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            PRAISE FOR HELEN HARDT

          

        

      

    

    
      “This book was fantastic! It was steamy, funny, romantic, and just about any other emotion you can think of…”

      ~Steamy Book Mama on Lily and the Duke

      

      “The writing was fast paced and hot for a historical romance…with lots of chemistry…and a lot of fun!

      ~Bound by Books on Lily and the Duke

      

      “Helen Hardt is a master at making you fall for the bad boy.”

      ~Words We Love By on Savage Sin 

      

      “Hardt spins erotic gold…”

      ~Publishers Weekly on Follow Me Darkly

      

      “22 Best Erotic Novels to Read”

      ~Marie Claire Magazine on Follow Me Darkly

      

      “Intensely erotic and wildly emotional…”

      ~New York Times bestselling author Lisa Renee Jones on Follow Me Darkly

      

      “With an edgy, enigmatic hero and loads of sexual tension, Helen Hardt's fast-paced Follow Me Darkly had me turning pages late into the night!”

      ~New York Times bestselling author J. Kenner on Follow Me Darkly

      

      “Christian, Gideon, and now…Braden Black.”

      ~Books, Wine, and Besties on Follow Me Darkly

      

      “This red-hot tale will have readers fanning themselves.”

      ~Publishers Weekly on Blush

      

      “Scintillating…”

      ~Publishers Weekly on Bloom

      

      “An absolute must-read. With its engaging plot and enthralling characters, this novel keeps you hooked from start to finish.”

      ~The Llama Library on Bloom

      

      “Helen's intelligent writing style and skills have made this story a must-read.”

      ~FireSerene Reads on Bloom

      

      “It's hot, it's intense, and the plot starts off thick and had me completely spellbound from page one.”

      ~The Sassy Nerd Blog on Rebel

      

      “Craving is the jaw-dropping book you need to read!”

      ~New York Times bestselling author Lisa Renee Jones on Craving

      

      "Completely raw and addictive."

      ~#1 New York Times bestselling author Meredith Wild on Craving

      

      “Talon has hit my top five list…up there next to Jamie Fraser and Gideon Cross.”

      ~USA Today bestselling author Angel Payne on Craving

      

      “Talon and Jade’s instant chemistry heats up the pages…”

      ~RT Book Reviews on Craving

      

      “Sorry Christian and Gideon, there’s a new heartthrob for you to contend with. Meet Talon. Talon Steel.”

      ~Booktopia on Craving

      

      “Such a beautiful torment—the waiting, the anticipation, the relief that only comes briefly before more questions arise, and the wait begins again… Check. Mate. Ms. Hardt…”

      ~Bare Naked Words on Craving

      

      “Made my heart stop in my chest. Helen has given us such a heartbreakingly beautiful series.”

      ~Tina, Bookalicious Babes on the Steel Brothers Saga

      

      “An enthralling and rousing vampire tale that will leave readers waiting for the sequel.”

      ~Kirkus Reviews on Unchained

      

      "Dangerous and sexy. A new favorite!"

      ~New York Times bestselling author Alyssa Day on Unchained

      

      “A dark, intoxicating tale.”

      ~Library Journal on Unchained

      

      “Helen Hardt has some kind of skill I don’t have the words to describe. Her writing is addictive. She sucked in my mind and I just don’t want to read anything but her right now!”

      ~OMGReads Blog

      

      “Helen Hardt…is a master story teller.”

      ~Small Town Book Nerd

    

  


  
    
      
        
        In memory of

        William Charles Betcher

        1936 — 2015

        Rest in peace, Daddy.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONFESSIONS OF LADY PRUDENCE

          

          BY MADAME O

        

      

    

    
      My Dearest Amelia,

      Forgive me for not having written in several weeks, but I had terrible sickness on the ship home. I miss you so, and I especially miss all the fun and frolic we shared whilst I visited you on holiday in the Americas.

      I was no sooner back in our London townhome when Auntie Beatrice insisted that I begin art lessons. Amelia, I can’t draw a straight line to save my own soul. Art lessons? Truly? I dreaded the very thought. An hour several times per week listening to some old codger preach the virtues of light and dark hardly excited me, and I possess the artistic talent of a tomato. But Auntie would not be swayed. So yesterday, I began.

      My instructor, rather than the foul old lech I imagined, is a young Frenchman. I nearly swooned when I saw him, Amelia, so beautiful is he. Dark hair and simmering brown eyes…and the way he looked at me… My quim started pulsing just from his gaze upon me.

      “You must be Lady Prudence,” he said with a smile.

      I let out a sigh. “I am.”

      “It is a pleasure.” He took my hand and kissed it. “I am Christophe Bertrand.”

      Oh, Amelia, he is a delicacy. How my stomach fluttered when he brushed his lips over my hand. I thought perhaps I could learn something after all. He set up two easels and placed canvases upon them. We spent the next hour learning and mixing color, until he finally turned to me.

