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			Chapter 1

			London, Spring 1822

			Lord Blakeney wasn’t in the ballroom. He wasn’t even in the building. Minerva Montrose wouldn’t care if he was on a ship to America.

			When the stone-faced footman informed Miss Montrose that his lordship was nowhere to be found, it came as no surprise to her. If you asked her to name the men in the world guaranteed to be unreliable, the Marquis of Blakeney would be first on her list.

			Never mind that the ball was at Vanderlin House, the London home of the Duke and Duchess of Hampton. Never mind that the ball was occasioned by her formal presentation to the ton. And certainly never mind that Blakeney, the duke’s only son and heir, was supposed to open the ball with her. Minerva knew him well enough to be undisturbed by his failure to keep this particular engagement. Neither was she disappointed at the loss of a partner who would have younger debutantes grinding their teeth with envy. Her marital ambitions took no account of high rank.

			“I don’t think Blakeney’s coming.” Her brother-in-law, Viscount Iverley, looked so mournful Minerva had to smile.

			“This must be the first time in your life you’ve been sorry for his absence,” she said.

			“I’d be just as happy if I never had to set eyes on him again.”

			“I haven’t seen him for almost two years. I don’t suppose he has changed.”

			Sebastian gave a contemptuous grunt. “He was an arrogant ass at the age of ten, with very little reason I may say, and he never got any better. He’s an idiot without a worthwhile thought in his head.”

			“The duke and duchess are clever people. How did they produce such a son?”

			“Perhaps he was dropped on his head by a nurse.”

			Sebastian’s feud with his first cousin went back to their childhood, and winning Diana, Minerva’s sister, from his old rival had done nothing to abate his dislike. Minerva adored her brother-in-law and shared his opinion of Blakeney’s intellect. At another time the pair of them would have enjoyed a cheerful enumeration of the latter’s many shortcomings, but Sebastian had something else on his mind.

			“Do you suppose I shall have to dance with you instead?”

			Minerva resisted the urge to tease a man teetering on the edge of desperation. “Only if we cannot find me another partner, preferably one who is both sober and capable of rational conversation. Blakeney, should he appear, is likely to be neither.”

			Sebastian’s look of terror flickered to one of shrewdness. “The Member of Parliament for Gristlewick, I suppose. Does the fellow realize you are going to hunt him down and transform him, willy-nilly, into a successful statesman?”

			Minerva lowered her eyes to her slippers with a modesty that would fool no one who knew her. “Mr. Parkes, if I’m not mistaken, would like to be Prime Minister, and I’m the very person to make it happen.”

			“Good luck to him. Which is he?”

			This early in the evening the ballroom remained less than half full. Those present for the most part compromised political aspirants anxious to please the duke, rather than the merely fashionable members of the ton, who preferred to be fashionably late. Ignoring Adam’s most famous London interior, which to Minerva’s eye was merely white and gold with a lot of pillars, passing with indifference over anyone in a gown, her questing gaze sought a cluster of men in earnest conversation beyond the Ionic colonnade that divided off one end of the long chamber. “Over there.” she said.

			“The short sandy-haired fellow?”

			“I’d call it light brown. I would expect you of all people, Sebastian, to appreciate a man who cultivates his intellect rather than his appearance.”

			“I take your word that the man is a paragon of learning. At the moment he’d impress me by coming to claim you for the opening dance.”

			“He won’t do that. He has already engaged me for the second.”

			Sebastian looked back at her, anxiety visible through his spectacles. “Then who are you going to dance with? You can’t sit out the first set when this wretched ball is in your honor.”

			“Wretched? If it weren’t for Diana increasing, you’d be giving the ball yourself.”

			“Don’t remind me.”

			“It was very good of you to come up from Kent to support me.”

			“Diana made me. And she ordered me to get a report on the new fashions. How the devil am I supposed to do that? And now I’m supposed to dance.”

