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ZANE AND CALLISTA HAVE become two of my favorite characters. They were fun to write and I hope you enjoy reading their story as much as I did writing it. At its heart this story is about not giving up. There is hope for a brighter future if you’re willing to fight for it. Everything isn’t always as bleak as it may appear. Hold on and believe. Someday the struggle will ease and if you’re lucky enough you might find your happy ending too.
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ZANE ROSSINGTON, THE Marquess of Seabrook is disillusioned and bored. He doesn't believe in love and lives his life the way he pleases. All of it changes when he finds a mysterious woman roaming around his conservatory at his annual Regency themed charity masquerade ball. 

Lady Callista Lyon, the Countess of Marin had one desire—revenge. In the act of finally achieving her goal she is swept over a terrace and somehow finds herself in the conservatory at Seabrook Manor. Uncertain if she succeeded in her revenge, but determined to finally move on, she does her best to adapt to her new life.
In the midst of chaos and uncertainty, can Zane and Callista discover something in each other they both believed lost to them?
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LADY CALLISTA LYON, the Countess of Marin, glanced around the ballroom. A bevy of intricate gowns and equally elaborate masks filled the room. It was a sea of color that washed the senses with awe and amazement. Champagne flew freely amongst the guests; as soon as a glass was emptied, another would take its place. The Comte de Dreux was well equipped to throw the best balls, and no one turned down an invitation. It sickened her. This was the man responsible for ruining her happiness, and she alone would ensure he paid for it. But there were other things she must accomplish first.

Where was that blasted servant? Callista stared around the room anxiously.

“Pardon me, My Lady,” a female said from behind her.

Callista turned and noticed the servant she’d been searching for. “It’s about time,” she said, her breath hissing out. “Your tardiness could’ve ruined everything.”

Her anxiety level was at an all time high. The spy business was starting to take its toll, and she didn’t like it. Perhaps she was aware she was on the edge of finishing her task. Soon she’d have her vengeance and could retire from her role as a secret agent for England. She hadn’t started on the path to espionage for the sake of one country’s gain. It had all been for Edward. Once those who killed him were taken care of, her duties would be at an end.

“My apologies,” the lady said bowing her head. “I was detained. Here is the item you asked for.”

Callista snatched it from her hand and promptly dismissed her. “Go before someone notices you lingering around me too long.”

Lady Rosanna must be saved. She was an innocent and should never have been pulled into the depravity the comte was capable of. Callista palmed the violet mask that the servant had handed to her a moment ago. It was time to free Lady Rosanna Kendall, and afterward... The comte and she had one final meeting to embark upon. There, she would ensure the man never took another breath again.

Callista took one more glance around the ballroom. It wouldn’t do to be seen exiting. After she was certain no one was watching, she slid out and down the hallway. Once she reached the staircase, she rushed upstairs and toward the room Lady Rosanna was being held in. Her spies had given detailed information.

It’d been relatively easy to find the location of Lady Rosanna. She’d have done it even if Lord Dominic Rossington, the Marquess of Seabrook, hadn’t enlisted her aid. Rosanna was her beloved’s sister, and Callista felt a slight kinship with the girl she’d once known.

She reached the doorway and paused before it. Her lock picking skills would come in handy. It might have been easier with a key, but she could do without one in a pinch. She pulled a couple pins out of her hair and worked the lock open with a soft click. With quick precision, she put the pins back in her hair, and turned the knob to open the door. Lady Rosanna’s back was to her, but she turned at the sound of Callista’s entrance. Oh, she’d grown so lovely in the past few years. Edward was missing so much, and it was all the comte’s fault. It didn’t matter; the evil man would pay for his treachery. For now, she’d ensure Rosanna was freed and returned to Lord Seabrook.

“Who are you?” Rosanna asked.

For a brief moment, Callista was disappointed. Rosanna didn’t recognize her—then she remembered... Of course, she wouldn’t. They’d not seen each other in years, and a mask hid a lot of her face. She removed her mask and set it on the bed. “Lady Rosanna,” she said. “It’s been too long.”

A slow recognition filled Rosanna’s features. She let out a gasp of surprise, and then moved forward toward Callista. They’d had a cordial relationship. Lady Rosanna had always been kind to her, and she’d not changed in that regard.

“I don’t understand,” Rosanna said. “How did you know I was here?”

Callista understood the girl’s shock. No doubt she was the last person Lady Rosanna expected to come to her aid. Why would she? After the funeral, she’d disappeared from her life. It had been Edward’s—Callista shook that memory away. If she dwelled on it, she’d not be able to see her task through. 

“We don’t have time for a discussion. We need to leave now.” She held up the violet mask that matched Rosanna’s gown perfectly. “Put this on. We’re going to glide elegantly out of the manor and enter my carriage. Once we’re at a safe place, everything will be explained.”

The girl didn’t waste any time donning the mask. She put hers back on as well and gestured for Rosanna to follow her. They exited the room and headed down a long hallway. At the end, Callista glanced over her shoulder and perused the surroundings. They were still in the clear. She prayed it stayed that way. Her heart fluttered a little as a rush of anticipation filled her. Something wasn’t right, but she couldn’t figure out what. 

“This way,” she said.

Rosanna continued to follow her down another hallway. A man hollered behind them, “What are you doing here?”

Callista cursed under her breath. Damn that man. She glanced over her shoulder—the comte was heading toward them. Their luck hadn’t held out. Why couldn’t that evil bastard leave them be? She’d planned on doubling back and dealing with him after Rosanna was safely away. It appeared fate had something else in mind. No matter, Callista was prepared to end it. So what if it happened a little sooner than she’d planned?

