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Chapter One

The day was tepid—one better spent looking for a breeze in the out of doors But she was sequestered in the stone fort, purposely hidden—sorting through her box of jewels with a look of mischievous triumph in her golden eyes. The pale locks of her auburn hair shone by candlelight, gleaming like satin or Oriental silk. She wore no frock, but a pair of leather britches, and a manly style of shirt that made her slim form look boyish—at least from behind—her lovely rounded buttocks the only suggestion of her femininity. To view her from straight on with her voluminous hair loosened from the cap she’d worn, there was no mistaking the fact of her gender. The hair lit up a face radiant with the energy of a fine young woman, noble born with regal features. Her wide-set eyes were sharp and focused, her jawline angular and smooth, her complexion pure—a creamy pink that invited the touch of a tender hand. One glance at her bosom and it was difficult to miss the bounty there. For a woman of nineteen, she had blossomed abundantly, the flesh of her breasts difficult to hide even under the wide shirt she wore. When it was absolutely necessary in order to ply her trade, she would bind them in muslin as best she could to keep an inspecting eye from guessing the truth. At times, it was easier to be a boy-thief—easier to gain access to places where the greatest treasure could be lifted from the unsuspecting. Taverns, brothels and trading houses were not the province of respectable ladies—though it was perhaps a laughable venture to call Rebecca Coverdale a lady at all. Despite her noble heritage, she was a common thief by choice—her trade a lark to soothe her fiery constitution and mock a birthright that stung her at every turn.

She heard footsteps behind her but was too slow in acknowledging them to fend off attack.

“Stop it, you bastard!” she roared at the instant of capture. Two large arms swooped about her shoulders, binding her against a mighty chest. She recognized the broad hands of her lover, and kicked back at his shin with her boot, angrily striking the mark she meant to hit.

“You’ve been thieving again,” his voice was gruff.

“What concern is that of yours?” She struggled as she turned inside his grasp, eyes snapping like flames of white hot fire.

“You know my vow.”

“And you know I’ll resist,” she declared, feet still kicking to defeat his grip. 

He wasn’t beaten. Duncan Forsythe was rarely bested by a man and certainly never a woman. Despite his lean appearance, his body was one sinewy muscle, toughened by a fierce life and determination. That did not impede the twinkle in his dark eyes—that molten black had often matched Rebecca’s in wit and sexual charm—as well as biting fire. He found his lover delectable in her current state of madness. And, he had a ready cure for that madness. The result would be his ultimate satisfaction. There was a broad brown belt about his trousers that he could unbuckle with one hand while maintaining a firm hold on his fighting captive. 

“You think you’ll best me, Rebecca Coverdale, you are more addled than I thought,” he declared, laughing he was so amused. He dragged her to one corner of the candlelit room and sat down in order to accomplish his task in a way that he could control her best. Tossing her lithe form over his lap, he held her fixed while he tugged at the waist of her britches. 

“Have I ever told you how lovely you look in these, my dear?” he taunted.

“Get your hands off me, bastard!” she swore.

“Oh, my, you’re not giving in, my little brazen one? How dangerous for you. Now, I’ll really have to make this succulent flesh smart.”

“You’d better not!” she roared.

“Really? You think you can stop me?”

She bucked like a wild stallion—to no avail, and was nearly in tears over the attack.

“I didn’t think so,” Duncan said as he observed the uselessness of her plight. Having her ass bare, his eyes drank in the glorious sight of her unblemished skin. How that white gleamed in the candlelight, much like the complexion of her face. He noted a layer of perspiration covering the plump orbs. It was miserably humid in Rebecca’s secret crypt, and this would be a hot wet episode from the spanking foreplay, to the fornicating finish. Raising the belt he had doubled in his hand, he snapped the wide flat breadth of it on her jiggling skin. The smack hit her rudely on both cheeks causing her to cry—

“Ouch! You fuckin’ ass.” She accentuated that cry with a powerful surge of intent, hoping to achieve the result of falling to the stony floor. But, as was typical of these skirmishes over Duncan’s lap, her try was met with a force far greater than she could muster. He held her fast.

Ah! What a sight it was to see the color of her ass turn pink! Duncan thought.

Inspired, he pelted her soundly, smack after smack torturing her poor behind, the strident beauty’s cries rash and angry. “I hate you, you vile blackguard!” That’s when she was sane enough to form words. The rest of the time there was little but gibberish coming from her lips. The spanking continued through all her panicked cries and wild gyrations; and the color of her ass was soon a deep pink hue that seemed to fuse to the surface flesh as though it changed colors permanently. He leveled one smack atop another, while others drifted down her thighs, nearly to her knees before his aim returned to her molten behind.