      “Forgive me, my lady, but I find I can no longer ignore your beauty.”

      My cheeks heated to blazing, Amelia. I am quite sure they were redder than the crimson paint on the palette.

      “Monsieur Bertrand… Our lesson…”

      He took my hand and kissed it again, this time letting his lips linger just a touch longer. A surge charged straight to my cunny, and a slight moan escaped my lips.

      “My lady, beauty such as yours is a rare gift. Please, if you would allow me to paint you—”

      “Paint me?” I stood, aghast.

      He wanted to paint me? I’d been so hoping he might want to kiss me. Truly kiss me, the way you did, Amelia, and the way Broderick and Miles did when the four of us were together. What wonderful times we had!

      “Yes, my lady. Your azure eyes, your raven hair, your lips the color of the rarest ruby—you are stunning. If you would allow it, I will find some way to compensate you for your time. I’m a man of modest means, but I could make your lessons gratis.”

      “My aunt is paying for the lessons,” said I.

      “Perhaps if I spoke with her—”

      “No!” I screamed.

      Can you imagine? Prudish Auntie Beatrice allowing me to pose for this young man? It would never happen. And suddenly, Amelia, I wanted him to paint me. I wanted it more than my next breath of fresh air. More even than a kiss from him.

      “Monsieur Bertrand”—I smiled coquettishly, or so I hoped—“I would be happy to pose for you. Gratis.”

      “Outstanding!” His grin lit up his face. “When may we begin?”

      “How about now?”

      “Well, I do have some time presently,” he said. “Perhaps we could go out of doors. The afternoon sunlight would highlight your lovely fair complexion.”

      “No.” I touched his arm lightly. Such sparks I felt! “You will paint me here, in the parlor.” I walked to the door and turned the key in the lock. “And you will paint me nude.”
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      Brighton Estate, Wiltshire, England

      July, 1853

      “I’m going to sleep with Mr. Landon.”

      Lady Sophie MacIntyre abruptly straightened her back and dropped her crocheting to the floor with a soft thud. “Excuse me?”

      “There’s not a thing wrong with your hearing, Sophie dear.” Lady Alexandra MacIntyre smiled. “I said I’m going to sleep with Mr. Landon.”

      Sophie picked up her crocheting and let out a sigh. “I’m not in the slightest mood for one of your jokes, Ally.”

      “Who is joking?”

      “For goodness’ sake. You don’t expect me to believe—”

      Alexandra stood, held up a hand to stop her sister’s words, and placed her own knitting in the basket next to her. She wasn’t joking. She’d been waiting months now for Mr. Nathan Landon to propose marriage to her, and she was damned tired of his foolish trifling. “I certainly do expect you to believe it. I’ve allowed him so many liberties I’m beginning to feel like I’ve already lost my virginity. Yet nothing. No promises from him, not even a bloody ‘I love you.’”

      “Have you considered,” Sophie said, “that perhaps it’s because you’ve allowed him so many liberties that he’s not taking you more seriously?”

      “Don’t be silly. I haven’t allowed him liberties to get him to propose marriage. I’ve allowed him the liberties because I wanted to.”

      “Ally…”

      “Have you never been curious, sister dear?”

      Sophie’s cheeks reddened. “I’m as curious as anyone, but I know my place.”

      “You and Van Arden never—”

      “Of course not!” Sophie said hotly. “Not even a kiss.”

      “You’re missing out on life’s pleasures, then.”

      “I’ve no interest in—”

      “Oh, Sophie, please spare me the self-righteous drivel. You just admitted to curiosity. We’re all interested. Lily and Rose both slept with their husbands before marriage. And while it might have been behavior to expect from Lily, it was not from Rose. Yet she did it.”

      “Still, Ally, if it’s marriage you’re after, perhaps you should not have let him have so many liberties.”

      “And you think he would have proposed by now if I hadn’t allowed the kissing?”

      “I think it’s a distinct possibility.”

      Ally rolled her eyes. No man in the world would marry a woman just to get into her drawers. There were places one could go to get that. And with Mr. Landon’s money, he could have as much as he wanted. “I disagree, dear, but it’s quite a moot point. I’ve allowed the liberties, and I can’t take them back. Nor do I want to. I enjoyed it.”

      “And now you think to give him the ultimate liberty?”

      “Yes.”

      “Whatever for?”

      Ally smiled deviously. “So you can catch us, of course.”
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        * * *

      

      Lord Evan Xavier entered his father’s mansion on the Brighton Estate, handing his riding gloves to the butler.

      “I trust your ride was pleasant, my lord?”

      “Yes, thank you, Graves. Are my stepsisters at home?”

      “Ladies Sophie and Alexandra are in the front parlor.”

      “Thank you.” Evan turned and headed up the long staircase to the second level, his goal to get as far away from the front parlor as possible. He didn’t want to deal with his stepsisters at the moment, especially Alexandra, who had lately turned into the very bane of his existence.