			Minerva patted his arm without a hint of mockery. Well, perhaps a hint. “Poor Sebastian. You should pity me too. I’d rather be conversing with all those M.P.s than leading off the dance. Cheer up. Here comes the duchess. Perhaps she’s found me a partner.” She tightened her grip on him lest he attempt escape.

			Their hostess, the Duchess of Hampton, haughty and elegant in emerald green, joined them. “I’m sorry, Miss Montrose,” she said. “It seems my son has forgotten his engagement.” Only a thinning of the lips and a greater than usual coldness in her tone revealed the extent of her displeasure, but Minerva had no doubt the duchess was exceedingly angry at Blakeney’s discourtesy. “It is only proper that a member of the family lead you out. Unfortunately the duke’s heart does not allow him to dance.” Her eyes rested on her husband’s nephew. “Iverley. You must do the honors.”

			“I want to kill Blakeney,” Sebastian muttered as he trailed her to the center of the room. “Not that there’s anything unusual about that.”

			“Don’t worry,” Minerva said. “It’s a dance, not an execution.”

			Having survived the first set without disaster, Sebastian limped off to find liquid refreshment and avoid being pressed onto the dance floor again. Minerva tended to share his dislike of dancing, but for a different reason. She had no trouble going through the steps, but during a pair of country dances with Mr. Thomas Parkes there was little time for discourse. Standing opposite in the line, she had ample opportunity to take in the agreeable appearance of the man, whom she’d long since selected as a potential husband based upon newspaper reports of his budding career. A little above average—only a man as tall as Lord Iverley would call him short—his height topped hers by two or three inches. His figure was solid without running to fat, and encased in evening clothes distinguished by propriety without excessive elegance. The admittedly sandy hair was thick and well cut and crowned agreeable, sensible features.

			All in all, a most satisfactory picture. Minerva set no store by good looks. In her experience handsome men tended to be arrogant and self-absorbed. One of many reasons she had little time for Lord Blakeney.

			Mr. Parkes examined her in return and she smiled encouragingly. As her sister Diana had often told her, men were dreadfully shallow about a woman’s appearance and tended to be impressed first by beauty. She’d rather be esteemed for her intelligence, but Minerva was a realist. She knew people thought her pretty. If Mr. Parkes wanted smiles, she’d give him smiles. She believed him attracted to both her brains and her person and wondered how soon she could expect an offer. She’d like to be wed this season. There was a possibility the government would fall in the next few months and he would be embroiled in the excitement of the election. When that happened, Minerva had every intention of being involved as Mrs. Parkes.

			At the end of the set, he offered his arm to escort her back to Lady Chase, her chaperone in Diana’s absence. Her eager question about the Irish situation died half formed because his attention, like most of the others in their vicinity, turned to the entrance. A gentleman staggered through the double doors and skidded on the polished parquetry floor. At a distance of twenty feet, Minerva saw the newcomer preserve his balance by grabbing the shoulders of a large-bosomed, open-mouthed matron. Swinging her aside, his backward slide was arrested by the wall. Without a hint of embarrassment he slouched against a pilaster and scowled at the assembly.

			He was as gorgeous as ever. A lock of dark blond hair with glints of gold flopped over a noble brow. No nose had ever been more perfectly carved, no jaw as firmly etched. The shapely mouth was full, sensuous, and sulky, matching the expression in his dusky blue eyes.

			He’d always been a handsome devil but the sight of him filled Minerva with disgust.

			Lord Blakeney had arrived.

			Surveying the room, his glance came to rest on her. His lips twisted into a derisive half smile and their eyes met in mutual displeasure. He shoved his back away from the wall and ambled over to her.

			“Our dance, I believe, Miss Montrose.” He hadn’t changed a bit.

			Minerva felt a strong desire to slap his arrogant face. “Lord Blakeney,” she said with the merest hint of a curtsey. “I believe our dance was over half an hour ago.”