She lifted her mask off her face and, said in a flirtatious tone, “Ah, Comte de Dreux, how lovely to see you.”  The comte had always been a sucker for a beautiful face and a touch of interest from a lady. “We were searching for the retiring room, and I fear I’ve managed to get us both lost.”

“Lady Marin,” the comte said and bowed. “This is most assuredly not the way to the lady’s retiring room. Please let me escort you to its location.” His face appeared to register a hint of surprise and pleasure at finding her. Callista’s stomach rolled with disgust. He held out his arm. “Who is your companion?”

Callista had hoped he wouldn’t take an interest in Rosanna. She was dressed differently, and with the lovely violet mask, she’d be disguised. It might not be enough though. Perhaps she could distract him. If she was successful, he’d not even give Rosanna a second glance.

“Oh, that would be lovely,” Lady Marin took the comte’s arm. “My friend has a small tear in her petticoat in desperate need of repair.”

If she could get away without mentioning Lady Rosanna’s name, all might not be lost. The comte wasn’t a complete fool, but there were moments he didn’t use all of his intelligence. She hoped this would be one of the times he didn’t think too hard. 

“A tragedy. We can’t have any ladies with tattered gowns at the ball.”

He led them in the opposite direction of where she’d been taking Lady Rosanna. Callista hoped he would leave them in peace at the lady’s retiring room, but started to plot a way out of the situation just in case he wised up to who Lady Rosanna was. After a brief visit to the room they could try again to leave unnoticed. The girl trailed behind them and didn’t say one word. It took everything inside of her to keep her body’s reaction to Ulrich under control. Callista’s hated to feel his touch on her skin. 

The comte slid his hand over her arm and rubbed it. She glanced up and desire flooded his eyes. The comte lowered his eyelids slightly and his lips tilted up into a wicked smirk. Did the man think he’d be able to entice her into the bedroom? Oh hell, he did. What did he think he’d do with Rosanna in that situation? Suddenly, she realized exactly what the comte had in mind, and she didn’t like it one bit. He wasn’t leading them to the retiring room. That was on the opposite side of the manor. This was leading them toward his bedroom. Her stomach roiled at the idea of lying with the man beside her. She’d rather die, and Lady Rosanna deserved far better.

An idea formed in her mind. She’d not wanted to put Rosanna in danger, but the comte’s planned changed everything. “A preventable tragedy. Gentleman should be more careful of where they’re stepping. It takes a lot for a lady to prepare for an evening out, and a gown is one of the most important parts or our ensemble,” Lady Marin said. “After the seamstress slaved for hours to create such an exquisite gown too—it almost matches her eyes. I’ve always admired the violet-blue color.”

The comte froze outside a room. So the mention of Rosanna’ eyes were not lost on him. Good, she’d been hoping he’d pick up on that clue. “Violet-blue, you said?” He spun on his heels to stare at the lady trailing behind them. The girl took an involuntary step back. “Lady Rosanna,” he stepped forward and grabbed her arm. “I don’t know how you managed any of this, but it’s fortunate I’ve discovered you before you’ve gotten any farther.” He opened the nearest door and pushed her inside.

“Don’t hurt me,” she begged.

Lady Callista followed behind them. Her lips tilted upward. The man didn’t realize the mistake he’d made, but he would soon enough.

“Oh, Ulrich.” Callista stepped inside the room and shook her head. His bedroom was decorated in a vibrant red brocade and lush velvet. A fire was blazing in the hearth giving the room a warm glow. Candles were lit in the sconces on the wall and outlined with crimson undertones. The balcony doors were ajar and a soft breeze blew out a nearby candle. “You’re a fool.”

He spun around and faced her. “Was this your doing? Were you helping her escape?”

The corner of her mouth twitched. “I can’t very well let you hold her hostage. Her brother had been dear to me at one time.”

That was an understatement. Edward meant the world to her. She’d always love him. After she ended things with the comte, she’d be able to live in peace. With his death, her vengeance will have been realized. 

“What is this all about?” Rosanna asked, turning toward her, entreaty filling her eyes. “Callista, please, tell me what is going on.”

Poor Rosanna. Her confusion was a product of having no clue what her brother had been a part of and the mantle Callista had taken up in his name. A part of her felt bad for the girl. None of the males in her family thought she was bright enough or even held the strength to be told the truth. Someone should explain it all to her, but Callista wasn’t sure if she should be that person. Unfortunately, Rosanna was about to find out more than she bargained for. There was no helping that.

Callista’s heart hurt for her. She’d had so much pain and loss in her young life. Now she was on the verge of losing her innocence and once lost it was irretrievable. After this day, Rosanna would never be the same again. If it were possible to change it... She shook her head and the idea away. That was impossible and everyone had to grow up at some point. In time, Rosanna would see that as well. Life wasn’t easy and sometimes it was best to harden; otherwise, falling apart was the only option left.

“It’s simple enough,” she began. “I’d hoped to see you safely out of the house before having this confrontation, but it appears that’s not to be. I’ll have to do things the hard way.”

“I’m not sure you should do anything drastic,” she reasoned. “The comte won’t hurt us.” 

The girl had no idea what he was capable of. Callista couldn’t blame her. No one had explained to her what had happened to Edward. If she’d known, she wouldn’t have been so trusting.

“Oh, he already has,” Callista said maniacally. “In so many ways. He took the love of my life from me. For what? To keep that man in rule for a few weeks longer? Was it worth it, Ulrich?”

Napoleon didn’t deserve to live any more than the comte. The dictator wouldn’t last long either. All bad things must end in some way.

“I did not kill Edward,” the comte said emphatically. “I wouldn’t dirty my hands with anyone’s death.”

Callista moved forward a little more. The contempt she’d held


















d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
CHAWN SBROWER

L}

Y ’
axs \\*_
[gméea c?/croar;ff};a' .
» LRy L

;
"





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
-

-

-

7O





