize this was the moment—the moment that all the years of watching and waiting were done. That he had to decide—he had to take action now, or nevermore.

      But his mind had already prompted him into movement, already prepared him to employ lethal habits of his own—his old friends stealth and guile.

      Stealth and guile, and single-minded devotion.

      Because he was devoted to Lady Claire Jellicoe, this exquisite orchid of a young woman he had never met, never danced with, never so much as spoken one single word to in all his years of propping up ballroom walls.

      He had never dared.

      Tanner Evans, ninth Duke of Fenmore, was madly, deeply, irrationally, and altogether secretly in love.
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      Lady Claire Jellicoe hadn’t thought to protest. She hadn’t thought someone she’d just met on a ballroom floor could ever wish her irreparable harm.

      She simply hadn’t thought.

      She had smiled.

      She had smiled because she was Lady Claire Jellicoe, pretty, privileged daughter of the Earl Sanderson.

      She had smiled because she was polite and considerate, and did as she was asked—she had been asked to dance with the handsome, fair-haired heir of the Marquess of Hadleigh.

      She had been taught to smile, and say yes.

      “No,” was what she said now. “No. No. No.”

      No, when Lord Peter Rosing pushed her into the dark seclusion of the boathouse at the Dowager Duchess of Fenmore’s lovely riverside villa in Richmond. No, when he pulled Claire’s arm, and grabbed her by the neck.

      No, no, no, when he shoved her face-first against the rough brick wall.

      The brick was hard, and hurt. Stone bit into her face. Sharp grit clawed and scratched against her skin and tasted like dust. But the chalky, bitter bile in her mouth was really fear.

      Fear that for the first time in her life, she was powerless.

      Powerless because she had been spoiled. Powerless because all her life, she had been pampered and cosseted and buffered and protected from all the truly ugly unpleasantness of the world.

      And she had never known it until that exact moment when she screamed, “No.”

      Because her voice was too small—shadowed with the fear pouring like acid down her throat, filling her chest with the high suffocating heat of panic.

      She bit the gloved hand choked across her mouth as instinctively as a wild animal caught in a trap. Her teeth tore through the thick fabric, and the taste of blood suffused her mouth with the metallic tang of hatred and shame.

      But all she got for her desperation was a low profanity spewed hot into her ear, the shifting of his grip to grind her face into the brick, and the bloody glove shoved into her mouth, and held there as a gag.

      He was everywhere around her, covering her mouth, standing on the train of her gown, pinning her against the wall with his weight. Closing out everything else, every hope of help, every thought of action.

      There was nothing but his body and his breath and his smell and his power.

      And she had none.

      She couldn’t scream, and she couldn’t move, and she couldn’t stop Lord Peter Rosing.

      She could only hear the roar of her heartbeat filling her ears until she was drowning in it. She could only taste the bloody fabric clamped inside her mouth, suffocating out sense. She could only feel the wall cutting into her skin, and the grabbing and pushing and rending of her clothes as he exposed her body.

      She could only think in the tiny, screaming part of her mind that was still capable of thought—no, no, no.

      No, this could not be happening to her. No, he had to stop. No, someone had to stop him.

      Please. Please. Please.

      And then somehow, someway, someone did.

      Rosing fell away from her for one suspended moment. Then his head cracked hard against the bricks two inches from her wide-open eyes. He stared back at her, his own eyes open and blank and uncomprehending for one agonizingly sick moment before his eyes rolled back in his head, and he slid slowly down the wall, collapsing in an untidy, half-clothed heap at her feet.

      Claire clung to the wall, paralyzed and cold and shaking, until something inside her finally rattled free. She spat out the choking glove and scrambled back—away from him, away from the danger.

      But there was no room to go anywhere with the corner of wall at her back. And there was another threat.

      A huge black shadow hung over Rosing’s inert form like a monstrous carrion crow. And then, without saying a word or making a sound, the shadow reared back and stomped viciously on Rosing’s splayed leg.

      A dull, sickening crack bounced up from the brick-paved floor, and lapped upward into the vaulted silence of the boathouse.

      Everything else inside Claire wrenched into a single, tight knot of pain and misery that hollowed out her throat, and clutched its clammy way across the surface of her skin.

      She shrank back into the corner, away from the looming specter.

      And then the specter spoke. “Are you all to rights?”

      The voice was a dark, deep rumble she had never heard before.

      “No.” Her own voice was nothing but a fracture of a whisper.

      “Yes,” was all he said, and Claire couldn’t tell if he was agreeing with, or contradicting her.

      She couldn’t tell anything. “What have you done?” She looked from her rescuing specter to the heap of man and tailoring at her feet who had only moments ago been the duplicitous Lord Peter.

      “Broken his leg, I should think. It’ll be a bloody long time—if he is lucky enough to heal well enough to even walk—before he rapes another girl.”

      There it was. Spoken plainly and ruthlessly.

      Rape.

      She had almost been raped.

      And another girl.

      Claire’s pulse throttled against her throat, but she could think enough to understand exactly what those words must mean—she was just another girl to Lord Peter Rosing, not Lady Claire Jellicoe whom he had asked to walk with in the moonlight because he found her enchanting.

      No matter her name, or her rank, or her fortune, or her parents, she was just another girl for him to do with as he wished. Like a maid or a shopgirl, or anyone else who was as powerless to stop him.

      Anyone.

      The wretched knot within her clenched violently, and she had to close her mouth down around an unbecoming sound very much like a moan. Her hand rose to her throat. “I’m going to be sick.”

