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      “Honestly, this is really unnatural.”

      Peggy Swanson realized her friend had caught her—again.

      “You’re still staring at that painting. We’ve been in London for almost four days and that’s the only thing you’ve really seen.” Katie entered the front parlor and rounded the Adams style sofa to sit next to Peg.

      “That’s not true,” Peg tried to deny. “We went to Apsley House and the Victoria and Albert Museum the first day we got here. We spent the entire next day at the British Museum. And just yesterday, we went to the National Gallery.”

      “You didn’t spend half as much time staring at any painting there as you do this one,” Katie responded. “It’s not like it was painted by Gainsborough.”

      “I know.” Peg leaned back into the sofa. She didn’t know what it was about this painting that fascinated her so much.

      Katie focused on the large, gilt-framed painting of Lady Margaret and her husband, Viscount Alison, probably trying to figure out what Peg saw.

      “I can see Lady Margaret was pretty,” Katie offered, studying the dark-haired Lady Margaret in an ivory dress.

      Peg would admit she was attractive.

      “And Lord Alison is hot. Not hot by our standards but Regency hot.”

      Peg would agree with that too.

      The tall, lean Lord Alison was more than handsome. His blond hair combed straight back, accentuated the austerity of his face. She could stare at his dark, piercing eyes…forever.

      What was the attraction? Peg wasn’t all that sure herself. Drawn to the front parlor, and this painting, more often than she was willing to admit, Peg had the feeling she had met him before and couldn’t remember where. And she was sure she would have remembered if she had.

      As if that could ever have happened.

      “I suspect it’s jealousy,” Katie theorized.

      “What? Please spare me, would you?” But Peg had a good idea what was coming next.

      Katie pointed to the woman in the painting. “Of Lady Margaret. You want him for yourself.” Indicating Lord Alison with a nod.

      “Don’t be ridiculous.” Peg gave a half-hearted laugh. “You Psych majors are all alike. You think you can analyze everyone.”

      “But I’m right, aren’t I?” Katie’s raised brows were not in anticipation of an answer.

      How could Peg be in love? She didn’t know him, never even heard of him until their small tour group took up residence in this Kensington townhouse earlier in the week.

      Him? What was she thinking? He wasn’t real. He was only a man in a painting.

      That reason didn’t stop or change what she really felt when she gazed up at the 200-year-old face staring down at her.

      Peg hadn’t felt this way when she and Katie had sampled the waters in the Pump Rooms of Bath, taken tea at Betty’s in York, nor when they basked in the summer sun on the shores of Brighton.

      It had to be London, and this house, and something about that portrait.

      Peg had fallen in love with Ashworth House the minute she arrived, and it would be her lodgings for the next five days until their grand Regency tour came to an end.

      A brilliant someone had taken great care to modernize the Ashworth townhouse. Storage areas and closets had been transformed into bathrooms, with what the British called mod cons, modern conveniences, upstairs and down. While the townhouse was completely supplied with electricity, all were available but cleverly hidden, there wasn’t a power outlet, light switch, or cord in sight.

      In the ensuing silence, the mantle clock chimed the quarter hour. Peg slid her hand from the upholstery on the Adams style sofa to its lion-carved arm. The walls, the furniture, the atmosphere, all emanated history. But what impressed her went beyond the antique furnishings, said to be original pieces from the early 1800s. Something about the house that surrounded her, somehow permeated her, and ingrained itself in her.

      Peg imagined the house must have looked very much as it did over two centuries before when inhabited by the fifth Earl of Westchester and his family. But it was the painting in the front parlor of the earl’s daughter Lady Margaret and her husband that for some reason continually drew Peg’s interest.

      When she stared at it…him…she could have sworn his eyes stared back at her. As far as Peg could tell it didn’t seem to be happening to anyone else but her.

      “It’s just a painting, you know,” Peg replied.

      “Go on, then. Don’t mind me.” Katie dropped in a well-practiced English accent, looking down her nose at Peg. “For all the time you spent staring at that portrait, you could have posed for one yourself.”

      Katie was right. Peg had spent a lot of time admiring Lady Margaret and Lord Alison. Correction: admiring him, glaring at her.

      Peg’s brother would have had a field day knowing she was lusting after a man, not to mention only a picture of a man. It would not have surprised Jerry to know it was an Englishman and a titled one at that. Even the day she left for England, he had given her a hard time.

      “Give my best to Princess Kate,” were his parting words.

      And Peg snapped back, correcting him. “I know you mean Catherine, Princess of Wales. I don’t think you know her well enough to call her Kate.”

      “Are we going, or are you going to sit there all day staring at him?” a voice brought her back to Ashworth House and the present.

      Feeling slightly embarrassed, Peg blinked and said nothing more that would give Katie any reason to continue their squabble.

      “I guess that’s what English majors are supposed to do. Study the English,” Katie continued, a retaliation to Peg’s earlier remark about Psych majors. “Come on, let’s get going.”

      Peg stood, trying to convince herself she wasn’t as reluctant to leave the painting as Katie had made it sound.

      “The only reason you’re leaving without a fight is that we’re going to Saffron Hall to learn more about him.” Katie pointed to the man in the portrait. Peg didn’t want to tell her friend that she was more than likely right.

      Peg followed Katie outside the parlor and into the large hallway.

      In spite of her teasing, it was Katie who encouraged Peg to explore her obsession. The family history display in the back parlor of Ashworth House suggested guests visit Saffron Hall for further information on Viscount Alison and his life.

      Whether she liked it or not, Katie would see to it Peg did just that.

      “Margaret,” Paul, another member of the tour group, called out. He mimicked Mrs Taggart the hotel manager who called Peg by her full name Margaret. He was only one of many who’d picked up the habit.

      “Have you seen…” Paul’s eyes widened when he spotted Katie. “There you are.” He skirted around Peg, murmuring an ‘excuse me’ and headed for Katie. “Thanks for the loan.” He handed her a folded map of London. “I’m tagging along with Tom and Karen to St Paul’s Cathedral. What are you two doing today?”

      “We’re stopping by a small museum and then some shopping,” Katie replied, with a definite twinkle in her eye. “Although, I'm not sure where.”

      Maybe Katie likes him.