      Their newly wedded parents had left for the continent nearly a month ago, and while they were abroad, the girls were Evan’s responsibility. His father, David, the Earl of Brighton, and his new stepmother, Iris, the girls’ mother, were desperately in love with each other, and Evan didn’t expect them home anytime soon. He normally enjoyed having the estate to himself when his father was away, but now… Well, he was no longer alone.

      He found sanctuary in his own suite of rooms on the third level. The girls would never dream of setting foot there. He dismissed Redmond, his valet, and stripped off his riding clothes himself. After cleaning up, he lay on his bed and closed his eyes. Only a bloody hour until dinnertime…
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        * * *

      

      “Catch you?” Sophie said, her green eyes wide. “Have you lost your mind?”

      “Of course not. You catch us, and you tell our new stepfather, the esteemed Earl of Brighton, and he will force Mr. Landon to do right by me.” Ally smiled. The plan was brilliant. No one would think for a moment that her sweet and prudish older sister had made up the tale. And their new stepfather had already proven himself to be vastly overprotective.

      “Absolutely not.” Sophie vehemently shook her head. “I’ll not take part in this ridiculous scheme.”

      “But you must, Sophie. Everyone will know you’re telling the truth.”

      “This is a truth I want no part of. Please reconsider, Ally. You’ll be ruined.”

      “Do you think I care about being ruined? I want to be married, and Mr. Landon is my choice.”

      “Do you love him?”

      “What does that matter?”

      “It’s the only thing that matters. Just ask Lily or Rose.”

      “Lily and Rose both made fine matches,” Ally said, “and I’m thrilled for them. But I’m not going to wait around forever. I want Mr. Landon.”

      “You want his million pounds.”

      “I’ve made no secret of that. But I do care for him. He’s kind, and he makes me laugh.”

      “But do you love him?”

      “Yes, I think I might.” It wasn’t exactly a lie. Ally enjoyed his conversation and his kisses, and she loved him as one might love a friend.

      “Then you don’t. Both Lily and Rose say you’ll know when you’re in love with a man.”

      “Perhaps Lily and Rose are wrong. Did you ever consider that?”

      “No.”

      Honestly, Ally hadn’t considered it either. “Then perhaps Mr. Landon is my true love after all, even though I don’t feel the fireworks that Lily and Rose felt. After all, that crone at the Midsummer Festival said my true love was closer than I knew.”

      “First of all, I don’t believe any old crone knows anything,” Sophie said. “But even if she does, what makes you think she’s talking about Mr. Landon?”

      “Who else in the world could she be talking about?”

      Sophie sighed. “I’m sorry. I won’t take part in your scheme. I cannot, in good conscience.”

      Her sister’s reaction didn’t surprise Ally in the least. But no worry. She’d simply go to London on her own, find someone else to help her, and seduce Mr. Landon into taking her to bed. How difficult could it be?

      She turned toward the parlor door when it opened.

      “My ladies,” Graves said, “dinner is served.”

      “Thank you, Graves.” Sophie stood. “Will Lord Evan be joining us?”

      “Yes, my lady. He returned a little less than an hour past.”

      “Lovely,” Sophie said.

      Yes, lovely. That was all Ally needed—her stuffy new stepbrother hindering her every movement. Well, she was going to London, no matter what he had to say about it.

      Ally took her place at the small table in the informal dining room. Taking meals with only her sister and her new stepbrother for the past month had become tedious. Sophie hardly said a word unless Ally or Evan engaged her, and Evan rarely engaged either one of them. He still wasn’t quite comfortable with their parents’ marriage, and he made no secret of it.

      When Evan entered, Ally’s heart lurched. She couldn’t help it. As much as he tried her patience, he was a beautiful man. A former oarsman at school, he was big and muscular, with blondish hair and warm brown eyes. His high cheekbones, slender nose, and broad jawline formed near masculine perfection. He resembled his father, and Ally had no trouble imagining her mother being swept away by the earl twenty years ago, even though she’d been married at the time. Married, of course, to the girls’ tyrant of a father who’d abused all three of them and left them penniless due to his negligence and reckless spending.

      “Good evening, Sophie, Alexandra,” Evan said, taking his seat at the head of the table.

      “Good evening, E-Evan.” Sophie blushed.

      Ally couldn’t help smiling. Sophie still had issue with using Evan’s Christian name. Always true to convention, her sister. Timid and shy to a fault, Sophie often stammered around new people—though Evan was hardly new in their lives. Before their parents had married a month ago, he’d been courting their cousin Lady Rose Jameson. But Rose had loved another and was now married to Cameron Price-Adams, the Earl of Thornton and heir to a marquessate.

      “Yes, good evening,” Ally said.

      “I trust your day passed pleasantly,” Evan said.

      “Yes, of course. And yours?” Ally asked.

      “Pleasant indeed.”