      “Try not to.” He leaned nearer—across Rosing’s prone form—as if he were trying to see her more clearly, and the dark, imposing shadow resolved itself into the tall, lean outline of a man she recognized instantly, though she did not really know him. “You haven’t got time. Breathe deeply through your nose. Can you move on your own? Or would you like me to help you? I’m Tanner Evans, by the way. We have not been introduced.”

      It was a ridiculously enormous understatement. He spoke as if they were still within the ballroom, or in a shop, or at a musicale, or anywhere else upon the earth but standing across the unmoving form of her would-be rapist.

      “I know who you are.”

      But he wasn’t some mere Tanner Evans—he was His Grace, the Duke of Fenmore. The same impassive, impenetrable man she had seen at such events for years, hanging aloofly at the edges of ballrooms, and never being introduced so he might dance.

      She had thought him a strange, different sort of man, with a haunted, far-away look, like the men who had come back from the wars last summer with death stalking behind their eyes.

      Except that she knew the Duke of Fenmore hadn’t gone to war—he had never done anything that she knew of, except stand around ballrooms looking chilly and off-putting.

      And he was still rather more than off-putting now, breaking people’s legs with such violent efficiency, though he also shook out an immaculate white handkerchief, and held it carefully toward her.

      “You’ve blood,” he said quietly, “on your face. Scratches from the coarseness of the mortar between the bricks, I should think. You might also want to put a cut of beefsteak or a potato on them, when you get home. You are so fair, you’re likely to bruise.”

      Beefsteak? Was he mad? Or perhaps it was she who was mad. Perhaps being assaulted by a bastard of the first rank did that to a person—drove them toward Bedlam—judging by the way she flinched from the gloved hand His Grace had extended toward her.

      But he wasn’t looking at her as if she were mad. He was nodding, as if he were reassuring and calming her, the way her father might do with a trembling gundog. “It’s quite all right,” he said. “I won’t hurt you.”

      No, he didn’t look like he would, though he did look rather inscrutable, with those narrowed eyes she could not read staring at her so intently.

      But Lord Peter Rosing’s warm brown eyes had seemed charming not five minutes ago.

      “Oh, God.” Clearly, she knew next to nothing about assessing the true character of a man.

      Claire calmed her battered breathing enough to take the proffered square of precisely folded linen from his hand. But her hands shook, and the brick floor beneath her feet wobbled unevenly, as if she were standing upon a floating dock, and not on solid stone.

      She leaned against the wall for balance, and pressed the starched handkerchief to the part of her face that stung the most. She immediately withdrew it to see the dark staining of her own blood.

      Her head began to ache as if someone were scratching at it with an out-of-tune violin. “How bad is it?”

      He shook his head, a kind negation. “Not too bad,” he said, though the serious look in his dark eyes said the opposite. “But it were better if we removed ourselves immediately to a less dangerous, less illicit, and better-lit position. Especially before he comes to.”

      He ducked his head out the open door of the boathouse, before he closed it, and he looked back to her. “Can you move on your own?”

      As if the Duke of Fenmore knew she would rather do anything than be touched.

      Claire stiffened her legs with several hundred years of inherited Jellicoe pride, and tried to push herself away from the wall.

      Only to find the bricks shifting precariously underfoot again.

      The enormity of it all—of what had just happened and what had yet to happen—rocked her back against the wall.

      “No.” Heat built like a bonfire in her throat and behind her eyes, and her breath was see-sawing in and out of her chest, but she pushed the tears away with the back of her shaking hand.

      “Stay there a moment. So you might recover. I will stand here, and make sure he doesn’t move.”

      His Grace took a place on the other side of Rosing’s bleeding head, where he was at a more than respectful distance.

      If anyone should chance upon Claire and the Duke of Fenmore in the boathouse at the bottom of the garden, they would only be seen to be conversing politely. Albeit across the unconscious form of her would-be rapist.

      Yet, tongues would wag even if she were seen to be only conversing politely with the Duke of Fenmore. The Duke of Fenmore did not converse politely with young ladies. He had never conversed politely with any young lady in all the time that Claire had observed him looming around the edges of ballrooms.

      He looked and he brooded and he judged, but he never conversed.

      And he looked so intent now, she felt the need to explain how she had gotten herself into such a God-awful predicament.

      “His father asked me to dance a couple of country dances with Lord Peter. That’s who he is, Lord Peter Rosing.”

      Her voice sounded thin and small. So unlike the girl she had been until three minutes ago.

      “His father said he’d be obliged if I would make myself agreeable by dancing with his son. So I did. And then he asked—Rosing—if I’d like to take a turn on the terrace.”

      To cool the roses in those beautiful cheeks, he had said with just the right amount of warm feeling when he had offered Claire his arm. “I thought he might try to steal a kiss.”

      The duke made an exceptionally unducal, rude sound of disgust. “Steal a kiss.” Fenmore’s gaze dropped to the inert man heaped on the floor. “Rosing was obviously intent upon larceny of an altogether grander design. As is his habit.”

      The duke’s tone was strangely vehement. As if it were some sort of a personal affront to the dukedom, that Rosing had tried to rape her on Fenmore family property.

      There it was again, the awful, horrible, brutal word.

      “I said no to him. I said—” She could hear her voice try to scale the icy cold that was just now seeping into her bones.

      “I know,” he said shortly, though he did not look at her. “I heard you. And now I reckon, so will he have done. And past bloody time. He has grown altogether too brazen.”

      In the strange fitful light that came from the wavering reflection of the moon off the water beneath the boathouse docks, she took a closer look at the duke’s face. At the rage which was only barely concealed behind the off-putting veneer.