For those that were especially harsh, she blared words no lady should ever utter. One would think that Rebecca Coverdale was little more than a guttersnipe, not the daughter of a Duke, distantly related to the king. Now, she was getting a well deserved rebuke—one to match the worst such strappings her dictatorial lover declared suitable for a brat of her uncommon ilk.

Soon, her ass was simply a mess of color, the texture of her skin changing in a way that would be apparent for some hours, perhaps days after. Yet, as this painful procedure continued the reckless thief, the boy/girl strumpet, the womanly Rebecca began to find surrender the bravest and wisest response to her plight. Some curious bent that made this act turn into pleasure made her loins burn with a peculiar heat that was decidedly sexual.

When this took place, Duncan would swear that he didn’t change the force of his strokes, while Rebecca would swear that he softened them. Regardless of the truth, the pain ceased to torture her, and became a fuel for the furnace afire between her thighs. That fire growing molten and needy, she squirmed erotically, her ass jerking, her tears turning into whimpers of a sexual quality.

When Duncan stopped the spanking, dropping the strap to the ground, there was no sigh of relief; she was too focused on having his hands work her hot mounds as his cock would work her aching pussy.

For at time, Duncan was content to stare at the lovely handiwork his strap made of her backside. All the while, the wanting young woman waited in the excruciating silence of the steamy room. 

“So, quit staring at my bum and get on with it!” she finally blared.

He smacked her hard on the left cheek.

“Who’s in charge here?” he asked.

She didn’t reply, choosing to answer with her wiggling ass.

“Who’s in charge, Rebecca?” he asked one more time while giving her other cheek a good firm crack.

He wasn’t going to settle for silence; and worried that he’d start the punishment all over again if she defied him, she finally spit out, “you are, dear Duncan. Now please take me.” Her desperation tore at the heart.

“That’s better. I’m glad to hear you understand the facts,” he said. And with that admission, his bare palm moved on her spanked cheeks.

“Oh, Duncan, yes!” Her reply was instantaneous joy.

“You like this, my little bitch?” he asked, as his hand roved the blistering hot skin, his fingers journeying between her thighs to find the liquid gathering there. 

“Ooo, yes, my love, but please don’t call me a bitch,” she protested—though it was hardly a protest at all.

“You call me a bastard, I’ll call you anything I like,” he vowed. “You certainly are no lady. We established that fact a long time ago. Now, tell me. You want more?”

“Oh, please, love yes, yes more.” The need was urgently gripping her. And while she might have remained on Duncan’s lap, she managed to twist herself about so they could kiss, so that their embrace could lead to stripping away their clothes and falling to the bed of straw on the floor.

“Ah, yeesss,” she purred while lying back on the prickly surface. The straw burned her raw behind, but she hardly cared. Duncan had her body naked. With the remnants of her boy’s clothes stripped away, the full measure of her womanly charms was there for him to behold it all their fascinating glory. She never ceased to thrill him, to make his anxious cock stir restlessly—regardless of her attire. Now, so beautifully laid out for him—and submissive to boot—he dove into her welcoming riches with the same sure abandon of their many copulating moments. He thought he liked her best after a good spanking, strapping or caning—all of these measures liberally used to bridle her virtually unbridled appetite for illegal ventures. At the moment of surrender, she was most appealing. And, it seemed the kind of justice necessary to preserve their peace. She would continue to mock him, and he’d continue to chastise her. It was the only way he could live with her crimes, her occasionally ranting tongue and defiant manner. 

For Rebecca’s part she allowed Duncan Forsythe his reign over her because she loved him—his cock, his might, his haughty attitude, and his ability to curtail her recklessness and remind her of virtue. She rarely aspired to anything virtuous despite her good breeding. Of course, it was uncertain if she’d had any breeding at all. She’d been raised in a rough household with brothers and uncles and only a sickly mother to teach her. She despised her mother for her weakness, and once the woman knew this, she cared little about what her young daughter did with her life. Her father was commonly gone, or too drunk to pay attention to her. Rebecca regularly fought off the sexual advances of her lewd uncles, lucky to escape her childhood unscathed by rape.