      Of all the insufferable small talk! As if he gave a care about their day. About as much as she cared about his.

      “I’m going to London.” There. That would get his attention.

      Evan looked up from his soup. “I beg pardon?”

      “Ally…” Sophie began.

      “I said I’m going to London. I have a dear friend whom I would like to visit, and she is excited to receive me.”

      Evan cleared his throat. “And who is this friend, might I ask?”

      Ally smiled, thinking quickly. “Miss…Prudence…Spofford. She is expecting my visit. I’ll be leaving on the morrow.”

      Evan looked to Sophie. “And I suppose you will go with her?”

      Sophie shook her head. “No, my lor— er, Evan. I have no plans to accompany her.”

      “Then I’m afraid it’s out of the question. You cannot travel alone.”

      “Nonsense. I’m twenty-one years old. The coachman will be with me. He will see me safely to the rail. And Prudence is expecting me.”

      “No,” Evan said flatly.

      “No?” Alexandra raised her eyebrows.

      “You heard me. No.”

      “Since when do you have authority over me?”

      “Since my father and your mother left you under my protection. You’re my responsibility while they’re gone, and I won’t have you gallivanting all over London unchaperoned.”

      “I’m of age, Evan. I can go to London if I want. And I’m leaving tomorrow.”

      “Ally,” Sophie said, “I do wish you would reconsider. The railway is still new. Perhaps traveling by coach would be safer.”

      “No,” Evan said.

      “You don’t trust our coachmen?” Ally asked.

      “Yes, yes, of course I trust our coachmen.”

      “Then what is the problem?”

      “I don’t trust you.” He pushed away his plate and stood, summoning a footman. “I’m no longer hungry. Please clear my place.”

      Ally’s skin tightened. How dare he? “You don’t even know me. How can you possibly say you don’t trust me?”

      Evan closed his eyes for a moment, and then opened them. “Forgive me. I misspoke. I have no reason not to trust you. However, you may not go to London unaccompanied.”

      “Well, I’m going,” Ally said hotly. “And you have no right to stop me.”

      “Very well.” Evan sat back down, a look of defeat on his chiseled features. “Then I have no choice but to go with you.”
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      Christophe’s eyes nearly popped out of his head, Amelia! His fiery gaze well-nigh melted my garments right off my body.

      “My lady…”

      “If you could help me with my gown, sir,” I said, “I would be most appreciative.”

      “I’m not sure this is proper…”

      “Goodness, how can you paint me nude if I don’t disrobe?” I turned around. “Since there is no maid present, and I don’t intend to summon one, I need you to unfasten me and unlace my corset.”

      He cleared his throat. “Yes, my lady.”

      When he had unbuttoned my dress, he slipped it over my shoulders and it fell to the floor. He unlaced my corset, and I gulped in a breath of precious air as he removed it. I stood before him in my chemise and drawers. I turned and let my chemise drop to the floor atop my dress and petticoats.

      “My lady…”

      I held out my already throbbing breasts. “What do you think, Monsieur Bertrand? Do you like my bubbies?”

      His cheeks pinked. “Ah…they’re…lovely, my lady.”

      “What color do you think will do my nipples justice? Rose? Light brown?”

      He shook his head. “A brownish red, perhaps.”

      I fingered my nipples slowly, and then pinched them both between my thumbs and forefingers. Tingling sensations arrowed to my pussy. “Now what color, sir?”

      “Brick red, my lady. Lord…”

      “What is it?” I asked innocently.

      “You. You’re so…”

      I inched forward. “Would you like to pinch my nipples, Monsieur Bertrand? I’d like it if you would.”

      I placed his hands on my breasts. He sucked in a sharp breath.

      “Don’t be afraid, sir.”

      “I’m not afraid, but this—”

      I laid my finger over his soft pink lips. “We are alone. The door is locked. My auntie sleeps during the afternoon, and no servant will dare disturb us. Now pinch my nipples, sir.”

      He squeezed them lightly, and oh, Amelia, my cunny throbbed! Remember how we used to pinch each other’s nipples and suck them? I do so love to have someone play with my diddeys.

      “Harder,” I whispered. “Pinch them harder.”

      He briefly tugged on them and then let them both go. I whimpered at the loss of his touch. How I wanted more!

      “Would you like to suck my nipples, sir?” I entwined my fingers through his silky dark hair and pulled his head forward. “Please. Kiss them. Suck them.”

      He let out a shaky breath and lowered his lips to one turgid bud. Oh, how I wanted to reach into my drawers and between my legs and rub my cunny! I was already wet with cream slickening my thighs.

      He kissed my nipple lightly, and then more passionately, until he finally sucked it between his lips and tugged.

      “Oh, sir! That feels wonderful.”

      He continued sucking whilst he found my other nipple with his fingers and pinched it hard.

      “Oh!” How I longed to touch my pussy and bring about the lovely climax you taught me, Amelia.