      “Why are you so angry?”

      “Ah.” His dark gaze flicked to hers only momentarily, before he looked away again. “I am not angry. I am outraged. Contrary to popular opinion, I happen to be a nice man. Rosing is not.” He snapped the word off as if he could break it as easily as he had Rosing’s leg. “And you needed help.”

      Another ridiculous understatement. But she could only be grateful.

      “Yes. Yes, I did. Thank you.”

      He waved off her thanks with an elegant gesture of his hand. “And you still need it. Your hair has come down from its pins. You’ll want to restore yourself a bit before you return to the house. Or would you rather I brought your parents down here? I would have done—brought them, or sent them to find you—but I reckoned time was of the essence.”

      It had been. A few moments more and⁠—

      The realization hit Claire like a shovel to the back of her head. Sick pain snaked its way around the dark edges of her skull—sharp pinpricks of light stabbed at the soft sides of her vision.

      Fenmore must have anticipated what had almost happened.

      “Did you know he was going to—” She stumbled over the detestable word—it was like an anchor, dragging her down, down, down. Drowning her in the doubt and shame.

      “To rape you? Yes. I did. Rosing is a rapist, Lady Claire. Behind those angelic looks lies a dark, twisted heart of rapine. He has made a rather execrable habit of it.”

      A habit.

      A hideous hive of an itch that had to be scratched.

      Lord Peter Rosing might have picked anyone, anyone else in the ballroom, but she had been foolish—and maybe even, if she were honest with herself, desperate—enough to smile at him, and consent to the dance. Even on the ballroom floor, Lord Peter Rosing must have been thinking and planning what he would do to her.

      “Were he not the son of a peer, Rosing would have twisted at Tyburn long before now.” Fenmore brought his dark gaze back to hers, before he went on relentlessly, nearly spitting out the words, as if they left a bad taste in his mouth. “I do not know if it will comfort or disgust you to know that you are not the first young woman Lord Peter Rosing has raped, or attempted to rape. But I do mean you to be the last.”

      The calm surety with which he spoke sucked the last of the air from her lungs. “You mean to kill him.”

      Again that obsidian gaze came back to hers, so sharp it was nearly cutting. “I meant to cripple him. I mean that in the future, if he isn’t hanged, he should find it so difficult to walk that he will find it utterly impossible to shove young ladies up against brick walls.”

      The same feeling of powerless shame, of helpless, hopeless, choking despair, tightened around her chest.

      But she fought it back. It had not happened. Lord Peter Rosing had not raped her.

      But only because His Grace, the chilly Duke of Fenmore, had come in time.

      She meant to thank him again, not only for herself, but also for the greater population of London’s women, it seemed.

      But she could not. The words were stuck tight in her throat, trapped there by the casual violence of both men’s actions.

      Within her skull, her head began to ring like a church bell.

      “You are not yet recovered.”

      Again, she could not tell if the strange, dry ordinariness of his observation was an attempt at humor, or censure.

      But pride was the last refuge of the weak. And Claire felt desperately weak. So she put up her chin.

      “Yes. Thank you, Your Grace. You do have a penchant for the obvious.”

      “And you have a penchant for the dangerous,” he shot back. Some of that vehemence had leapt back into his tone. “Planning to let a man like Rosing steal kisses.”

      That was condemnation in his low voice.

      Claire felt the thoughtlessness of her action burn a trail of heat down her face. She swallowed down the hot embers of her shame. “Yes. Stupid. But I think Lord Peter Rosing has cured me of stupidity.”

      “Good.” Fenmore took an audibly deep breath, as if he were as fraught as she. “Though I suppose you could not be expected to know what he is.”

      “No.” The admission gave her some small measure—a very small measure—of comfort. “Though if you did know what he is, why did you not tell anyone? Why is he still allowed to show his face in polite company? Why was he invited to your grandmother’s ball?”

      “A mistake.” The vehemence was back. “One for which I will never forgive myself. Nor ever make again. And he was not invited.” He spoke with such low, savage heat, she was taken aback. But his anger was all for himself.

      “It wasn’t your fault.” The words came out of their own volition—a forgiveness she could not grant to herself.

      “Wasn’t it?” He seemed unconvinced. “I should have anticipated that they would come, even uninvited.”

      It gave her another small measure of comfort to see him doubt himself. “They?”

      “Rosing and his father. Hadleigh.”

      “I don’t see how you could have anticipated that.” She was happy to find she could take a rather more normal breath. “My parents would never dream of going someplace they weren’t invited.”

      “Yes, parents. We ought to be getting you back to your mother, so she can take you home.”

      Yes. She wanted her mother. She wanted to be safe in her arms, and forget this had ever happened. But it had.

      “We’re not meant to go home to London—we’re meant to stay the night, as guests.” The worry and doubt and shame and anger wrapped itself ever tighter, and tighter. “Oh, God. I don’t think I can bear the questions.”

      “No one will question you. I’ll make sure of that.”

      “Will you?” It was probably not the wisest thing, to allow herself the relief and sanctuary of hope. But it was already too late.

      “Yes.” This time the vehemence sounded more like surety. More like a promise.

      Which she could only be grateful to accept. “Thank you.” Another small measure of comforting relief tiptoed its careful way into her lungs. And she took the opportunity to take a long look at him, this vehement man she had thought so aloof. “Contrary to popular opinion, you are a nice man.”

      A nice man who had crippled Rosing, still splayed upon the pavers.

      For her. This time the heat in her chest was something more comforting than mere relief.