At a time in her life when she should be sipping tea or wine with courteous ladies—as her mother often did—or, like the other young women of her station, courting her future husband, concerned with fashion and making a home, she was occupied with thievery and banging Duncan Forsythe. He was a common man with a most uncommon sexual appetite she loved; but he was not considered marriage material—something that didn’t bother either one of them. Getting married was neither Duncan nor Rebecca’s aim. They would both turn up their noses at the possibility of spending their lives tied to each other.

As Duncan’s palm moved down her naked thigh, the many pleasures of her times with him came to her with a little sadness and bittersweet remembrance. The familiar tingle of his fingers running lightly over her skin stirred the sensitive hair.

“Ah, yesss…” she whispered, gasping every time he ventured toward the swollen bud peeking between her labia. Breathing the combined scent of their bodies, the perfume enlivened her. She smelled sex in the aroma of Duncan’s loins. He was fresh washed a day or so ago, not yet too ripe to enjoy, but at that earthy time when she could drink in his body musk and never tire of it. The smell of him alone could perpetually prod her hungry sex. “Oh, I shall miss you,” she purred, as his tongue glided from her earlobe down the line of her graceful neck to a tiny pert pink nipple appearing atop its paler round of skin. While he massaged her pubis, his other hand squashed the hillock of her left breast flesh in his palm.

Rebecca lay back arms overhead, content to let Duncan love her as he was so accomplished at doing.

“What was that you said?” he lifted his face from her neck, and stared into her gold/green eyes. 

“Humm, I remember nothing.”

“You said you’d miss me.”

“No, noooooo,” she hummed—though she was suddenly alert enough to realize what she’d said. Oh, and a bad miscalculation at that, saying anything until they made love. He wouldn’t be happy with her announcement.

Reaching low, Rebecca grabbed his penis to take his mind from her careless remark. And her cunning worked. A bit of adroit exertion with her tongue, and his member was so hard in her hand she was afraid she’d be drenched in her lover’s rain before he could plant the thick thing between her thighs. Rolling Duncan to his back, she climbed on, bouncing on his groin as his cock slipped into her portal. Her breasts, like rounds of fresh dough bounce in the hand of a baker, jiggled before his appreciative eyes. The joyful ride pushed his erection deep, so it hit the way-insides of her slippery cunny, making her scream fitfully.

He grabbed for her breasts, anchoring them with fingers pressing into their softness. Like some ripe food of goddesses and gods, Rebecca’s good grace fed a voracious appetite. Pulling her down to his chest, they rolled again so Duncan was mounting the slut, holding her by the ankles, legs wide and high. 

“Oh, you are so deep, my saucy brat. I think sometimes I’ll get lost in you. I should spank you every day to make you this willing.”

“I’m always willing,” she answered back.

“And sometimes you’re a shrew.” 

The action of his bones and thighs to her pubis startled every pore of her awake. He sensed her cum, and worked her hard. Her red hair scattered, his dark brown loosening from the tie that held it. The straw scratched; the air grew thick with lust, and the scent and sounds of a sexual finale beginning. She panted as though she lay gratefully dying, while Duncan lunged, finishing with several thrusting strokes. In the quiet that followed there was just the sound of Rebecca mewing softly as the last of her spasms led her mind and body away.

“Do you remember the first time I spanked you?” Duncan asked as the last of a good screw made them wilt in the heat.

“Like it was yesterday,” Rebecca recalled.

“You were in the kitchen of your cousin’s estate house, acting like a petulant harpy. I was eating a bowl of mutton stew—awful stuff, but the old cook’s biscuits were fair. I was ready to cuff your ears, or lay my fist on your sorry jaw, and you scolded me for looking at you.” Duncan turned on his side, and with a piece of straw plucked from the mat, he scratched the thing down her side, and watched her shiver.

“You keep doing that, you’ll get me started again,” she warned.

“Just take it and enjoy, Rebecca, but you’ve had enough sex for now.”

“That’s what you think?” There was a rascally light in her eyes.

“Well, I think I’m right. And I’ll spank you again if you don’t behave.” He pressed the sharp end of the straw into her breast and watched her expression change. “Want it harder, don’t you?”

“I’ll never tell you,” she said, pushing his hand away.

“Maybe I should spank you again like I did that first time. I’ve never seen anything as beautiful as the look on your sweet face when I wrestled you over that butcher block and spanked you with the oven shovel. The whole kitchen came alive seeing you get your just desserts.”

“Yes, and I’ve hated you ever since.”