      “Do you have a map of the Underground?” Katie asked Peg.

      Peg had the impression her friend wanted a bit of privacy and searched her bag and pretended to come up empty-handed. “I’ll get another one.” She headed for the front desk.

      “Somethin’ you need, dear?” Mrs Taggart looked up to her elbows in paperwork. Literally.

      “An Underground map, if you have one handy.”

      “Oh, I think I can find one around here somewheres.” Mrs Taggart glanced about her area, shuffling through the piles around her. “If I can no’ you’ll be able to find one at the Tube station.” It was amazing how through the pile of papers, which looked to be an assortment of notes, messages, and other miscellaneous bits of paper could, as if somehow by magic, make a Tube map appear. “Ah…here we are!”

      Mrs Taggart slid the small, folded map across the counter. Peg took it and thanked her. While slipping it into a zipped pocket in her jacket, she glanced back at the front parlor. Paul and Katie conversed with soft smiles and quiet whispers.

      Maybe Paul liked Katie too.

      “Now who’s in love?” Peg goaded Katie once they were alone outside.

      Katie flashed a smile and replied, “At least he’s alive and breathing.”
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        * * *

      

      Catching the Underground at South Kensington tube station, and one line change, Peg and Katie disembarked at Hampstead Heath and walked a few blocks more to the impressive three-story Saffron Hall.

      Peg stepped inside the mansion. A red velvet cord roped off the massive staircase in the entrance area, keeping visitors from moving beyond the Corinthian columns that supported the arch in front of the grand staircase on the first floor.

      To one side, a woman sat behind a table handing out information pamphlets about the property, offering audio and self-guided tour maps. Peg and Katie opted for the self-guided tour.

      Katie flipped through the pamphlet. “Where’s the part about Lord Alison?”

      “Don’t worry about it.” Peg was here and ready to learn more about her Mystery Man and did not wish to appear overly anxious.

      Katie gave an exasperated sigh. “I guess we’ll get to him eventually. Do you want to see this?” She held out the pamphlet.

      “No, you go ahead and keep it. Just tell me what it says.”

      Pulling the cover and first two pages open, Katie began to paraphrase. “It says Saffron Hall was owned by the law firm of Bevans, Blake, and Whitfield. They used to entertain clients here.” Katie glanced about the entrance hall. “I guess so. This place is pretty fancy. I guess Lord Alison must have been one of their clients.” Katie studied the walls, taking in the plasterwork, wood carvings, and gold leaf. “He had the looks and the big bucks too. Lucky Lady Margaret.”

      Why did Katie always have to bring up Lady Margaret?

      Katie noticed Peg glaring at her. “Sorry. I take that back.” She consulted the pamphlet and inched ahead, slowly leading the way. “This says the first room is the Front Parlor.”

      Peg felt a wave of dizziness hit her. Whether it was from watching Katie spin around, taking in her surroundings, or an attack of agoraphobia, by the time Peg steadied herself the feeling had already passed. For the next few moments, she remained still with her eyes closed.

      Peg started to follow but paused when an image of a white marble woman flashed in her mind. Then just as quickly, the bare-breasted woman with her arm arched over her head faded and the dizziness left.

      That was weird.

      Entering the Front Parlor, Katie scanned the room and craned her neck, looking up at the ceiling. “Can you imagine living in a place like this?”

      Stepping inside after Katie, Peg stared straight ahead and saw her…them.

      There were two. White marble women on the chimneypiece. She stared at the figures posed in mirror images, flanking the fireplace. Their expressions were frozen somewhere between ecstasy and exhaustion from holding the weight of the mantel over their heads for centuries.

      Peg looked from one to the other and back again.

      This was truly strange.

      She must have seen a picture of them in a book. She must have. How else could she explain her feeling of déjà vu?

      Katie strolled to the portal of the next room. “Wow, look at this. Now, this is a big room.”

      Setting herself on auto-pilot, Peg followed Katie down the Long Gallery. Katie’s voice stretched toward her as though she were very far away and Peg could not make out her friend’s words.

      Peg squinted into the early afternoon light pouring through the large, wide windows lining the right side of the room. And her uneasiness rose while walking past the various chairs, sofas, and small tables set around the room grouped in threes and fours.

      Standing in this jammed-packed room filled from wall to wall, Peg felt as if she were suffocating. There should have been half this amount of furniture. It should have been spread out and lined up against the wall out of the way.

      The remaining emptiness should have been softened with greenery. Large leafy plants and delicate potted palms, swaying in the gentle air currents created by guests idly strolling by.

      Momentarily blinded by the flash of a blade slicing through a frond, Peg covered her mouth, repressing a scream.

      “What’s wrong?” Katie swung around and faced her.

      “Nothing,” Peg quickly answered. She glanced around and saw only the over-crowded expanse of the Long Gallery.

      “Are you sure?” Katie had stopped for a moment, looking back at Peg with concern. “You look a bit…”

      There were no glinting blades or undulating palms here.

      Yeah, I’m all right. Peg nodded and flashed the best I-feel-fine smile she could muster.

      Katie would probably have thought Peg certifiable.

      I’d certify myself.

      “Come on, the Dining Room is next.” Katie waved for her to catch up.

      Peg didn’t want to go into the Dining Room.

      What if she saw something in there that wasn’t there?

      She didn’t want her increasing discomfort to grow. And she didn’t want to make a scene.

      She could imagine the headline from the Evening Standard:

      American Tourist Flips Out in British Manor Museum

      “Come on! What are you waiting for?” Katie called from the next room.

      Peg stared at the floor, held her breath and reluctantly proceeded into the Dining Room.

      Katie gasped with pleasure. “Isn’t this absolutely beautiful? Those vine motifs are so intricate.”

      At first, Peg was afraid to look. She closed her eyes tight, refusing to see anything. Her curiosity got the better of her and she pried one eye open for a little peek, allowing the view of her surroundings in bit by bit. She soon had both eyes wide open to take in the six ivory-inlaid mahogany sideboards lined against the pale lavender walls, three on the left and three on the right.

      She felt the tightness in her stomach subside when nothing, absolutely nothing, looked familiar.

      “Look at that table!” Katie cried.