			“This one will do just as well.”

			Mr. Parkes forestalled her response with a bow and a polite “my lord.”

			“Do I know you?” Blakeney asked.

			“His Grace presented us at Brooks’s last week.”

			“Right. I remember.” Obviously a lie. He’d never give a second thought to a man he couldn’t challenge to a fencing bout or horse race. Confirming her thought, he paid no more attention to the M.P. for Gristlewick but listened with an exaggerated air to the musicians tuning up. “I do believe it’s to be a waltz.” He proffered his arm. “Never let it be said I forget all my family obligations.”

			Minerva replied through gritted teeth and a gratified smile. “I assure you, my lord, you owe me nothing. As your cousin’s sister-in-law, our relationship is negligible.” Anyone watching would think her looking at him with pleasure, not noticing how her eyes slid over his shoulder to glance with envy and regret at Mr. Parkes, who had murmured his leave-taking and headed in the delightful direction of the Home Secretary.

			Blakeney’s eyes narrowed. “I meant my obligation to the duke and duchess. My revered parents. Your hosts.”

			So he didn’t even pretend to be polite. Good.

			Blakeney’s manners might not have improved since Minerva last set eyes on him, but at close quarters she detected subtle alterations in his appearance. He’d aged while she was living in Vienna and he at the Vanderlins’ Devon estate. Aged was perhaps the wrong word—he was only twenty-nine, or perhaps thirty, the same as Sebastian—but he no longer appeared quite the golden youth who’d courted Diana. She perceived a delicate web of lines extending from the corners of his eyes. When she’d known him before his grooming had always been impeccable. Now one of his stockings was wrinkled and his neck cloth askew. His hair brushed his collar, still damp and curling upward. He needed the attention of a barber. As he placed his hand on her waist she caught the fresh scent of verbena soap mingled with a strong aroma of brandy.

			She supposed she’d better attempt to converse with the oaf. “My previous partner, Mr. Parkes, is a brilliant man with a brilliant future. I believe your father thinks very highly of him.”

			He guided her into the turn with just a hint of excessive force and much to her satisfaction she detected a wobble in his footwork. Her smile broadened. She’d succeeded in irking him.

			He recovered adroitly with no more than a firmer press of his hand, warm on her waist through her silk gown. He danced well, she grudgingly admitted, even though she was pretty sure he was foxed. He must have shaved himself for he’d missed a bit, on the left jaw. Fair as he was, she wouldn’t have noticed if she’d been more than the six inches away demanded by the waltz.

			“Is your valet indisposed, or were you not at home when you changed for the evening?” An impertinent question that skirted impropriety, but there had always been something about Blakeney that made her lose her poise and behave like an unschooled savage.

			The curve of his lips matched hers while his eyes lit with malice. “Since you ask, Miss Montrose, I came from Henrietta Street and the house of Mademoiselle Desirée de Bonamour.” He spoke in deep mocking tones. Though there was no reason fair coloring shouldn’t be accompanied by a low baritone, in Blakeney Minerva always found the combination incongruous. “She’s a very hospitable lady. When I realized I was late she invited me to share—er—use her bath.”

			Infuriated with herself for blushing, she almost lost her temper. She wasn’t the least bit interested in the Frenchwoman, universally proclaimed (though mostly out of earshot of unmarried girls) as the most beautiful in London.

			“I suppose you seek to embarrass me by mentioning your mistress,” she said.

			“No,” he said. “Just to remind you that I have better things to do than cater to the consequence of an ambitious miss.”

			“Then we find ourselves in perfect accord,” she retorted. “I have better objects of my attention than a spoiled wastrel without a thought in his head except for sports.” She favored him with a sweet and utterly insincere smile.

			“Sports? Miss Montrose. I’m not thinking of sports now.”