      He swirled his tongue around my nipple, licked it, kissed it, sucked it, continuing to pinch and tug at the other one. The sweet smacking of his mouth echoed against my hot skin. When I could bear it no longer, I untied my drawers, let them fall to the ground, and touched my slick pussy lips. I steered clear of the magic button. I did not want to explode yet. But the warmth of my own cream against my fingers nearly drove me mad.

      When I’d had all I could take, I threaded my fingers through his soft hair and pulled him toward me. His mouth crushed to mine and we kissed, our tongues twirling, swirling, dueling, until we were both nearly void of breath.

      I gasped and broke away. “My cunt,” I said. “Please, sir. Lick my cunt.”
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      Sitting across from Evan in a coach all day wasn’t the worst to ever befall Alexandra. Gazing at his handsome face and wonderful body was certainly no hardship. His grey traveling suit accentuated his thunderous broad shoulders to the point that Ally feared the seams might rip if he flexed those amazing muscles. He was a glorious sight.

      But listening to him? That she could do without. He didn’t speak much, but when he did, she tuned him out—or tried to—by hiding behind a novel. They had hours to go, for Evan had decided to take the coach all the way to London rather than go by rail.

      “It looks to storm,” he’d said, “and the rail won’t be safe.”

      “For goodness’ sake,” Ally had replied, “I’ve traveled during many storms and had no problems at all.”

      “Not by rail, you haven’t.”

      True. She couldn’t argue. She’d rarely traveled by rail. Having grown up in near poverty, she wasn’t accustomed to such. In her mind, the rail would be safer, as they weren’t dependent on horses, who could spook at any time.

      Evan had refuted that concern as well. “My team is well trained and will do fine. Besides, if the weather gets too unruly, we will simply stop for the night for lodging.”

      Of course. Lodging. Something else she wasn’t used to. Lodging cost money, which she’d never had in abundance. Money matters seemed to be over now that her mother had married the earl, but Ally couldn’t be a burden forever. If her current plan worked out—and she had no doubt it would—money would no longer be a worry to her. With Mr. Landon’s millions at her disposal, she could take care of herself and Sophie both. Spinsterhood was probably in her sister’s future. Ally loved Sophie dearly, but given her timidity and adherence to convention, the poor dear was likely never to marry. Ally had every intention of taking care of her older sister and making a home for her. She could be a doting auntie—the picture suited Sophie well.

      Ally looked up from her book at Evan’s handsome face. The rain was pelting the roof of the carriage now, but Evan didn’t seem concerned. Good. Neither would she be concerned then. The horses were doing fine, and the coachman hadn’t said two words since they left.

      Evan. Ally smiled to herself. While the idea of spending time with him hardly enamored her, her scheme couldn’t have worked out better. Evan would be the perfect person to catch her and Mr. Landon in the act. His sense of honor would work in her favor. He’d demand that Mr. Landon do right by her. He might even call him out. Evan had a temper, though he kept it well disguised most of the time. He’d come close to calling out her cousin-in-law Cameron a month previously, when Rose had chosen him over Evan.

      Yes, he might be insufferable, but the more she considered her circumstances, the more she was sure everything was progressing perfectly.

      When a jolt of thunder crashed through the air, Ally jerked forward and nearly fell into Evan’s lap.

      He took her arm and steadied her back into her seat. “Are you all right?”

      She nodded. “Of course. But are you sure we should be continuing? This is a bad storm.”

      “John will let us know if we should be concerned, Alexandra. Trust me, I’ve driven through far worse.”

      Ally nodded and gulped down a swallow. “You may call me Ally. Everyone does.”

      Evan nodded and turned back to the newspaper he was perusing.

      Well, then. That was that. Ally returned to her novel and tried reading the page she’d been on for the last half hour. When she’d finally absorbed the words, she closed her eyes and tried to drown out the whomping of the rain on the carriage roof.

      Her eyes shot open as she was catapulted into Evan’s lap.

      “John! John!” Evan was yelling. “What’s going on?”

      The carriage was bumping along the road—or not the road—and Ally’s heart thudded right along with it. Icy fear gripped her.

      “What’s happening?” she yelled, trying to gather her wits. She’d been half-asleep and now… What was going on?

      “I don’t know,” Evan said. “Calm down, Alexandra.” He held her tightly.

      Still, she shivered.

      “It’s Thor,” came the coachman’s voice. “I think lightning struck him. And Odin—”

      Ally let out a blood-curdling scream as she was jammed against the side of the carriage, blacking out.
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        * * *

      

      “Alexandra. Alexandra!” Evan shook the woman gently, and then not so gently, gripping her shoulders like a vise. “Wake up! Please!”

      She’d been thrown against the side of the carriage when it toppled, but she was breathing, and he thanked God for that. Poor John had been thrown much farther outside and hadn’t fared as well. A good man, John, and he deserved better in life than to have it ended because a horse got struck by lightning. What were the chances? Thor was comatose. Poor beast. Evan’s heart broke for the horse, but he could do nothing. His first priority was Alexandra.