      In the center of the room sat a very long, exquisitely set table. Silverware, china, and three crystal glasses per setting waited for guests to take their meal.

      “I swear, even a McDonald’s burger would taste good on those.”

      By the time Peg moved on to the Great Salon, she had, for the most part, dismissed her prior uneasiness. Decorated in white and gold, it was clear the enormous, opulent room was used for formal social gatherings.

      Peg searched for something familiar, hoping she wouldn’t find it. She felt nothing when she looked at the cream-colored brocade covering the walls. And again, she felt nothing when she studied the white doors, surrounding molding, and ceiling.

      She felt much better.

      Peg followed Katie through a sitting room and two more beautiful state rooms.

      Nothing, nothing, and again, nothing. It was a relief.

      The more time had passed, the more Peg could believe that she must have imagined it all.

      It was so silly.

      Inside the private study, a massive desk sat across from a fireplace, with a less ornate, less decorative, less offensive chimneypiece than the Front Parlor.

      Opposite the door leading to the hall was a set of columns supporting an archway to a small alcove with a window. The side where the desk sat had been roped off. The top left drawer of the desk stood open and a false back had been partially removed, revealing a secret compartment in the back of the drawer.

      “This says, Samuel Bevans, solicitor, and owner of Saffron Hall, kept the Tontine papers in that secret compartment.” Katie indicated the open desk drawer.

      “Tontine? What’s a tontine?” Peg asked.

      Katie studied the pamphlet until she found the explanation and quickly read it to herself. Narrowing her eyes in concentration, she delivered a condensed version. “Basically, it’s when a bunch of people get together and bet on who lives the longest. In this case, it was several fathers, each betting their son would be the survivor of the group.” She widened her eyes. “That’s pretty cold.”

      “Lord Alison was the winner, and that’s why we’re here?”

      “That’s what this says.” Katie pointed to the section on the page she’d just read.

      Footfalls from behind them sounded, growing louder as the person approached. Peg recognized the woman as the lady who had given out the pamphlets at the information table in the Entrance Hall.

      “Just on my rounds, stretching my legs a bit.” She smiled in a warm, friendly manner. The small badge pinned on the upper right side of her cardigan read: Mrs Andrews. “Are you ladies interested in the Alison Tontine?”

      To hear Lord Alison’s name uttered by a stranger and in a native English accent set a chill down Peg’s spine.

      Katie wasn’t shy, and she responded right away. “Yes. We’re staying at Ashworth House in Kensington. We’ve heard we could find more information about Viscount Alison here so we came to check it out.”

      “Ah yes, Viscount Alison.” Apparently, Mrs Andrews was an automated fountain of knowledge on that topic, and Katie had found the ON switch. “The sixth Viscount Alison was the winner of the tontine, you know.”

      “Was he?” Katie replied all wide-eyed, and in a tone filled with exaggerated interest, encouraging Mrs Andrews to continue.

      “Oh, yes. Our Mr Samuel Bevans was the last to oversee the tontine and he continued to keep the matter a secret for his whole life. When the tontine ended, he destroyed the papers, but we’ve managed to learn some of the details from his personal diaries.”

      “Really? I didn’t see anything about that in here.” Katie held up the pamphlet, showing Mrs Andrews the source of their information.

      “No, you won’t find it in there. That’s just an overview of Saffron Hall. There are too many details to include them all.” Mrs Andrews looked from Katie to Peg. She must have decided she had an attentive audience and continued. “The Alison Tontine began with fifteen members. With the mortality rate as high as it was back then, only five survived until the age of twenty.”

      “Five, that’s all?” Peg felt the air thicken. Her concentration started to wane and her hearing faded in and out, catching only portions of Mrs Andrews’ discourse.

      “…each man dropped a plum on his son…”

      Was it just happening to her? Peg couldn’t understand why Katie didn’t get the heebie-jeebies standing in here.

      “…one man named his son Chance hoping it would bring him good luck...”

      After staring at the door pediment, Peg followed the line of the wall motif, focusing on anything but her growing uneasiness.

      “…April of 1813, there was a hunting accident that started a rash of deaths…”

      Peg glanced at the heavily draped window. She swallowed and drew in a deep breath.

      “…the last three died within the same week of July. One could almost believe…”

      Without laying a finger on the long drapes, standing several feet from her reach, Peg knew they were thick and plush to the touch as if she could recall crushing it with her hand.

      “…case of food poisoning, from what we can tell…”

      She knew the feeling well.

      “…at the time, the best estimate was a heart attack, but...”

      Peg cringed when she could feel the softness of the velvet curtain crushed in her hand.

      “…perhaps a robbery, the injury resulting…”

      She rubbed her hands together, trying to erase the unwanted sensation.

      Mrs Andrews had stopped talking, she must have finished. Peg heard Katie thanking the docent for the detailed explanation, and then Mrs Andrews continued her rounds.

      “It certainly throws your Lord Alison in a bad light. There’s no way all those deaths were coincidences.” Katie looked up at Peg.

      “You’re making it sound as if he’s a murderer.”

      “Not me.” Katie pointed down the hallway. “She’s the one who said the last four deaths were suspicious.”

      “He didn’t do it,” Peg stated with conviction.

      “There’s no way you can be sure. All that happened over two hundred years ago. How would you know?”

      “I don’t know…” Peg murmured. “I just do.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 2

          

        

      

    

    
      All the strange feelings Peg had experienced at Saffron Hall evaporated by the time she and Katie took a tasty tea at Brown’s Hotel on Albemarle Street at the end of their shopping.

      Nothing rooted one better in the twenty-first century than hours and hours of shopping in modern day London. The newest fashions in European-style clothes, the exorbitant prices to go with them, and nice foreign transaction-free US credit cards to apply the charges.

      It really was silly, Peg thought. Believing that weird stuff was happening at Saffron Hall.

      This was the twenty-first century for heaven’s sakes. The real world. And nothing the slightest bit weird or even on the unusual side had ever happened to her before. She never believed in vampires, ghosts, or any other kind of paranormal hocus pocus, and she wasn’t about to start now.

      Disembarking at their Tube station, Peg and Katie carried several shopping bags. The guilt in overspending outweighed the number of packages they carried to Ashworth House, so they didn’t call for a cab.