“Oh yes, and how you hated me with every fiber of your beautiful body. Let me see your ass. I want to know if I left marks this time.” He pushed her over in the straw to inspect her two cheeks. Except for their rosy glow, however, and perhaps a red smudge, there was little to show for the punishment it took.

“You only leave marks when you use the cane,” Rebecca reminded him.

“I should have brought it then because this time you deserved it. I can’t believe what I heard in the tavern. They’re looking for some young boy who was apparently pinching wallets and watches.” He turned her back so he could look her in the face.

“And you assume it’s me? Like I’m the only thief in this county.”

“What else am I to assume when you look exactly like the boy described? You’re taking too many chances, Rebecca.” His eyes turned grievously serious as he pinned both hands to either side of her face.

“No more chances than usual,” she quipped.

“I want you taking no chances at all!” he pointed a finger right at her face like a chastising parent. “You will get caught some day and who will I have to screw?”

“I’m far too careful to get caught.”

“You don’t think someone from that last tavern you exploited won’t recognize this face?”

“Not when it’s the face of a boy, streaked with black soot.”

“I swear, I’ll cure you of these risky shenanigans if it’s the last thing I do,” he warned. He paused to let that thought sink in and repeated, “If it’s the last thing I do. Next time I learn you’ve been stealing, your ass will be so blistered by the time I’m done, you won’t sit for days.” He thought some more. “Maybe I should just lock you up.”

“Oh, you’re being silly.”

“Right here would be a perfect jail,” he inspected the room.

“No, it wouldn’t. It’s too damn hot.”

“I don’t imagine a jailer would really care now, would he?”

“Well, I don’t have to worry about that, because I’m not going to get caught,” she snipped lightly while she pushed herself to sitting, and grabbed for her clothes—her ladies clothes. “Ah! What I’d give for a cool bath.”

“Perhaps we would should indulge tonight?” he suggested.

There was a pleasant smirk on her face at the thought of diving naked into the lake, watching Duncan’s naked ass bob in the water while he watched hers. “Oh, I don’t know. I have some things to do.”

“Not more stealing?”

“Of course not. I have plenty of treasure to keep me happy right now.”

She laced the bodice of her chemise, so he could see her lavish bosom rising in a gentle swell. Standing now, her emerald colored dress seemed to float over her head and nestle down her slender torso. It fit tightly about her, making her fair breasts plump up even higher. She was proud of them, certain to show them off, the skin and the cleavage, as though she would invite men to dine on them. 

“So, what’s this about missing me?” Duncan asked.

With her back turned, he didn’t see her expression of dread. She thought he’d forgotten the careless comment.

“Missing you? I always miss you when you’re gone. And you’re gone a lot.”

“That wasn’t what you meant.”

“Really?”

“Yes, really.” She was being far too coy to be believed. “I sense there’s something you need to confess.” His dark eyebrows raised reprovingly.

“Haven’t I confessed all my schemes to you? And you know about this latest one. What more could there be?” She turned around.

“You’re lying, I can always tell.”

She drew in a deep breath of the searing air inside her stone fortress.

“We really have to get out here, or I’ll expire from this heat.”

“One minute is not going to make any difference.”

She stomped her foot annoyed, but then taking a deep breath, she slumped to a stool.

“I’m leaving the county.”

“You are?”

“Yes. I think you’re right. It’s a little dangerous around here anymore. I’ve pilfered all I can from this place, and I need some new surroundings.”

“And what else, Rebecca?” His lover was rarely given to melancholy or dread, but there seemed to be both in her expression. She looked almost as though she was frightened. Turning from him, Duncan could hear the soft sound of her skirt rustling against the stone floor. “Something is troubling you.”

“I think not,” she turned back more haughtily.

“You may be a good thief, but you’re not a good liar.”

She still did not speak.

“It’s your uncle.”

Her reply was telling, a flicker of panic quickly replaced by a mean scowl.

“It is your uncle. Alden I would guess.”

“He’s the only one around much.” Her voice started to tremble. “It’s only a matter of time before he’ll creep into my room in the middle of the night and put a knife to my throat.”

“I’ll kill him,” Duncan swore.

“Then you would go to jail!” she snapped. “It’s time for me to leave here, Duncan, and so I shall.”

Such determination. She’d not be swayed.

“Do you realize how dangerous it is, a woman traveling on their own?”

“I’m going to London. I have relatives there.”

“So you’ll lead a respectable life?”