      But there was still a man on the ground. “We can’t just leave him here, can we?”

      “Yes. We can. I’m not that nice. Someone will find him. In fact—” He came to an alertness, livid with stillness, rather like one of her father’s hunting dogs scenting the air.

      And then he swore. “God’s balls. Someone is coming. Now.” He turned that implacable gaze upon her. “Lady Claire, you have approximately three seconds to decide what comes next. Stay here and be discovered with Rosing—and bear all the possible and different consequences of that. Or you can come with me.”

      “What?” Her heart started pounding in her ears again.

      Claire pushed off the wall, and found she needed to move. To get air back into her lungs. To get away from Rosing.

      But not back to the house and the ball. Not with her face like this, still scratched and blotted with blood.

      Fenmore had crossed to the narrow wooden decking that projected out over the water, and unwound a line to one of the boats from its cleat.

      “I can take you away in the skiff. We can slip away, out onto the river, with no one the wiser.”

      The idea was astonishing.

      And she was truly astonished. Astonished to find the events and words and feelings of the past few minutes swirling and twisting through her head, trying to sort themselves out into something approaching logic.

      Going in a boat with His Grace the Duke of Fenmore would undoubtedly be just as rash and stupid as walking into the garden with Lord Peter Rosing had been.

      But the Duke of Fenmore was not Lord Peter. He looked across the narrow dock at her, and he understood, because he reached behind his back, under the tail of his beautifully tailored coat, and pulled out an elegant, well-polished pistol.

      The shifting moonlight glanced off the slick metal barrel as he held it out to her, handle first. “So you’ll feel safe. But choose. Now.”

      Astonishment was too tame a word for the rush of alarm and something else—something unfamiliar and altogether off-kilter—that gripped her, once more stealing the air from her lungs. “Is it loaded?”

      “Yes. Do you know how to use it properly?”

      Claire didn’t answer. But she did take the gun. Because it gave her her answer.

      “Yes.” She scrambled into the narrow boat. “Let us go then and escape. Just for a little while, at least. Until I’m ready to come back.”

      “Yes.” The Duke of Fenmore gave her an oddly boyish smile that crinkled up the corners of his eyes, and softened his narrow face, and made him appear young and almost vulnerable.

      As if he were taking as big a chance as she. “Yes. Just for a little while.”
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      Tanner wasted no time. Before the rest of the restless, jangling energy still coursing through him was spent, he used it to shuck the detestable gloves that made him into a gentleman, wrap his itchy hands around the oars, and slip the skiff out of the boathouse.

      He pointed the bow into the stream of the river, and put his back into it.

      With luck, he might be able to get well away before she discovered his guile in exaggerating the nearness of the intruders.

      His ears had told him there had been at least one person coming for the boathouse with a purposeful stride, but as much as he wanted to appease his curiosity about whom that person might have been, Tanner stuck purposefully to his first and only object—to take Lady Claire to safety.

      He settled into a steady, hard rhythm, propelling them smoothly downstream on the slack tide, and calming the jangling excitement he always got when he’d stolen something and gotten away clean.

      He rowed them past the town on the south bank and toward Richmond Bridge at a rate designed to carry them well away from the house for long enough to safely compromise Lady Claire Jellicoe—albeit in a much more civilized and manifestly less criminal manner than the bastard Rosing had attempted.

      Just for a little while.

      Because a little while was all it would take. With that luck he had always been able to count upon—along with stealth and guile—neither Lady Claire nor her father, the Earl Sanderson, would object when Tanner silenced any hint of scandal by making his very handsome offer for her hand.

      But none of this did he share with Lady Claire. He saved his breath to cool his porridge, and acted the gentleman.

      He let the smooth simplicity of the river work its peace on the still-shaken young lady who gripped the thin rail of the small vessel so tightly the ridges of her knuckles stood out through her gloves.

      He wanted to tell her that it would be all right, that she was unharmed and whole and safe.

      But he knew such empty platitudes were not the truth—he wasn’t a rapist, but he was making his play for her just as surely as that bastard Rosing had.

      So he shut his gob, and rowed on for a mile or so downstream. Once past the dark eaves of Richmond Bridge, which marked the end of the town, the only sounds were the steady stroke of the oars, the lapping of the river against the banks, and the thick, peaceful hush of the summer night.

      There was enough of a moon so that as he sat with his back to the streaming moonlight, his face remained in shadow. He could gaze at her undetected, and watch the luminous oval of her face as the quiet of the river wrapped itself around her.

      She sighed as if she were trying to exhale her ordeal from her lungs.

      “Wouldn’t it be lovely if one could always just float away from one’s problems so easily?”

      “No.”

      Her bright, wounded gaze sought his through the shelter of the dark. “Why not? Are you so cynical and hard of heart that you wouldn’t allow yourself—wouldn’t allow me—the kindness of forgetfulness?”

      “I am not a cynic. I am a realist. You’ve still got blood on your face. And there”—he nudged his chin at her—“on your mouth. His blood, I should think. Did you bite him?”

      “Oh, God.” Her voice became smaller, hiding, as if she were not at all sure she should admit to such a vicious, unladylike action. “Yes.”

      He would disabuse her of such a ridiculous notion. “Good. That will mark him. With luck it might fester as well. Bites are notoriously septic things.”

      Even bites from immaculate young ladies like Lady Claire Jellicoe, who tore off her soiled gloves, and leaned over the gunwale of the narrow vessel as if she were about to shoot the cat.

      Tanner shipped his oars so he might be ready to assist her if she needed support being quietly sick over the side.