      They weren’t all that far from home. It was only a few blocks away. Walking to their townhouse had never seemed to take much time as it had today. It was the very same couple of blocks they had always traveled, however, this journey seemed twice as long.

      “What do you think about going back to Russell Street tomorrow?” Katie might have gestured if her arms weren’t burdened with shopping bags. “We didn’t have a chance to browse all the bookstores when we were there.”

      “Oh, yeah.” Peg remembered they had talked about returning to that area while they sat on one of the benches outside the British Museum. They both lived by the rule: So many books, so little time.

      “And maybe we can stop by that Mediterranean place we saw for lunch.”

      “Lunch? Wait a minute.” Peg stopped for a second then caught up to Katie. “Today’s Monday, and tonight is the re-creation ball. Will we be awake in time for lunch?”

      “I know we’ll be out late tonight and we’ll probably sleep in a bit. I’m sure we’ll be up before noon.”

      “Before we set our plans in stone we should ask around and see what the rest of the group want to do.”

      “I suppose.” Katie’s sigh of disappointment could not be ignored. “I guess you’re right.”

      “You always have Paul,” Peg suggested. “Since he’s alive and breathing, he’ll need to be fed. If we don’t end up going together, you can take him to lunch.”

      Katie made an oh-aren’t-you-clever face. She paused before turning into the walkway of their townhouse. “Who’s the big shot driving the Aston Martin parked in front of our house?”

      Peg didn’t take much notice of the car and paused on the sidewalk. “Here, hold on to these while I get my keys.” She stacked her bags in Katie’s arms, blocking her face.

      “Hey! I can’t see.”

      “Just don’t move.” Peg unzipped the front of her purse; she was sure this is where she’d put them. “They’re somewhere in here. Why couldn’t this place use a keycard like other hotels?”

      “Why couldn’t this place have a butler?” Katie said from behind the shopping bags. “Or at least a couple of footmen.”

      “Dream on.” Peg snickered, heading carefully down the walkway to the house, now searching the purse’s main compartment, digging around her wallet. “I know they’re in here someplace.” She gave the pouch a shake. “I can hear them.”

      When she pulled the two keys on a ring with a distinctive Ashworth House keychain free, they slipped from her fingers, falling not only to the ground but into the bushes on the right side of the walk. Peg knelt to retrieve them.

      The door opened. An abrupt shuffle and panicked sidestepping of feet told her someone had nearly tripped over her.

      “I beg your pardon.” Peg heard in the most distinguished British accent, but she did not look up. “Do you require some assistance?” he asked in that upper-class to-die-for pronunciation.

      Still looking at the ground, with her keys in hand, Peg saw an amazingly shiny pair of black cap-toe shoes.

      As she began to rise, Peg spied the deep crease running down a pair of legs clad in gray slacks. Straightening even further, she saw the man’s striped tie with a coordinating pocket square tucked into the breast pocket of his jacket.

      Now standing, Peg stared into his face.

      His patrician nose was perfectly straight, and his light hazel eyes sparkled with intrigue, adding to his already handsome face. His medium brown hair had been cut and styled into absolute perfection.

      “No, it’s all right. I got ‘em.” Peg held up her keys for the English gentleman, the extremely good-looking English gentleman, to see.

      His cool stare bore straight into her eyes an instant before proclaiming, “Well-done, you. I’ll bid good day to you then, ladies.” He made an ever-so-slight incline of his head and continued on his way.

      Katie peered at him from behind the tall pile in her arms. Peg moved toward Katie on the sidewalk and they both watched him walk to a gleaming, dark green car parked on the street, hop in, and drive off.

      “Wow,” was all Katie said.

      “You can say that again,” Peg returned.

      “Wow.”

      When the car turned the corner, Peg rose out of her daze, gave Katie a nudge, and held the front door open.

      “That was a pleasant and unexpected English sight,” Katie said, passing Peg with her armful of their shopping spoils. “Wow.”

      Katie headed straight for the front desk. She rested her arms on the counter, leaned forward and said, “Excuse me, Mrs Taggart.”

      The hotel manager set aside the ledger and turned toward the reception desk.

      “Who was that—um, very distinguished, handsome gentleman that just left here?”

      Mrs Taggart proceeded with a very knowing smile. “That was the owner of Ashworth House, Viscount Alison.”

      “Is he related to Lady Margaret’s Viscount Alison?”

      “A direct descendant,” Mrs Taggart stated with pride. “He’s that Lord Alison’s great-great-great-great grandson.”

      It’s too bad the current viscount didn’t resemble the sixth viscount. Not to say the current viscount wasn’t attractive, because he was. Peg just had a thing for the sixth one, that’s all.

      Perhaps the present viscount took after Lady Margaret’s side of the family, and how many other families as the generations went on? The family resemblance on the paternal side had been lost. Lord Alison’s dark eyes and blond hair were such a striking contrast. A feature Peg would have liked to have seen close-up and personal.

      Mrs Taggart set a small, paper-wrapped parcel tied with string on the counter.

      “Margaret.” Mrs Taggart lightly tapped two fingers on the parcel, giving Peg an odd sort of look. “Lord Alison left this for ye.” Mrs Taggart slid the package toward Peg. Katie’s eyes went wide and her mouth dropped open.

      “For me?” Peg felt as surprised as Katie looked.

      “I thought you said you didn’t know anyone here, Margaret?”

      “I don’t.” Peg eyed the package, still confused by its presence. “Are you sure this is for me?”

      “He was quite specific. I’m surprised he didn’t say somethin’ to ye on his way out.”

      “But he doesn’t know me.” Peg took the package, sliding. “I don’t know him either.”

      “Aren’t you going to open it?” Katie urged. Mrs Taggart looked on with a wide, encouraging smile.

      Peg looked from Katie to Mrs Taggart. By the expectant expressions, both were dying to know what was inside.

      “I think I’ll wait until I get to my room.” Peg gathered her shopping bags while holding the parcel securely in her hand. She heard the quiet, but audible, harrumphs that told her the others were not happy with her decision.

      Why Peg didn’t toss her purchases on the bed and immediately rip open the package the second she closed the door to her room, she didn’t know. Was she scared? Or was the mystery so delicious she wanted the anticipation to last? To be honest, she was a bit frightened.