			Minerva wasn’t sure what the last riposte meant. He might be thinking of what he could be doing with his mistress, or, equally likely, that he’d like to kill his current partner. With four brothers Minerva was an expert at inciting the desire to commit violence. The smile she’d just employed could reduce the youngest Montrose to rabies.

			She tried to read Blakeney’s face, in case it became necessary to duck and avoid strangulation. “I wouldn’t want to disturb your mental exertions, Lord Blakeney. I shall remain silent until we finish the waltz and may be done with each other.”

			“It will be my very great pleasure, Miss Montrose, never to dance with you again.”

			It took every ounce of her considerable willpower to keep a simper on her face and her feet off his; she was tempted more than once to stamp hard on the lout. She might have done it, by accident of course, if not for her doubt that her satin evening slippers would be able to inflict much pain on his big clumsy feet. Well not clumsy exactly. Even drunk they moved with deft precision after the one initial slip. His smile was as steady as hers, and from their expressions an onlooker would likely believe them to be enjoying the waltz in perfect accord.

			They completed the set without exchanging another word.

		

	


	
		
			Chapter 2

			“Blake, old fellow.” A well known and utterly unwelcome figure blocked his path.

			The evening just got even worse. Bad enough having to attend a ball in his parents’ house; worse that his presence was required in order to dance with the most pestilential female he’d ever known. He didn’t care that Minerva Montrose was the prettiest debutante in London. He wasn’t interested in prettiness, or debutantes, and above all he wasn’t interested in Minerva. The girl had been a thorn in his side when he was wooing her elder sister. Not having her as his sister-in-law was a huge consolation when Diana threw him over for bloody Sebastian Iverley.

			Now this. Just when he’d reached the relative safety of the dining room, but before he’d acquired badly needed liquid sustenance to top up the brandy he’d downed earlier. He looked down into the face of his enemy and resisted the impulse to rearrange the angelic features with his fist.

			“Huntley,” he said, with a curt nod.

			“How are you, Blake?”

			He turned to catch the eye of a laden footman. There were enough people seeking refreshment that he couldn’t either hit or cut the scoundrel without drawing the attention of other guests.

			“What, no handshake for your old school friend?”

			Blake snatched a glass from the tray and responded with a brief, unapologetic grimace. It was good to keep his hands occupied. He scarcely trusted himself to speak.

			Huntley gave the guileless smile that charmed so many, but no longer fooled Blake. “It’s good to see you. You were away from town for so long. Two years is it? Your friends have missed you.”

			“Have they?”

			“You should have let me know you were back.”

			“Why would I do that?”

			“I understand, Blake, because I know how maladroit you are with a pen. I believe your handwriting’s got even worse since Eton.”

			“Which is why you were so kind as to perform the task of writing those vowels on my behalf.”

			“As you know, I’ve always been present and willing to help my friend.”

			A cold wind buffeted Blake’s heart. His “old school friend” was never going to let him go. He’d trusted the boy with his secret; the grown man had taught him the foolishness of relying on another. He took another draft of wine and stared at the man, who looked better than the last time they’d met. Plumper and healthier and dressed by a good tailor. Why not? He’d done well for himself.

			“What do you want, Huntley?”

			The reply to the bitter question came with blithe cheeriness. “Why, nothing. Merely a chance to renew our friendship, raise a glass, and talk over the good old days. You always called me Geoffrey then.”

			“Things change, Huntley.”

			“You weren’t so haughty at school. It never mattered then that your father was a duke. Of course, I could be of use to you.”

			During all their years of friendship, why had he never noticed that Huntley was a sniveling whiner? It would have tipped him off to the man’s fundamental dishonesty.

			“I think I’ve more than repaid any past favors,” he replied. “What are you doing in my father’s house?”

			“I was invited. I’m standing for Parliament in the Westborough by-election, don’t you know? As a member of the duke’s faction.”

			If he’d wormed his way into the circle surrounding the Duke of Hampton, Blake would never be rid of the little parasite. And any degree of intimacy between Huntley and his father could lead to disaster.