“I didn’t exactly say that. But you don’t know what might change if I left this miserable place.” Dressed, Rebecca bundled her britches and shirt into a sack, and locking her treasure chest, she pulled out the stones and dirt in the fortress’s walls to return the wooden box to its hiding place.

“Perhaps, if we were to marry,” he suggested.

“Oh, Duncan don’t be so silly. You know neither one of us would be happy. I like the feel of other men’s erections and you enjoy other pussies as much as mine. If we were to marry, I’d start to nag you, and before long you’d beat me silly, not just spank my ass. Plus, you wouldn’t let me play my games.” Her grimace actually looked quite cute. “I can’t think of anything more repulsive than ruining the love we have with a useless ceremony. We’d only grow to hate each other.”

He couldn’t help but agree, but then, he still worried over her.

“Besides, you’re not good enough for me. You know how the whole county would be shocked, a common laborer marrying a noblewoman.” She took his arm graciously as they climbed out of the abandoned fortress into the daylight. Ah! There was a breeze coming from the south and west. It cleared the air and the gloom from her mind. Rebecca’s hair danced in the sunlight, every facet of it lighting with a gentle fire. Her eyes flashed more keenly. She was a woman with her mind set.

“The truth is, I am too good for you and you know it,” Duncan retorted.

“Of course you are, because you’re such a dependable and virtuous man. You should have been noble born. The brutes in my useless family don’t deserve their titles. Be that as it may, I don’t have the stomach to fight them anymore. I figure a few years away, I’ll be able to return and do exactly what I like. I’ll go to London letting my parents believe I’ll be staying with Lady Jessica—my mother’s sister. They won’t know for months that I’m on my own.”

“Then you aren’t going to stay with family?” his concern was aroused again.

“Not if I can help it. Jessica is more haughty and proud than my mother. I mean if I should just get lost…” she shrugged happily, “I think everyone would be happier—except perhaps horny Alden.”

“You’re forgetting me,” Duncan reminded her.

“Oh, as soon as I have something established, I’ll send you word. Then you can come visit me for a good fuck.”

If he could only believe that. “You know, I should stop you.”

“But you won’t. You’re the only thing here that doesn’t make me miserable. I have to leave Duncan and you need to let me go.”

He was sure she would. Many times he wanted to be done with the brat. Her temper, her stealing, the basic mess of a woman she was. Sometimes he didn’t know if had the strength needed to love her. Love? Yes, he loved her, as much as any woman. But it was perhaps no more than foolishness.

“When are you leaving?” he asked.

“Ah! I don’t know. When the moon is right some night. When my uncles are drunk and I have enough treasure to take me where I’m going. A fortnight or two perhaps,” she speculated.

“Then we’ll talk of this more before you go,” he concluded. “You give me your word?”

“I do,” she replied as sincerely as she knew how.

They walked to the edge of the wood and kissed, then separated to go their separate ways. 

Rebecca left her parent’s house that very night, having made her plans many days in advance to leave when the moon was half full—she didn’t want a sky too bright or too dark by which to navigate. As she was about to slip out of the manor for the last time, she spotted her drunken Uncle Alden passed out on the parlor floor. He lay before the fire, his corpulent body a disgusting sight. Thinking she should leave some sign of her departure—something inspired to be remembered by, she decided to make her soused uncle the centerpiece of a whimsical joke. Managing to strip the man naked, she then bound his hands and feet together, hog-tying him with rope behind his back. She stuffed his woolen socks in his mouth when he awakened enough to protest her efforts. Staring at her accomplishment, she smiled, even more delighted to see that her uncle was at least half aware of what had happened to him. He stared at her from his besotted eyes, while his poor little cock was actually beginning to become erect. Too bad she couldn’t stay and see what it might be like to torture the bastard. As it was, she couldn’t wait to put some miles between her and the contemptible inhabitants of the house where she was born. Having been sidetracked by this cruel joke, she already had some distance to make up.

Ah, yes, she reneged on her vow to Duncan. Leaving, she knew she was breaking his heart even as her own was breaking. But it couldn’t be helped. To speak with him again would only make the inevitable worse. He’d want her to stay and that was something she couldn’t do.