      But she did not vomit. She took another deep, shaky breath, and pulled her tattered composure together enough to dunk his handkerchief into the clear, dark water, and apply it to her face.

      She closed her eyes as the cool wetness settled against her abraded skin. “I do wish I could just float away. Float away and forget it. As if it never happened.”

      Tanner heard the hurt and bewilderment in her voice, and made his own gentler. “Then that is what we shall try to do. At least for a little while.”

      He took up the oars again, aiming to take them around the small island that shimmered darkly off the north bank. Beyond the island was nothing but empty countryside of pastures and woods. Too far for them to go this night.

      But he could stop himself from saying, “But there is as much danger in forgetting, as there was in not anticipating the trouble in the first place.”

      But even as he said the words, he knew he liked—no, liked was far too tame a word. He idolized, he was obsessed with Lady Claire Jellicoe precisely because she was so sweet and so optimistic and so sunny a person that she could never have conceived of the idea that Rosing could wish her such malicious harm.

      He could excuse her entirely. But others—her father the earl, her brother the viscount, and all the so-called men of the world who turned a blind eye to Rosing’s predations because he was “one of them”—those men Tanner held accountable. And as for Rosing himself⁠—

      Tanner felt the black, icy rage grip him again. He should have killed the bastard.

      He would kill him if given another chance.

      Lady Claire Jellicoe was not so decided—she was still trying to sort out the tangle of emotions that looked to be knotting her into a tight, miserable ball. “Yes. I know you’re right. But it’s just so...”

      “So hard. Yes.”

      “Yes.” She looked at him, and eased a bit from her cramped posture. “Thank you. For being so understanding. And for bloody well laying him out like an undertaker.”

      God’s balls. Curse words aside, laying him out like an undertaker was a turn of phrase so improbable, so cant, and so directly from his own misbegotten youth that Tanner was startled out of his easy rhythm. The idiom was vulgar, street thieves’ cant of a sort that an innocent young woman like Lady Claire Jellicoe ought never have even heard.

      “Where on earth did you learn that sort of talk?”

      There, in the wash of moonlight, was the small beginning of a rueful smile—the first smile she had ever smiled for him—pressing up the corner of her lips. “I have brothers.”

      Tanner did not have brothers, and so did not entirely take her meaning.

      But he must have frowned at her, because Lady Claire Jellicoe answered his silence. “I have three brothers, to be exact, and they are full of what my father calls ‘buckish slang.’ But I like the way they talk. And I liked that they have always done that sort of thing for me—lay impertinent fellows out like undertakers. My brother Will was especially good at what one might call personal justice. Do you remember him? Rather like you, it turns out.”

      She stared at him for a long moment, before she turned her troubled, wistful face up to the moon. “But I wish... I wish I knew how to do that for myself. To use my fives, as my brothers say. I had a friend once...one of my sisters-in-law, now. Mrs. Jellicoe, not the Viscountess Jeffrey, who is also my sister-in-law. Do you know them—they’re sisters? No? Well, she would have known what to do, Antigone. She would have been able to stop him, Lord Peter.” Another sigh wrestled it’s way out of her lungs. “I couldn’t. I couldn’t do anything. I just felt so...absolutely powerless. So entirely useless.”

      Useless. This he understood.

      It was one of his greatest fears that somehow, someday, someone was going to find that he was entirely useless—a pretender of a duke. A sham of a man. Nothing but a creature of stealth and guile.

      Lady Claire Jellicoe wasn’t a sham. She was everything he was not. Polished and easy. Elegant and refined. She belonged to her world in a way he never could—his exact opposite in every way.

      Which was why he idolized her. If she had not existed precisely the way she was—beautiful and immaculate—he could not have thought her up and made her any more ideal.

      And yet in the quiet intimacy of the skiff, she looked more real, if such a thing were possible.

      It was possible, if only because he had idolized her from afar for all these past years—ever since the year she had turned seventeen and made her come out—and never before sought to make her real.

      But up close, she looked so much less perfect now, with her hair coming down from its pins, and the breeze blowing one or two fine strands loose across her damaged face. It made her more approachable. More human, and fallible, and frail.

      Infinitely more beautiful.

      And more vulnerable.

      And that was his fault. He should have found a way to stop Rosing sooner, before the bastard ever set his eyes on Lady Claire Jellicoe, who was now wrapping her arms about her torso, hugging herself. She was shivering in the warm summer air, her skin shining white with gooseflesh in the moonlight.

      “You’re cold.” She might also be suffering from the shock of the bastard’s assaulting her like a ravening beast, but the effects were just the same—she was shaking.

      Tanner once more shipped the oars, and let the skiff drift where it would on the outgoing tide, while he shucked himself out of his form-fitting evening coat.

      And then he leaned forward to wrap it carefully around Lady Claire’s shoulders.

      She let him, and clasped her hands into the coat’s lapels gratefully, even as she looked away in embarrassment. “I’m sorry. Thank you. I just feel so...so stupid. So inadequate. I don’t know what I would have done if you have not come.”

      He knew exactly what Rosing would have done—which was why Tanner had followed them. He felt the icy rage, the cold, smoldering fury, flare up within him, but he leashed it, a power to use later, when he might have need of it. Not now. Not with her.

      “You would have managed something. You did bite him.”

      “Yes.” Another sigh, but this one was perhaps less forlorn and more resolved. “How clever you are to have noticed that.”