      They’d driven off the road and into the countryside. John had clearly lost control of the horses. The road was no longer visible, no doubt only because of the rain and fog. At least Evan hoped that was the case.

      No sooner had Evan unharnessed Odin than he galloped away, whinnying. The poor thing was petrified. Evan hoped the horse could find shelter when he calmed down.

      Evan had laid Alexandra in the shelter of the toppled coach. His head hurt, and he felt a bit woozy, but all in all he was in decent shape. Alexandra didn’t appear to be hurt. Perhaps she just had the wind knocked out of her. His father would never forgive him if something happened to either of Iris’s girls.

      At least she was somewhat protected from the pelting rain. He continued to try to rouse her while watching for anyone else to come down the road to help them. Minutes ticked by and no one came. Most had more sense than to come out in this mess.

      The storm had come out of nowhere. What had started as the gentle pitter-patter of rain had turned violent in what seemed like no time at all.

      “Alexandra, please wake up.” He shook her again.

      Even with her hair and clothes in disarray and wet from the rain, the woman was a beautiful sight. Her chestnut hair, having come loose from its bun, fell in waves against her tan traveling clothes.

      “Please,” he said again, his heart pounding. “You’ve got to be all right.”

      Her ruby-red lips twitched.

      “Alexandra? Can you hear me?”

      Her eyes fluttered open. “Wha— What happened?”

      “A carriage accident. Are you all right? Do you hurt?”

      She gulped. “I… I believe I’m… I don’t know.”

      Confusion. Well, of course, that was inevitable. “We need to find some shelter. Can you get up? Can you walk?” He stood to help her.

      When she put his hand in hers, a tingle shot through him. Odd, and definitely no time for that now. He pulled her to her feet, and she fell against his soaked clothes.

      “Who? What are we doing here?”

      “It’s me, Evan, and we’ve had an accident. One of the horses was struck by lightning. Come now, we need to go. Can you walk?”

      “Yes, Evan. I will try.”

      Her strength humbled him. She was no pampered daughter of an aristocrat, even though she was indeed born the daughter of a Scottish earl. From the little he knew, her father had been abusive to her, her sister, and her mother for most of their lives and had left them in near poverty.

      She sank against him as they walked toward the road, or at least his best guess as to which way the road was. The fog was thick as night, and the rain still pelted them like stinging needles. They weren’t too far out of Wiltshire yet. Surely they could find shelter somewhere.

      Alexandra grew steadier, though she still gripped his arm as she rallied forward, never once complaining. Her will fascinated him. But then, she had grown up with a tyrant. No doubt her will had come in handy.

      After what seemed like several hours, an image emerged in the distance. A shed, perhaps? Or a cabin? Evan wasn’t sure. The ground under his feet was soggy, and he didn’t know whether he’d ever found the road. They could be anywhere.

      His heart thudded against his sternum. He had to find safety. Alexandra was his responsibility, and he would not let his father down. If only she hadn’t insisted on going to London. Why hadn’t he put his foot down? He could have dissuaded her. His brother was in London, and Evan had control of the estate while his father was gone. The servants answered to him and no other. This trip had not had to happen.

      So why had he relented and said he’d go with her? He enjoyed London, yes, but no valid reason existed for him to be there other than to accompany her.

      Had he wanted to accompany her?

      She probably had plans to meet up with her paramour, Mr. Nathan Landon. Landon was a good bloke but a renowned skirt chaser, never serious as far as Evan could see. What Alexandra saw in him Evan didn’t know. Surely she wasn’t expecting a proposal of marriage. Why, Landon had a girl in every port.

      A stab of jealousy hit Evan hard in the gut. She was his stepsister, for God’s sake, and a bloody pain in the arse, as well. Landon could damn well have her. Though she did deserve better…

      “Alexandra,” he said, “there’s a building in the distance. Do you see it?”

      “Looks like a cabin,” she said, “but right now anything is better than this. Do you suppose anyone is at home?”

      Though the fog was thick, daylight was still upon them, so Evan couldn’t tell if a light was on in the small dwelling. They continued to trudge, Alexandra holding her own like a champion. He was proud of her.

      When they finally reached the small building, Evan knocked on the door.

      “For goodness’ sake, you’ll have to knock louder than that,” Alexandra said. “No one will hear you during this downpour.”

      He nodded and pounded on the door. Nothing. Gaining hope, he turned the knob and the door opened. Thank God!

      It was small, just one room, and clearly it had been vacant for quite some time. It was probably an old tenant or hired hand’s home on one of the neighboring estates. But the estates were vast. They could easily be isolated.

      No time to worry about that at the moment. Once the storm passed, he would figure out where they were and walk to get help. For now, they could at least dry off and rest a bit.