Chapter Two

The country roadhouse reeked with the smell of ale, smoke and body sweat, the sound of it full of laughter and boisterous conversation, tankards slamming against wooden tables and the occasional cry of a woman being mauled by a horny man. Children belonging in bed at this late hour scurried about under tables for scraps, while serving wenches—some handsome, some frightfully hideous—served up ale and a thick pork stew to those brave enough to try the steamy meat and potatoes. There were a dozen tables in two rows, a bar and kitchen at one end, and though it was nearly midnight, there was hardly a place for anyone just arriving to sit and rest. There were some beds in the rooms upstairs, but most of those crowded inside would slumber with their heads resting against the tables. Or perhaps they might find some straw in the barn across the yard. A nursing mother cooed to her suckling child, while a few sad tunes rose from a fiddler’s bow reminding the observer of a more tender side of life.

Rebecca was in heaven in the company of these squalid sorts. She only occasionally felt any guilt about her means of making a living. She never took from the poor, but only those unwholesome creatures who flashed their wealth about—those with silk vests and velvet hats and smug smiles on their faces as they twisted the lifeblood from the meager and underfed. Every silk hanky, every jewel and watch and wallet she could purloin was satisfaction to her hungry soul. Commonly, she dropped a coin among the poorest, not so they noticed who their benefactor was, but so they could buy a loaf of bread. She fashioned herself a latter day Robin Hood from the legends of old. 

It would be her pleasure to reap some of her winnings from gambling houses and the elegant parlors of the London elite, but she would have to perform her schemes carefully, so as not to get caught. That was why she was working her way slowly to that teaming city. She needed practice, and this country roadhouse was the perfect place. Dressed as a boy, her hair tucked tightly inside her leather cap, her breasts bound, her face smeared with a bit of dirt, she snatched her treasure from here and there, while the unsuspecting drank their ale and jawed with their neighbors having no idea they would walk away with a little less in their pockets this night.

She had almost finished her work for the night, the din inside the roadhouse easing some with the late hour. Fewer children scampered for handouts, most leaning into the breasts of their mothers, while their fathers finished the last of their ale. A few babies squawked, while old men coughed and the smoke in the air rose toward the ceiling making the atmosphere clear of the hazy fog. Still, there was a mighty stench about with so many so close. At the door of the inn, Rebecca paused to adjust the pack she slung over her back, when she suddenly felt a hand at her wrist and the breath of a man at her ear. 

“Go with me quietly, boy,” the unseen fellow whispered, “and I’ll not make trouble for you.”

She flinched. “Take your hand from me!” she answered directly without bothering to meet him face to face.

“I think not,” he whispered his reply. “You’ve been stealing from the fine guests of this inn, and unless you wish me to make sport of you right now, you’ll do as I say.” She felt something hard press against her shirt. Perhaps a knife.

Her body tightened more surely, while her mind flashed to Duncan’s repeated vow—eventually you’ll be caught. She had few choices: to run; to fight; or perhaps hear the man out, hoping he wouldn’t kill her for the coin and jewels she carried. Walking out the door, Rebecca wrestled with her decision much too long. Surely, she should flee, but before she could gather steam to make a move, the gruff fellow had her collar in his fist, his fingers fused to her clothes. The knife-blade more keenly pressed to her spine.

Led from the roadhouse toward a shack beside the barn, navigating solely by intermittent moonlight, they were in the only place where they could be utterly alone, Rebecca at the mercy of this criminal. When the door slammed behind them, he pushed her toward a bale of straw; and tumbling to the ground, Rebecca’s cap dislodged, her fine red hair spilling out about her face.

“My, my, what do we have here?” her abductor chortled as he squinted seeing a young woman—her face barely lit by the dim light shining through the window. Fumbling through his satchel, he fished out a candle and match to illuminate their confrontation.

As the shack began to glow, Rebecca’s eyes widened in fascinated horror, seeing not some scurvy brute, but a brawny, bearded fellow with a most handsome smile. His blue eyes throttled her attempt to scream with a power she’d never known from any man. Her heart took an immediate jolt as she instantly compared him to Duncan Forsythe. He was not as tall as her lover, but with such broad shoulders, he gave the appearance of strength—and mystery as well. She hadn’t laid eyes on a fellow so attractive since leaving home three weeks before. This one not only had the schemes of a blackguard, he had the poise of a nobleman and the charisma of the most polished rake. And quite obviously, having unmasked the truth of her gender, the fellow was as taken by her as she was by him.

“A woman and a thief? What a delightful combination!”

“You say I’m a thief, I say you’re a liar.”

“I think not. It’s not often that I get the opportunity to spy on a fellow scoundrel like myself, but seeing you work the inn tonight was quite interesting. If this is a serious occupation, you have lots to learn.”