      Peg laid the parcel on the table and set her shopping bags next to the sofa.

      It looked like something one would see in a museum. The brownish color of the wrapping paper was not its original coloring. She knew it must have been almost white, but had yellowed with age. Nearing for a closer look, she felt the edges of the package and ran her finger along the string.

      It was brittle and dry.

      From the way the package was bound, it was all too apparent someone wanted to make sure the parcel remained undisturbed.

      It looked old.

      Really old.

      The paper, it was rigid and cracked in places. Well, it wasn’t exactly paper, the wrapping was thicker. More like old-fashioned parchment. She could make out what she thought was the spine of a book and the sharp corners at the edges of a hard book cover.

      Pulling the string to unravel the bow. Even that was stiff with age. The strands that crossed and rounded the edges had to be pried off. It had solidified into position as if it had been there for centuries.

      But of course, this couldn’t have been that old.

      Peg freed the book from its confines. It was in beautiful condition. The leather on the book was soft, surprisingly so. She turned the spine right-side-up to read the title:

      
        
        Childe Harold’s Pilgrimage

        Lord Byron

      

      

      Peg turned to the inside cover, there was an inscription.

      
        
        To my dear Lady Margaret,

        À tout moment.

        Yrs B

      

      

      Lady Margaret?

      Could this have been signed by Lord Byron himself? That sounded crazy. Maybe the original Lord Alison was somehow the mysterious B? With the name of Brandon, Billy, or Bertram.

      But why would this book be given to Peg? And why on earth would a twenty-first century English aristocrat bother delivering it to an American tourist? This didn’t make any sense. The only reason he noticed her was that he almost tripped over her when he left the house.

      She felt the urge to run downstairs and show the book to Mrs Taggart. Maybe she could clear this up. Maybe the owner, his lordship, had an odd sense of humor. Maybe this was all a practical joke?

      Eyeing the pristine first edition, Peg decided it would have been a very expensive practical joke.

      She wanted to tell Katie. Certainly, she could come up with a psychological answer, or a snappy response at least. But Peg knew she would just have to wait. All the guests would be making their last-minute preparations before the re-creation ball. It was an evening that was promised to be the be-all and end-all of their Regency tour, lasting well into the wee hours of the morning just as balls did more than two centuries ago. Byron’s book and all the questions that came with it would just have to wait until later.

      Peg set the book aside when she changed into the cotton chemise she had adapted as sleepwear since coming to England.

      Moving to the window to draw the curtains, Peg thought it odd that while it was still full daylight, it seemed a bit early for what she thought was fog. Would it be chilly this evening? Maybe she would need to bring a wrap.

      Peg took up the book, held it close and slipped into bed to rest. She didn’t think she could fall asleep, not with all the unanswered questions roiling around in her head.

      Why did Lord Alison bring her this book? And what did the book mean? Who was the mysterious B? And why, because she was not tired, did she have a problem keeping her eyes open?

      She moved her fingertips back and forth, feeling the softness of the cover.

      Only a few minutes passed before a desperate last, waking thought plagued her as she slipped from the conscious world into one of dreams.

      She should not fall asleep.
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        * * *

      

      “Lady Margaret, it is time to wake.” There was the sound of heavy cloth rustling.

      Lady Margaret? Peg lifted her head, roused from a deep sleep. Who was in her room? She could barely pry her eyelids open.

      “It’s only Betsy, your ladyship.” With the drapes thrown aside, late afternoon sunlight softly illuminated the room.

      Betsy? Peg didn’t know anyone named Betsy.

      “Did not mean to frighten you, ma’am.” The stranger was dressed in a brown serge dress with a small white apron and matching mob cap.

      No jeans, tee shirts, or Sketchers.

      But Betsy, in her role as a maid, said no more and continued to move about the room. Sitting up in bed, Peg realized this must have been part of her Regency era experience, part of her tour.

      She heard the sound of clinking porcelain coming from the other side of the room before the maid brought a cup. This was unbelievable. These people really knew how to give a real Regency feel to the guests’ experiences.

      This all felt awkward but Peg was willing to go along with the play-acting. Attending a London ball was something she’d always dreamt. She rubbed her eyes and smiled.

      All this was truly amazing. Peg set the book on the nightstand and accepted the cup of tea. “This is so wonderful, thank you,” she replied, savoring the experience.

      Betsy stepped back wide-eyed, staring hard at Peg. “Are you feeling all right, ma’am?”

      Peg blew on the tea, knowing it was too hot to drink. “Quite well. Why do you ask?”

      “Your voice,” she whispered, covering her own throat, looking frightened.

      “Is there something wrong with my—” Peg mimicked the maid’s gesture, bringing her hand to her neck.

      “It sounds strange, if you don’t mind me sayin’, my lady.”

      Peg knew it was her accent. The American accent didn’t fit in with the Lady Margaret persona. And Peg knew exactly how to remedy that. It was ever so simple for her to slip into the alter ego of Lady Margaret she assumed for formal Regency functions at home. With a slight rise in the pitch of her voice, she rounded her vowels and took on an aristocratic air.

      “Am I improved?” she asked.

      “Yes, ma’am,” the maid replied and smiled, looking greatly relieved. “Nora will be in with your dress soon.”

      Peg nodded. Nora must be acting as a lady’s maid, for there was no other reason for her to have Peg’s costume for this evening.

      There was a scratch on the door before Nora entered, carrying an armful of what looked like cotton candy.

      The look on Peg’s face must have alarmed the lady’s maid.

      “Yesterday you said you were to wear your new pink crepe frock with the gold buttons, my lady.”

      Peg didn’t know what Nora was talking about but went along with the play-acting. “Then that it will be,” she agreed.

      Peg had never experienced such detailed role-playing and had no idea it would start before the assembly. The London chapter was hosting the ball that evening and if they wanted to try something different this year, she’d play along.

      Nora laid the dress out on the counterpane. It was clearly a better design, material, and color than the dress Peg had brought from home to wear. Still, she wondered what had become of her own costume.

      Peg fingered the dress, admiring it. Sliding her fingers under the bodice, she discovered the gown was nearly transparent.

      “The slip, my lady.” Nora laid the equally thin undergarment next to the dress.