      They walked into the small dwelling. It was sparse, of course. A bed with a worn comforter sat in the far corner, and a small table and chairs, a bureau, and a slipper tub completed the picture. A few cupboards lined the walls. Certainly far from the elegance they were used to, but they would make do.

      He helped Alexandra to one of the chairs. “How are you feeling? Do you hurt anywhere?”

      “Kind of a dull ache all over,” she said, “but I think I’ll be fine. It’s not the worst I’ve been through.”

      Evan’s heart lurched. What might she have meant by that?

      “What happened to the coachman?” she continued. “And what of the horses?”

      “Old John was thrown from the carriage. I couldn’t do anything for him.”

      Alexandra’s eyes widened and her lips trembled. She clutched her hands together. “No! How horrible. We must have been extremely lucky then.”

      Evan nodded. “Being in the coach saved our lives. And it’s still a miracle neither of us was hurt more than we are. I’ve a few bruises that I can already feel, but I’m all right. I’m so glad you are all right as well.”

      “Yes. And the horses?”

      “Thor, who got struck, was near dead. I cut Odin loose, and he went running off.”

      “The poor dears.” She sighed. “I don’t suppose there are any spare garments here. We must get out of these wet clothes before we both catch our deaths.”

      Evan looked around. She was right. He found only a few sets of bed linens folded inside one of the cupboards. “These will have to do.” He handed a set to her.

      “Well, I guess we can be Greek today then.”

      Evan furrowed his brow. “Greek?”

      “We’ll wear togas, silly, like the Greeks.” She smiled wearily, her pretty face pale. She stood, gasping softly.

      “What? Do you hurt?”

      “Just a touch. I’m fine, really.” She lifted her lips in a saucy grin. “You’ll have to unfasten me.”
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      Christophe widened his brown eyes. “Your cunt, my lady?”

      I smiled the most wicked smile I could summon. “My cunt, sir. Surely you’ve heard the term?”

      “But from a lady of the peerage…”

      I pulled him toward the gold brocade settee, sat upon it, and spread my legs wide to his view.

      “My sweet cunt, Monsieur Bertrand. It’s aching for your lips and tongue. Lick it, and I promise you will be handsomely rewarded.”

      “To taste your sweet nectar is reward enough, my lady.” He bent to the task. “Ah, yes, let me see that lovely quim. So beautiful.”

      Amelia, as he swiped his tongue across my pussy, I tingled all over. His lips were magical, tantalizing me to new heights in sensation. Soon his finger was inside me, stroking my wet channel, as he lapped at my tight bud. He sucked it, licked it, all the while sliding his tongue around my quim.

      Within minutes, I burst into climax, nearly flying to the heavens and back. Still he licked me as I flew again and again, until I begged him to stop.

      “Please, sir, I cannot go on. I must have your cock inside my aching pussy!”

      “Your wish is my command, my lady.” Though still fully dressed, he unfastened his trousers and let them fall to his ankles. With one swift thrust, he plunged his cock inside me.

      The sweet fullness, Amelia. He was quite big, larger than Broderick or Miles, and though my virginity has long been gone, I confess I felt like I was being taken for the first time. So hard were his thrusts, so large his member, that I screamed in joyful agony.

      Thank goodness, Amelia, that Auntie is as deaf as a stone and the servants would never dare barge in. I expect I was making quite a ruckus. He fucked me with hard, long strokes, and soon I came again, and then again.

      When I could take it no longer, I begged him to release. He withdrew his cock and furiously pumped it in his fist. Soon his seed spurted like a milky fountain onto my belly.

      “Oh, sir,” I said, “that was the most lovely fucking I’ve had in some time. I do so look forward to our next art lesson.”

      Dearest Amelia, I must take my leave now, as I have errands to attend to. And then on the morrow, another art lesson with Monsieur Bertrand.

      Until then, I am affectionately yours,

      Prudence
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      Alexandra couldn’t stifle a soft chuckle, though it ached in her belly. The accident had clearly taken its toll on her body. Stiff and conventional Evan would never dare unfasten her garments, but what choice did he have? They needed to get out of their sopping clothes or risk catching cold. Plus she was uncomfortable as the dickens with her many layers clinging to her skin in a soggy mess.

      “Come now,” she said, “surely you’ve undressed a woman before.”

      Evan breathed in deeply and seemed to hold it for a few moments before he spoke. “Whether I’ve undressed a woman is certainly no concern of yours.”

      “It would certainly be helpful if you had, because then you won’t have any problem now. And Evan, I must be free of these clothes. I’m dreadfully uncomfortable.”

      He nodded. “Of course. Turn around.”

      She complied, and he gingerly unfastened her outfit.

      “You’ll need to loosen my corset strings.”

      He breathed in again. “Of course.”

      Once she was sufficiently able to disrobe, she turned to face him. “You’ll need to look the other way until I tell you otherwise.”