			Huntley’s expression was ever designed to invite trust and elicit confidences, but Blake read nothing but provocation in the innocent round features. Huntley knew he was worried and wanted to make him sweat, to beg even. Blake decided to disappoint him, at least for the moment. “Excuse me. I’m engaged for the next dance.”

			“I understand. Is it the smiles of the beautiful Miss Montrose that call again, or some other incomparable?”

			Blake turned his back on the bastard and made for the exit.

			“Enjoy yourself,” Huntley called. “I’ll still be here.”

			The encounter drained away his last drop of well-being. The day had been so satisfactory, especially the invigorating afternoon in Desirée’s bed. Before he remembered he’d promised his mother to attend her damnable ball.

			God, he wished he could return to Henrietta Street and his mistress’s perfumed arms and silken body. She’d hinted at something new, although a week of almost nonstop Desirée had left him depleted. But delicious as she was in bed, she was also an amusing conversationalist without any intellectual pretensions. With her he could relax and laugh and never feel stupid. Ridiculous, since Desirée was shameless about her mercenary motives, but he was quite infatuated with his expensive new ladybird. Little wonder, perhaps, since the two years he’d spent in the country had been almost celibate.

			And all because of Huntley, whose exorbitant demands meant he had to rusticate to pay his debts. Though there were aspects of life in Devon he’d enjoyed, he felt he deserved a little recreation unmarred by demands from young ladies, old enemies, or his parents.

			If he left now he’d avoid his father’s rebuke and his mother’s reproaches for his late arrival tonight. He’d also ensure the parental admonishments would be all the sharper for being postponed. Worth it, perhaps, but Desirée had made it clear in her alluring way that she’d very much appreciate bracelets to match the ruby necklace he’d given her. With this new demand on his purse he’d better not anger the old man any more than he usually did, just by existing.

			Still, he’d be damned if he’d go looking for trouble by returning to the ballroom and being forced by the duchess to dance with a marriageable virgin. Since the dining room was occupied by Geoffrey Huntley, he sought another refuge.

			The small withdrawing room was unoccupied, but the table of drinks ensured someone would come in. The odds were overwhelming that, whoever they were, Blake wouldn’t want to see them. He helped himself to an open bottle and slipped into the window embrasure, behind the curtains. It was a quiet and agreeably cool retreat from rooms overheated by bodies and candlelight. He could enjoy a bit of peace and quiet and complete the process of becoming foxed enough to face the duke without pain.

			“There’s no one in here.” A well-known voice intruded on Blake’s second glass of champagne. James Lambton was about the only person whose company he welcomed. He’d forgotten his friend had told him he would attend this infernal ball. He’d forgotten a lot today.

			About to emerge from his hiding place, he stopped at the sound of a woman’s voice. “There’s no comfortable furniture either.”

			How amusing. Lamb was engaged in a tryst. And since he recognized the lady, Blake knew exactly the object of the meeting and what kind of furniture they sought. A bed for preference but a sofa, or even a large chair, would suffice. Just as long as it could accommodate a couple looking for a fast, furious fuck.

			In his early London days he’d accommodated the lady himself during an assembly or two. The Duchess of Lethbridge wasn’t much older than him in years, but surpassed him by decades in experience. Having produced three sons in as many years as a bride, her equally licentious husband let her do as she liked. What she liked was young men. As far as Blake knew, his friend had never been called upon to service the beautiful and lascivious duchess and this was his big chance.

			“This won’t do,” she said. “Where else is there?”

			“The library won’t be in use during a ball.”

			“There’s not enough time now. I promised I’d stand up with the Prime Minister. I’ll meet you there in an hour.”

			Things improved. Minerva’s next partners were more to her taste: a young peer, about to be seconded to the embassy in Vienna, who listened appreciatively to her impressions of that city; a junior secretary in the War Office. The fact that the Duke of Hampton was one of the leaders of the opposition party didn’t stop members of the government accepting his hospitality. Mr. Thomas Parkes, a staunch supporter of the Hampton faction, had engaged her for a second set later in the evening.