      “Where are the pantalets?”

      “You do not own any, ma’am.” Nora looked startled and exchanged an alarmed look with the maid.

      She’s got to be kidding.

      “I’m not going out in public without…” Peg trailed off. Underwear, knickers, or what the Brits called pants, is what she thought. She slid out of bed and strode to the free-standing wardrobe. The edges of the scrolls and carvings looked deep and sharp, making the antique look like new furniture.

      Peg pulled open the door and stared inside. Not only were her bikini briefs missing, but all her clothes had disappeared, replaced by other linen and folded garments.

      What had happened to her clothes? It must have been some kind of optical illusion, some trick of the light or…she didn’t know what. Peg wasn’t about to miss the ball, but showing up without wearing anything under this dress’...no.

      “Are there not any drawers?”

      “I have a pair,” Nora confessed, her voice timid.

      “May I borrow them?” Peg asked.

      “Yes, ma’am, if you insist.” Nora and the maid exchanged nervous glances again. “But they are woolen, not at all fine or fashionable.”

      “I don’t care. They will do.”

      Nora bobbed a curtsy and left the room, following Betsy who had made a hasty, quiet exit first.

      Peg took this moment alone to slip across the hall to the bathroom. Stepping out into the empty hallway, she drew open the door to the W.C. and gasped.

      In a room where she would have sworn up-to-date plumbing facilities once stood now lay a room half the size she remembered, filled with different types of bed linens and household supplies.
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      What happened to the bathroom?

      “Are you in need of something, ma’am?”

      The loo, Peg thought, feeling nearly crossed-eyed with confusion. She swung around to face Nora who had the woolen drawers draped over her arm.

      “Christine did not forget to replace your chamber pot again, did she?”

      Chamber pot? Then Peg remembered this evening’s event, the re-creation ball. This all must be a part of the re-enactment. Of course, the management and staff of Ashworth House would cooperate in any way they could. But hiding her clothes and sealing up the bathrooms was going a bit too far.

      Nora entered Peg’s room and knelt, retrieving a large, flowered-porcelain bowl from under the bed.

      It was a chamber pot.

      Nora offered it to Peg. Did Nora really expect her to use this thing?

      “I don’t think so.” She held up her hand, keeping the device at a distance, attempting a smile and felt the sides of her mouth twitch upward. They certainly took their re-enactment seriously in England.

      Nora handed Peg a thin silk slip. Peg stepped out of her chemise, slid on the slip and stepped into the woolen drawers. Next came a pair of pale pink stockings. Peg pulled them on her legs and fastened the garters above each knee.

      A pair of pink satin slippers were set before her. Nora held each in place for Peg to step into before going through another elaborate procedure to fasten them.

      Was everything such a ritual?

      “Shall we put sausage curls on the sides tonight?” Nora asked, preparing the nasty looking curling tongs next to the dressing table.

      Peg knew her straight hair never held the slightest curl even a blow dryer, hot rollers, or electric curling iron. Good luck, Peg thought and sat at the dressing table, watching Nora go to work.

      The uncomfortable tugging and the heat of the tongs reminded Peg to sit very still. She hoped that Nora knew what she was doing. One false move and it would be a singe, smoke, then a burned spot on her scalp.

      “Here we are,” Nora announced. “Ready in no time at all.”

      Ten minutes later, Peg saw the first strand of hair spring into the curliest of ringlets she had ever seen.

      It took a good full hour for Nora to wield the old-fashioned curling irons, turning Peg’s once straight hair into a mass of curls then another half hour to style it into a breathtaking masterpiece. Her hair had never looked better.

      When Nora had finished, she helped Peg into her dress and fastened the strings tightly under her arms and used several straight pins for a better fit. It felt snug, but not so uncomfortable she couldn’t bear it for an evening.

      Peg had seen many pictures of Regency dresses and authentic ones at various museums and even modeled a few, but those had been old and their material thin.

      This was exquisite. The dress was new. Its thinness was a characteristic of its material rather than being worn from age.

      It wasn’t until Peg don the dress did she realize the low cut of the décolletage. Peg wanted to be tactful. “This neckline,” she pointed out to Nora.

      “Yes, my lady?”

      “It’s so… so…low.” Nonexistent is what Peg really thought. Nora seemed unconcerned about the decency of the dress.

      “It is one of your more conservative gowns.”

      “It is?” Peg blinked, clutching at the nearly non-existent neckline. She felt the dress pull taut across her breasts when Nora fastened the back.

      “Very fine golden buttons, ma’am. It’s going to take an hour just to do all these up.” Nora giggled. “Lor, if this don’t make a gent stare. You’ll have your pick of ‘em tonight for sure.”
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        * * *

      

      Peg descended the stairs dressed as a perfect Regency lady. There was nothing she wanted more than to compare herself to the real Lady Margaret. As if she could compare herself to someone who died two centuries ago. Tonight she felt every bit of a lady as her rival. The urge to face the portrait this evening was strong and she headed for the front parlor.

      Walking down the hall, she noticed the indoor lighting seemed dimmer. Not darker, but softer. It was strange, she thought, she hadn’t run into a single person. She had expected to see other guests waiting about in similar dress to leave for the ball. Where were they? Peg entered the parlor and stopped in her tracks, staring in shock at the painting.

      It was a portrait of Lady Margaret...of only Lady Margaret.

      They…someone had changed it, but why?

      What happened to the painting with Viscount Alison? She looked around. It was nowhere in sight.

      A woman’s shriek of laughter filled the air, followed by the low rumble of man’s raucous chuckle. Peg ran down the hall, following the sounds and came to a stop in the doorway of the dining room.

      A man, for Peg could plainly see he was no gentleman, had one of the kitchen maids cradled on his lap. The robust, blonde maid giggled with delight, kicking up her skirts.

      “Dor-rie,” he rolled the ‘r’ in his throat, in a display of pleasure, and proceeded to bury his face in her ample cleavage.

      “Lady Margaret!” Dorrie panicked, managing to struggle free, leaping from the man’s lap, and slapping his hands away. He yelped and laughed.

      Peg could do nothing more than stand there and stare.