      Tanner tried not to succumb the bitter thrill of pride welling within his chest. He knew he was clever—it was how he and his sister, who was cleverer still, had stayed alive all those stealthy, guileful years they had prowled the streets. It was why the Admiralty had kept its grappling hooks firmly into him even when he became the Duke of Fenmore, using him much as they had his brother-in-law, Captain Hugh McAlden, before him—making the most of his unique, larcenous abilities for the benefit of King, country and Admiralty with no one the wiser.

      But it was strange to find himself the object of Lady Claire Jellicoe’s admiration for being so. And for some reason he didn’t want to examine too closely, he found himself wanting to impress her even more by his cleverness.

      “His hand was bloody. Back there on the ground. His palm. Only logical explanation was that you had bitten him. You’d have gone on in the same vein.”

      “You’re being kind again. And I thank you for it.” Her voice grew small and tight, and she seemed to shrink into the folds of his coat. “But I’m afraid you’re wrong. I don’t think I could have done much else.” The dark fabric swallowed her up until all he could see was the shining crown of her blonde head in the moonlight. “I hate it. Feeling so...powerless. Powerless to help myself.”

      And because Tanner knew exactly what that felt like—the aching, gnawing desperation of having no good choices, or no choices at all—he could not stand for her to feel that way.

      “I could teach you.”

      Her face turned up toward him, and she looked at him now with the same sort of strange fascination as she had in the boathouse—as if she could not quite allow herself to believe him.

      “Would you? Would you really?”

      “Yes.” Tanner heard his voice come out of his mouth, firm and secure. Sure. As if he really could teach an immaculate, innocent young woman like Lady Claire Jellicoe how to defend herself like a brawling, barely civilized street rat.

      As if he did it every day of the week. “I could teach you to take care of yourself. To notice things—the important things—so you’re never again put in a position like you were with Rosing.”

      “Never again,” she echoed. And then her face cleared, and she looked once again like his immaculate angel. “I’d like that. I’d like that above all things.”

      Tanner felt a smile soften the harsh planes of his face. “Good. We can start this moment.

      Close your eyes.”

      The directive brought the tense, guarded look back to her face—she narrowed her eyes, staring and searching in the moonlight for a keener glimpse of him, and her hand strayed toward the sleek gun at her side, her fingertips seeking it out in the dark.

      “Why?” Her voice was quiet and tight.

      “Because I want you to understand how to take in all the information from your surroundings. I want you to understand that you already know things you don’t realize you already know.”

      And because she did not answer, but continued to look at him with her doubt all but written across her face, he added. “I promise you no harm. And I am a man of my word.”

      Lady Claire Jellicoe weighed the merit of his assertion for a long time before she finally said, “Yes, I suppose you are, aren’t you? All right.”

      And she did slowly close her eyes.

      But, he noticed, she took surreptitious possession of the gun. Clever girl.

      He rewarded her for it. “Excellent. And you’ve already done the first thing to make yourself safer, taking hold of the gun. But the way you’re holding it, I can see that you are unfamiliar with firearms. Actually—open your eyes. If you’ll give me leave?” He took the gun from her hands to reposition it. “We’ll start with this.”

      It was both remarkable and, from his point of view, rather criminal that her father, or one of her surplus of brothers had never taught her even the rudiments of shooting. If he did nothing else he would remedy that.

      “This is a Royal Navy, sea service-style flintlock pistol, with flat stepped locks with half-cock safeties, waterproof pans, roller frizzens, and reinforced cocks. Take hold of it firmly—point it away. The gun is loaded. Always point it away from a person—or an animal for that matter—unless you mean to aim it at them. Never aim your gun at anyone or anything which you are not prepared to shoot. And kill. Do you understand?”

      “You must have a good deal of experience with guns.”

      “Yes.” He did, in fact, have rather a lot of experience of guns, among other weapons. He had learned how to handle and fire pistols in his short stint in the navy as a boy, and he had fired hunting pieces as part of his later training in the gentlemanly art of shooting.

      But gentlemen generally didn’t carry firearms the likes of his pistol. Or the long knife in his custom-made boot. Or the blade up his bespoke, tailored sleeve.

      But he was no gentleman.

      And being a lady had only served Lady Claire Jellicoe ill this night.

      “It’s at half cock, and the frizzen is closed. Which means that it’s been loaded and primed. Powder is in the pan, under the pan cover, which is this part of the frizzen, here.” He pointed to the striking plate. “That lock mechanism there, the hammer, when toggled back thusly”—he put the weapon into her hand, and closed his own larger fingers around hers, helping her to thumb the cock fully back—“means you’re ready to fire.”

      He would have raised her arm up beneath his, in order to show her how to steady her arm and take aim.

      But his brain—the intricate, organized, resourceful brain that had seen him through thirty-odd astonishingly full years of use—refused to do his bidding.

      Because beneath his palm, her skin was soft. So astonishingly, exceedingly, innocently soft. Softer than morning air. Softer than wonder.

      And he could only wonder at how small and delicate, and nearly fragile the bones beneath her extraordinary skin felt under the crude, dexterous strength of his hand.

      He had never touched her, never been so close to her before.

      So close the damp, liquid smell of the river faded away, and there was nothing but her. Nothing but orange blossom and lily and rose, and something beyond mere perfume.

      Something that confused and unhinged and liberated him all at once.

      He could have recited the scientific nomenclature for the oxidized alcohols and esters and compounds that gave her orange blossom fragrance the subtle welcoming hint of nutmeg, but he had no words, no knowledge, to combat what the scent of her did to his brain, and how it made him want to do more than cover her hand.

      How it made him want to cover her entire body with his own, and feel every delicate bone and sweet muscle in her body, explore every elegant sinew, and hold the fey weight of her in his arms as if he could subsume her into himself. How he wanted to do so with a sudden swiftness that shocked him to his core.