      Though the thought of Evan seeing her nude gave her little shivers, she knew it wouldn’t happen. He was a gentleman through and through. No need to peek over her shoulder to make sure he wasn’t looking. Besides, if she didn’t peek, she could delude herself that perhaps he was stealing a look.

      She hastily discarded her wet clothes and wrapped herself in a makeshift toga. “You can turn around now.” She draped her wet clothes over two of the chairs.

      Evan didn’t quite meet her gaze as he picked up another set of linens. He cleared his throat. “I guess I need to tell you to turn around now.”

      The task proved more difficult than Ally imagined. Evan stood, his blond hair dripping wet and plastered against the beautiful contours of his cheeks. His wet clothes were pasted to the muscular lines of his magnificent body. To watch him peel them from his tan maleness…

      Goodness, Ally! “Of course,” she said, and turned toward the bed.

      The bed.

      Dear Lord, only one bed graced this sparse room. Well, they’d deal with that later. For now, the issue was food. She was suddenly famished. The basket of sandwiches had been left in the coach. Her mind fuzzy, she hadn’t thought of it when they’d started walking. Evidently, Evan hadn’t either.

      Certainly someone would come along soon and find them. In the meantime, at least they had plenty of water. The downpour continued, the pounding on the roof drumming in her head. If only she had a headache powder. She ached all over from the accident, and bruises were emerging on her arms and legs. Thankfully, they’d been spared serious injuries. The poor coachman could not say the same.

      Ally pulled what hairpins remained from her wet hair and finger combed the long tresses as best she could. What a mess.

      “You may turn around now,” Evan said.

      Ally did…and gasped. The man resembled a Greek statue come to life. So large was his frame that he’d wrapped the linen only around his waist. His golden chest was bared to her view. Light brown hairs grew around his copper-coin nipples. His tresses, still matted with moisture, adhered to his neck and shoulders. The white linen covered what she knew must be a fine looking derriere and thighs. And in between those thighs…

      She mustn’t think of it! He was her stepbrother, and she had no use for him at all, other than a fine bauble to look at. And he was fine indeed…

      She cleared her throat softly. “Evan, do you think there might be something around here to eat?”

      “I don’t know, though I’m rather hungry myself.”

      Ally walked to the small cupboards surrounding the wood stove and peeked in. Nothing. “Drat. Anything sounds good to me. Even blood pudding.”

      Evan let out a little laugh. “Not your favorite, I take it?”

      “I can’t abide it. Perhaps it’s the dark color. Or that it’s made from pig’s blood. I don’t know. All I know is it’s all we had some days during my childhood, and I’ve truly learned to abhor it.”

      “I don’t mind it myself. A bit tangy, I think.”

      She shook her head. “Try eating nothing but that black sausage plus oatmeal porridge for days on end. Trust me, you’d learn to despise it. I choked it down. It was either that or go hungry.”

      Evan walked closer to her. “It was that bad for you?”

      “You don’t know the half of it.”

      “I only know what my father has told me.” He helped her to a chair and sat down opposite her at the table. “I’d like to know more, if you’re willing to share.”

      “Why would you want to know? I’m not interested in your pity.” And she wasn’t. She had her pride, which was why she’d never go without again, even if it meant marrying a man she might not be in love with.

      “For God’s sake, Alexandra, I’m not offering you pity. I’d like to get to know my new stepmother better is all.”

      “Then speak to her about it,” Ally said dryly. “It’s nothing I wish to relive.” She rose, and then sat back down. “Why the sudden interest in my mother? You certainly weren’t in favor of the wedding.”

      “I just thought they were rushing.”

      “Is that truly the only reason you were against it?”

      He shook his head and sighed. “I was very close to my own mother, so it’s difficult to see someone take her place.”

      “Yes, I understand. Well, I can try to understand. I wasn’t close to my own father at all. In fact, I’m glad the bastard is dead.”

      Evan widened his eyes.

      “Don’t look so shocked. He was a tyrant.”

      “I thought you didn’t want to discuss your past.”

      “I don’t. What we’re discussing is why you were so against the marriage, and why you want to know about my mother now.”

      “I’m interested. She’s my father’s wife.”

      “Yes, she is. And I do believe the problem you first had when they announced their impending nuptials had to do with your estate, come to think of it. You think my mother is after your father’s money.”

      “I never said that.”

      “You don’t have to say it. It was written all over your face then, and it still is now. That’s why you’re interested in our past. You want to know just how destitute we really were and are. You want to know how much of your father’s money my mother wants.”

      “Alexandra—”

      “Ally, damn it! I detest Alexandra.” She was named for her father. So was Sophie. Angus Alexander Sophocles MacIntyre. Her dreaded name and her sister’s would always remind her of him. They’d both paid the price for not being boys.

      Evan swallowed and let out a breath. “Alexandra, I don’t think your mother is after my father’s money. It’s clear how much she loves him, and he her.”

      Ally sighed. The truth was her mother had no
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