      Dorrie hurried back to the kitchen, doing her best to curb her delight by masking it with a half-hearted look of shame Peg found unconvincing.

      The man rocked his head back and laughed again. He took up his teacup from its saucer and drained it in a single swallow.

      He was revolting. He acted just like her brother Jerry, lecherous and juvenile. He probably thought he was God’s gift to women, just as her own brother did.

      “Please, do spare me.” He held up a hand. “I know, I know, you feel as Gerald Ashworth, Viscount Sinclair” —he placed his hand to his heart, showing appropriate humility— “I should show more decency than to degrade myself by groping the help. I know how heartily you disapprove, I simply can’t help myself.” Gerald lifted a newspaper and leafed through the pages.

      If he was supposed to be Gerald Ashworth that would make him Lady Margaret’s brother. This Gerald was not one of the guests taking on the role. Peg had never seen him before. Perhaps he was an actor, just as she had assumed the role of Lady Margaret.

      With that mountain of hair, those sideburns and with his face smothered behind the multiple folds of his cravat, who could tell what he really looked like. From what she could remember reading from the family information display, Lady Margaret’s brother Gerald had died in a duel. The way this guest portrayed the late Gerald Ashworth, Peg could imagine the duel might have taken place with some lady’s jealous husband.

      But Peg wasn’t about to ruin the fun for everyone just because of this one person. She would play along. And she would not allow his bad behavior to bother her evening’s enjoyment.

      “I take it, you’re finally ready?” he said in a not-so-kind-tone. Gerald allowed the top half of the paper to fall back, folding the paper in half.

      “I am,” she returned with equal intensity.

      “I never could understand why you need to make an entrance.” Gerald stood, dropped the paper on the table and pulled firmly down on his waistcoat, removing the wrinkles. He left the room, brushing right by Peg without a further word.

      Peg glanced down at the paper.

      
        
        The London Gazette

        July 5, 1813

      

      

      It was the details down to the dated newspaper that made the play-acting all the more real.

      She followed him, her brother, to the foyer.

      “Lady Margaret, your cape.” A butler, who never hinted he was anything but a butler, held the garment. There hadn’t been a butler yesterday, nor this morning. Peg moved down the hallway toward him and tried not to stare but gave him a fast once over. Must have been another actor, the butler was a very convincing Jeeves type.

      She turned her back to him and faced what should have been the front desk, hidden behind wood paneling, looking as seamless as always when closed. Peg felt the weight of the cape settled neatly on her shoulders.

      The sound of the door opening drew her attention. The butler stood stationary, waiting for Peg to exit. Stepping outside, she expected to see some sort of car or van, something other than what was there: a crested, horse-drawn carriage.

      This was, much, too much detail. Almost to the point of overwhelming her.

      A footman in dark green and black livery opened the carriage door and handed her up. Peg felt like Cinderella going to the Prince’s ball.

      That dream-balloon quickly deflated when she spotted Gerald inside. In the story of Cinderella, Peg thought the rat drove, not rode. She took the opposite bench and the door slammed closed behind her.

      “Are we the last two?” she wondered aloud.

      “I wouldn’t doubt it for a minute,” came the unexpected answer.

      Peg could have kicked herself for speaking out loud. She didn’t want to start a conversation. She felt too… Well, something didn’t feel quite right about all this. Peg kept to her corner.

      Actor or not, guest or not, Peg would keep her eye on this…Gerald. She hoped whoever he was would remember he was supposed to be her brother and keep his hands to himself.

      Gerald tapped on the roof, signaling the coach to depart. He crossed his legs at the knee and placed his outstretched arm across the back of the seat, looking comfortable, as if this mode of travel were an everyday occurrence.

      Peg remained still, waiting to see what he would do next. Would he just sit there and stare at her with that smirk on his face? Or would he try and start a conversation? Peg preferred to pass the time in silence, icy as it was.

      Gerald uncrossed his legs and leaned in her direction. His hand reached out, nearing her face. “I hope you don’t mind.”

      Peg pressed back into the squabs, held her breath and readied herself to scream. She’d bite his hand off before she would let him touch her.

      Except his hand kept on going, avoiding her face and took hold of the shade near the window and drew it down next to her. By the time he had closed all the shades on her side, Peg chided herself for being so silly.

      What did she think he would do to her?

      As convincing a performance as he had given at Ashworth House of an aristocratic rogue, this man was an actor and not really Lady Margaret’s brother Gerald.

      It wasn’t until the carriage rolled to a stop that she realized all modern sounds, along with the sights, must have been closed off with the shades shut. The only sounds she remembered hearing were the clip-clops of the horses’ hooves, drawing the transport to their destination.

      When the door opened, Gerald leaped out first and dashed off, leaving one of the liveried footmen to help Peg down. She couldn’t see much in the inadequate outdoor lighting and followed the few remaining, last-minute guests into the building before her. It was a grand house, that much she could see.

      Peg’s first impression was this must have been a museum and not some assembly hall rental. As she took in her setting and noted the details around her, the word extravagant surfaced over and over in her mind. The highly polished marble tiles in the foyer, the elaborately carved columns that flanked the archway leading to the main part of the house and the high-quality antiques decorating every room. Here they were generously applied with wide brush strokes slathered on in rich, obvious detail.

      Re-enactment parties at home were simple, being held in a large public room with a piano and perhaps a violin or a harp for music for dancing. Small details were set into place to imply the flavor of the Regency period. There were no ornate decorations and definitely no liveried footmen.

      Bathed in light from a thousand candles, the guests and embellishments of this room sparkled with a magical glow. With the wide, smooth wood floor allowing guests plenty of room to dance there was no mistaking this was a ballroom. A twenty-piece orchestra, outfitted in period costume, played at the farthest end of the room, the sounds of their music coursed through the air. Peg could have easily have thought this all was real. But as she well knew, this was only a re-enactment.

      “There you are!” Katie said with her pseudo-English accent perfectly in place.

      It was a pseudo-accent, wasn’t it?

      “I thought you would never arrive.” Katie drew Peg off to one side. “Now tell me before some dashing young Gallant steals you away. What was in that package?”

      “Package?” Peg repeated, studying Katie a bit closer. This was Katie, wasn’t it? Somehow, she looked different. Peg couldn’t tell if it was a new hairstyle or the period dress that had so drastically altered her friend’s appearance but there was something about her that didn’t seem quite right.