			“He must be serious,” observed Juliana, the young Marchioness of Chase, “since he requested the supper dance.”

			“Are you sure you didn’t do the inviting, Min?” Mrs. Tarquin Compton asked.

			“There was no need,” Minerva said, ignoring Celia Compton’s needling. “He was waiting for me as the last dance finished and he would have stayed and talked, but he was hoping to have a word with the Prime Minister.”

			“He prefers a politician to you? How appalling! You should cut the acquaintance at once.”

			Minerva laughed. “I wouldn’t have anything more to do with him if he failed to grasp such an opportunity.”

			“I hate to break it to you,” said Juliana, “but your Mr. Parkes must have failed. The Prime Minister is waltzing with the Duchess of Lethbridge.”

			The three ladies looked with interest at the beauty in the arms of the country’s premier. Minerva had promised to help Sebastian with his fashion report. “Would you call that pure white?” she asked. “I think the shade is a little creamier than my gown, but perhaps not. Mind you, that embroidered satin is hardly the kind of thing I would wear. She’s practically naked on top.”

			Celia, who had refreshingly liberal notions of what was proper to discuss with an unmarried girl, made a noise that a rude person would call a snort. “The duchess is hardly a debutante. According to Tarquin she’s enjoyed liaisons with half the good-looking men in London.”

			“Including him?”

			“He claims not, says he wasn’t handsome enough to tempt her. Nonsense of course, but I’m happy he wasn’t tempted. What about Cain?”

			The pursed disapproval of Juliana’s pretty lips was spoiled by a twinkle in her eye. “I’ve never enquired. Better not to know what he got up to before we married.”

			Minerva glanced down at her own simple white silk with its net overskirt and the embroidered satin slippers below. A slight aura emanated from the toes, a familiar visual disturbance echoed by a faint ache behind her eyes.

			“Bother,” she muttered but not softly enough.

			“What is it?”

			“It’s all right, Celia. Well, no, it isn’t. I have a migraine coming. I know the signs.”

			“Truly?” Celia asked. “This isn’t one of your convenient headaches, letting you sneak off to a secret meeting and plot the downfall of the government?”

			Minerva managed a wry smile. “I’m a reformed character. All the time I was in Vienna I never got into a scrape.” Hardly ever, she amended silently. No point worrying Juliana. “I wouldn’t invent illness during a ball given in my honor. I’ll admit I don’t get real attacks very often, but when they come I can be in pain for hours.”

			“Is there anything you can do to stop it?” Juliana asked.

			“I have my powders with me. Sometimes if I take one and lie down, it goes away. If I’m gone more than half an hour, please make my excuses to our hostess.”

			Half an hour and half a bottle later, Blake had an idea. He and Lamb had been torturing each other with pranks for years. Why not tonight?

			The library at Vanderlin House, though far smaller than that at Mandeville, the country seat in Shropshire, was well stocked. Gilt spines glowed by the light of a single lamp, turned down low. Slipping in from the deserted passage, Blake couldn’t appreciate the restful cool of the room with its faint odor of leather. Above the serried bookshelves loomed the ghostly marble faces of Greek and Roman philosophers. During visits to the library under the supervision of his tutors he’d often fantasized about shooting the smug bastards. Especially the Greek ones.

			God, he hated Greek. He took a swig from his bottle and found it empty.

			Narrowing his eyes, he assessed the odds of bowling it to bring down a bust of Plato. Easy with a cricket ball, but he wasn’t sure he could control the spin on a flying champagne bottle. He almost missed the fact that he was not alone. A woman in white lay on the divan, provided for comfortable reading but handy for a less cerebral activity.

			The duchess had arrived early.