      Because he knew he would no longer be able to merely worship her from afar.

      And so he slid closer to her, down on his knees in front of the stern seat, lifting his elbow over her head so he could line his right arm up with hers, and show her how to sight.

      All along the length of his arm, where the linen of his shirtsleeve lay over the material of his own coat covering her, he felt the heat and slight, fine-boned tension of her beneath fanning across his skin.

      “And then?”

      He felt, more than heard, her quiet question hum into his chest. She was looking up at him, so close the moonlight poured into her eyes, and lit her like a beacon.

      And all he could think was how much he wanted to kiss her.

      And then she turned her head sharply away.

      God’s balls. It was as if he had forgotten what had happened only half of an hour ago. And that there was a gun in his hands.

      A loaded, primed and cocked gun, ready to fire.

      He was a cad. An armed, dangerous, guileful cad, who was not worthy of her. And he proved it by shutting down all sensation but the feel of her finger under his on the trigger.

      “And then we squeeze.”

      Within a second, the slick sound of the flint hitting spark was drowned out in the echoing roar of the deafening explosion as the gun spat its bullet over the still surface of the water, and sped into the dark, silent wood behind the bank.

      Her arm gave way immediately—she would have dropped the weapon if he had not held her there, buoyed by his strength and by his resolve to stay there, close to her, as long as possible. As long as she would allow.

      But her arm, and indeed her whole body, began to tremble, and he made himself slide away from her, and let her be.

      “Well done for your first time. There’s more to it, of course—the need to have a good, well-made lock, and keep a sharp flint, and a well-tempered frizzen, as well as proper loading, priming, and a proper touchhole.”

      He was blathering—something he never did. Or had never done before.

      But he had never been so close to Lady Claire Jellicoe before. Her nearness unhinged him, opening some heretofore-leashed part of his character. She made him a stranger to himself.

      She placed the spent pistol on the seat beside her, and looked at it for a long moment, and he, who saw people think just as clearly as if he were reading a broadsheet, had absolutely no idea of her thoughts.

      And so he—who never babbled—babbled on. “Even though the charge is now spent, you can still use the pistol as a weapon, if you take hold of the barrel with a backward grip, so you can backhand the butt of the gun across your attacker’s face at a moment’s notice if they make the mistake of thinking to act like Rosing.”

      Which was exactly the wrong thing to say.

      She folded herself back into the sanctuary of his coat, and turned to look over the water in the direction the gun had fired. “I hope to God I didn’t hit anyone, or anything.”

      They were passing the along the unpopulated expanse of the Old Deer Park, the acres of former Royal hunting grounds that had originally made Richmond a retreat for the nobility.

      “Only people in this wood this time of night are poachers.” Who might be expected to have earned whatever stray bullets came their way.

      He, of course, was contrary enough to have a rather brotherly feeling for the poachers, despite being a duke. Honor among thieves, and all that.

      “Thank you for the lesson in shooting.” Despite her discomfort, she was nothing if not unfailingly polite.

      “I can teach you more.” He hoped his offer didn’t sound as salacious aloud as it did in the depths of his mind.

      It must not have, because she brightened a little—a star coming out from behind the night clouds—and said, “What else?”

      “Just listen.” With another quick glance over his shoulder, he steered the skiff toward the quieter seclusion of the trailing boughs of a tall willow tree that marked the boundary of the Old Deer Park, where the river turned toward the vast Royal Botanic Gardens at Kew.

      Which meant that they had already come much farther than he had planned. Which also meant that the tide had begun its ebb, flowing downstream toward the city of London.

      But the woods were soft and quiet and peaceful. And she was not ready to go back.

      So he plied them along the south bank where an industrious river vole was dragging a green reed into his hole beneath the willow’s roots. The trees overhead were full of drowsy insect sounds. “What do you hear?”

      In the cathedral-like quiet of the trees’ sanctuary, the river quieted until to a low gurgle.

      “The water,” she said. “The river, with the water lapping against the bank. And the night wind, rustling low through the trees.”

      “Yes. Very good. All information you can use.”

      “But it sounds the same as when I went out with Rosing. Were the bush crickets supposed to warn me as I went down the lawn? Did I fail to heed their warning?”

      “No.” He could hear her self-remonstrance and frustration, and understand how little it seemed to make sense to her. “But there were other clues in Rosing’s behavior. In his look.”

      She had opened her eyes and was staring at him now, her eyes wide and velvet dark with something stronger than frustration. “I should have read his intent in his look?”

      “Yes.” There was no kinder way to say it.

      He half-expected her to dissolve into sloppy tears—innumerable women had at his blunt assertions. But even that might be for the good—many women seemed to believe quite strongly in the efficacy of what they called a good cry.

      But she surprised him with her depth of character. “You mean I should have given him greater scrutiny of my own before I accepted his—or rather his father’s—invitation to dance, and especially to walk in the garden. I should not have trusted that just because he’s the Marquess of Hadleigh’s heir he wouldn’t be a bloody bounder.”

      He would have smiled at her cursing if he hadn’t been so instantly furious. At Rosing. And at himself. “Yes. Exactly.”

      Because the truth was that every man was a bounder—himself included. And refined, polite young women were easy targets. It was all the confining codes of ladylike behavior—of always having to be civil and passively polite that got immaculate, refined young women into such monstrous trouble.

      This was one of the twisted coils of his obsession with her—the innocence he adored in her was what had made her unsafe.