      “You know very well what package to which I am referring. I was with you this afternoon when it arrived.”

      “Oh, the package,” Peg remembered. Had it been just this afternoon? It seemed as if it had happened ages ago. “It was a book.”

      “A book?” The answer did not seem to please Katie.

      “Childe Harold’s Pilgrimage.”

      “Really?” Katie’s original look of disappointment blossomed into one of acute interest. “I thought it was Desmond you fancied.”

      Desmond?

      Gazing across the room, Katie drew open her fan and moved it with a smooth, deliberate motion, fanning her face. “I understand. You are waiting to see what each has to offer, are you not?”

      “Katie!” Peg snapped, feeling a bit short-tempered by her unusual, unexpected surroundings. It was becoming all too much. “You haven’t said one single word that’s made any sense.”

      “Do not concern yourself any further” —Katie looked across the room, making a pretense of ignoring Peg— “I am only your closest of friends, why should you confide in me?”

      Peg did not have a chance to respond. An extremely handsome, exquisitely dressed gentleman approached. Katie sighed as if her fondest wish had just come true.

      “Excuse me, I do hate to interrupt you lovely ladies.” He gave a low, magnificent bow. “Lady Catherine, I wish to claim my dance.”

      “And so you shall.” She gave him a dazzling smile and offered her hand. “Au revoir, dear,” she said, leaving Peg.

      Au revoir, indeed.

      Peg watched the couple step onto the dance floor. Dressed in early nineteenth century finery and in these magnificent authentic surroundings, the guests seemed to be standing straighter, gliding with more fluid movements, and looking more splendid than in any other re-creation event she had attended at home.

      Did an English upbringing really have such a diverse effect? That couldn’t have been the answer, as not all the guests were English. It was amazing how much more gracefully the ladies moved. The men carried themselves altogether more regally.

      Peg watched the concentration on the faces of the dancing couples. They had entirely focused on their partner, never looking away. There were no amateurs in attendance here.

      And more strange, Peg thought, she didn’t seem to recognize anyone. Surely some other people than Katie from her tour group were around.

      Then she saw a man heading in her direction. A very handsome gentleman with a pronounced limp. His dark profusion of loose curls cascaded over his wide forehead.

      “Lady Margaret,” he greeted her. Peg had never heard a voice like his. It was low with an intriguing lure. The sides of his wide mouth turned down at the corners. His full lips compensated for the morose look by the promise of a smile that might appear at any moment. “Since I am unable to dance, would you do me the honor of conversing with me?”

      Peg resisted the urge to look down at his feet. After all, she had noticed he was limping. Before she could answer, he laced her arm through his, trapping her hand in the crook of his elbow. He showed no intention of surrendering his hold and led her away from the dancing couples.

      “I must know,” he continued, speaking just above a whisper. “Have you received the parcel I sent?”

      His parcel? This was just one more uncertainty among the many that she had come across today. He was certainly not the one who had delivered her the Lord Byron book.

      Byron? Peg realized that she did recognize him.

      Well, of course, he wasn’t the real Byron. A second look at the gentleman told Peg he bore a resemblance, a very convincing one, to the late poet. He must be a celebrity impersonator. Of course, they must have them in England just as they had in the US.

      He stopped and placed his pale, almost delicate hand over his heart. “It is only the smallest of tokens. I had hoped it would please you.”

      The book was signed with the initial ‘B’. Then the ‘B’ must have stood for⁠—

      The name ‘Lord Byron’ shrieked through the air.

      An elderly woman with three enormous white ostrich plumes waving high over her head approached. Almost immediately the surrounding guests resume their previous activity after being interrupted by this lady’s entrance.

      “Lady Melbourne, my immense pleasure as always,” he greeted her and bowed.

      “I do feel I should warn you,” she said in a hushed tone, drawing near to him for a few confidential words.

      “Warn me? Of what, my lady?” he said, remaining on the whole, entirely unconcerned.

      “Caro, she is here. I imagine probably watching you this very moment.”





OEBPS/images/fulltitle.jpg
Poitrait of Ludy Margaret

REGENCY TIME TRAVEL ROMANCE

SHIRLEY MARKS





OEBPS/images/copyright.jpg
Copyright © 2020, 2025 Shirley Marks

No part of this book may be reproduced in any form
or by any electronic or mechanical means, including
information storage and retrieval systems, without
written permission from the author, except for the
brief quotations in a book review.

ISBN-13: 978-1-946314-02-4 (paperback)
SBN-10: 1-946314-02-1

SBN-13: 978-1-946314-03-4 (ebook)
SBN-10: 1-946314-03-x

hotographs provided by Unsplashed.com
hotographers:

clock- Alexander Schimmeck

Elizabeth Tower - Michael Jin

London Eye - Adam Birkett

www.ShirleyMarks.com





OEBPS/images/break-hedera-side-screen.png





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/also-by-page-2.jpg
CONTEMPORARY ROMANCE

Geek to Chic
Honeymoon Husband
Just Like Jack

CONTEMPORARY HoOLIDAY ROMANCE

Christmas is a-Coming

PARANORMAL

What Goes Around - Comes Around
(Contemporary Ghost Mystery)

Portrait of Lady Margaret
(Regency Time Travel)





OEBPS/images/dedication.jpg
Dedication

Mrand Mrs Lynne

For your inspiration





OEBPS/images/halftitle.jpg
Poitrait of Ludy Margaret

REGENCY TIME TRAVEL ROMANCE





OEBPS/images/also-by-pg-1.jpg
o:Q%o Lj ?)I’LULQE/j mm@&

REGENCY ROMANCE SERIES

The Dueling Season

**Meant to be read in order of publication**

Book 1: Honor of a Lady
Book 2: No Higher Opinion
Book 3: Matter of Affection

The Gentlemen of Worth series

The Suitor List
Perfectly Flawed
A Grand Deception
The Duke Dilemma
An Elaborate Hoax
A Rogue Reformed

REGENCY ROMANCE

Miss Quinn's Quandary
An Agreeable Arrangement
His Lordship's Chaperone

** Lady Eugenia's Holiday **