			A tall woman, her feet hung over the end of the padded bench. One gloved arm was draped over her eyes while the other trailed dramatically toward the floor. He very much doubted she was asleep. Rather, he guessed, she had invited Lamb to participate in one of her little games.

			Wandering satyr surprises sleeping nymph, perhaps. Or—suitable to the library setting—visiting scholar ravishes the virginal daughter of the house. Pondering the possibilities aroused a little interest in him. Not much. He’d spent most of the past week in Desirée’s bed. He was also quite drunk.

			On the other hand, it would be amusing if Lamb arrived to find his position already occupied, so to speak. Childish but amusing. This was even better than surprising Lamb in flagrante. He stepped quietly across the room and squatted on the floor at the end of the couch, contemplating a pair of white slippers, made from silk with a swirly pattern. He corrected his balance by falling onto his knees, averted his eyes from the nauseating spirals, and looked at the duchess’s ankles instead.

			Very pretty. Blake had always had a weakness for a neat ankle, though he didn’t recall ever taking note of Anthea Lethbridge’s. Slender, well defined, and deceptively innocent in pure white stockings.

			With the tip of his forefinger he traced the bone beneath the silk. She didn’t move. He opened his hand and felt warmth under his palm. She twitched at his touch. He closed his hand around the tender limb and inched it upward. Her body undulated seductively and her legs parted a little, though from the rhythm of her breathing he’d think her asleep.

			Sleeping nymph it was. Good acting.

			With a hand on each ankle he gently drew the legs apart and leaned over to kiss the spot above her slipper, then, nudging at her skirt with his brow, he ran his lips up her inner calf.

			The sweet heady scent of woman enticed him to explore further. He might not be in a fit state for the full performance—though that fact was now in dispute—but he could taste. And he knew the lady would appreciate his attention. Chuckling softly he raised the skirts and dove under until he was enclosed in a tent of silk petticoats. The soft skin of her thighs brushed his cheeks. Her fragrant heat was a siren call to his groin. The lovely duchess was going to receive double pleasure tonight.

			She moved, stretched her legs out as though emerging from slumber. Then he heard the doorknob turn and remembered the existence of his old friend. Damn Lamb. He was early too.

			“What?” The question was voiced in a blend of sleepiness and confusion, followed by a strangled shriek. Flailing hands beat at his head through the material of the gown and he hastily withdrew.

			Sinking back onto his ankles he looked up to meet the outraged face of Miss Minerva Montrose.

			“What are you doing?” she cried. She lay before him, her legs exposed to the knees.

			His head swam and his mouth fell agape as they stared at each other in horror. Then in unison they turned to the door.

			A parade that wouldn’t have disgraced the fashionable hour in Hyde Park trooped into the library.

			His mother, the Duchess of Hampton.

			Lord Iverley, his first cousin, lifelong enemy, and Minerva’s brother-in-law.

			Lady Chase and Mrs. Compton, best friends of Diana, Minerva’s sister, Sebastian’s wife, and Blake’s erstwhile fiancée.

			James Lambton, looking surprised.

			The Duchess of Lethbridge, looking amused.

			And Lady Georgina Harville, the biggest gossip in London.
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road to hell.

A Warrior’s Promise by Donna Fletcher

Bryce can'tafford distractions on his quest to restore Scotland’s
true king to the throne. When a desperate urchin steps in his
path and turns out to be oh so much more, will Bryce turn away
from love in order to fulfill his duty, or will he discover that
promising your heart is the bravest mission of all?

The Fireman Who Loved Me by Jennifer Bernard
Melissa McGuire and Fire Captain Harry Brody have just one
thing in common: theyre both convinced they're perfectly
wrong for each other. But when Melissa’s matchmaking
grandmother wins her a date with Brody at a bachelor auction
the sparks fly.

Visit www.Author Tracker.com for exclusive
information on your favorite HarperCollins authors.

Available wherever books are sold or please call 1-800-331-3761 10 order.
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