      Perhaps she was thinking the same, for she pleated her forehead into an angelic frown. “I should have paid attention to his hands. They were clenched into fists, I think, opening and closing in...anticipation before he took my arm. I thought perhaps he was nervous around me. Men often are.”

      That fucking, fucking bastard. Tanner should have killed him when he had the chance.

      Planning, all the time he had this exquisite young woman in his arms on the dance floor, to defile her. “Excellent observation.”

      “And now that I think on it, his breathing was strange. Exercised. I think I thought him out of breath from the dance. But I wasn’t out of breath—it was an easy country dance. And you’re not breathing hard, even though you are exercising. You’re breathing evenly, in and out, even as you do all the work to ply the oars.”

      Tanner tried to muffle the deep sound of satisfaction her observation startled out of him. She wasn’t meant to notice him—no one ever noticed him. He was the one who was meant to notice others. He was the one who was meant to pass unseen.

      She had certainly never seen him before. If her eyes had ever lit upon him, it was only in mistake, for she would look past him, or turn away, or step so that some piece of architecture, or the voluminous plumage of a matron’s turban blocked her vision.

      But now Lady Claire Jellicoe was noticing him, and it made him feel the need to draw air deep, deep into his lungs. It made the muscles of his arms sing with awareness, and made the skin of his palms itch against the smooth handles of the oars.

      Tanner took a hard stroke to exercise such demons, and turn the skiff. It was time he took them back. Past time.

      They had been away more than long enough to effectively compromise her. And long enough for her to start to trust him, so that when his offer was made, she would at least consider it in a favorable light.

      And he would also need to get back to deal with Rosing before anyone else found him.

      Lady Claire gripped the rail of the skiff as they turned. “Are we going back to— Oh!”

      They both had to grapple for balance as the skiff rammed into something—something large that floated out from a small side eddy of flotsam, mixed with toppled branches, and made a small dam of sorts.

      “What on earth was that?” Lady Claire’s breathless query sounded as if it were from far away.

      Because Tanner had turned on his thwart to peer hard over his shoulder, and identify the obstruction. And he saw the one thing he had not prepared himself for this evening.

      A sodden tangle of clothing.

      Floating facedown in the river.

      A body.

      Quite, quite dead.
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      His Grace the Duke of Fenmore let out an oath so blue Claire felt the tips of her ears turn crimson.

      It brought the fear back, hollowing out her chest. “Your Grace! What is that?”

      He was turned away, leaning over the side. But his voice came back to her, low and clear. And as chilly and relentless as ever. “It’s a body.”

      Claire was sure she would have gasped if she had been able to draw breath. She couldn’t manage to make a sound over the fresh horror throttling down her throat, and cold slid under her skin leaving a trail of tingling gooseflesh.

      His Grace must have taken her silence for misunderstanding. He turned to look back at her and clarified, “A dead body. A woman’s.”

      “No. Yes.” Claire had to put her hand over her mouth to keep from spilling any more nonsensical idiocy in the face of such tragedy. Her hand shook against her mouth, trembling and cold. Cold like the water, and the night air, and every part of her.

      And then panic flared, hot and burning. “Oh, God. Did I shoot her?”

      “No. I am quite sure—” His Grace looked away, and then back at her again, those disconcertingly unreadable eyes of his glinting in the shaded moonlight. And his mouth was curving. “You did not.”

      “Are you— Are you smiling?” She could hear both horror and outrage in her voice.

      “Apologies.” There was self-censure in his voice, but the grim little grin didn’t leave his face.

      “You are smiling.” Her voice was all accusation now. “Are you glad? Are you mad?”

      “No. I am outraged.” He said it simply, as if it were a cold, commonplace fact, and not heated ice in his voice. “Just like you.”

      “Then why are you smiling?” He was such a strange, faraway man. He made no sense whatsoever.

      “Because this—this dead girl—is something I know how do something about. Because there are no coincidences.” His voice held more than vehemence—it held conviction. “Now, I am afraid we can’t leave her in the water. I’m going to take her on board. Can you help to balance the boat while I do so?”

      “I— Yes.” Claire grasped the rails obediently. She would do anything he asked, so long as she didn’t have to touch, or even look at the body.

      At the woman. The poor dead woman.

      Unlike her, His Grace the Duke of Fenmore was calm and composed, and surprisingly competent at heaving a dead woman out of the water with a minimum amount of fuss—surprisingly because Claire would never have thought the man who propped up ballroom walls with such aloof disinterest could be so capable.

      But there was nothing aloof about him now as he worked the sodden, lifeless bundle into the bow of the skiff. His Grace was all lean shoulders, long arms, and efficient sinew beneath his shirtsleeves.

      He was a different-looking fellow

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/heading-swash-ornate-screen.png





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Praise for Elizabeth Essex’s Books
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Dedication
      


      		
        Author’s Note
      


      		
        Prologue
      


      		
        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
      


      		
        Chapter 24
      


      		
        Chapter 25
      


      		
        Chapter 26
      


      		
        Epilogue
      


      		
        Thank You from the Author
      


      		
        Across a Ballroom
      


      		
        About the Author
      


      		
        Excerpt from A Scandal to Remember
      


      		
        Also by Elizabeth Essex
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		About the Author


      		Also by Elizabeth Essex


    


  



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/ats-cover-copy.jpg
A RECKLESS BRIDES NOVEL

-LIZABETH

SSEX

“Deliciously sexy romance...I will read anything Elizabeth Essex writes!”
~New York Times Bestselling Author, Celeste Bradley






OEBPS/images/logo-re-design.jpg
OLVERHEBERBOOKS.





