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      A thick fog rolled over the docks making the night air eerily calm. Lord Destrian White moved through swirling clouds, his footsteps muted against the wood.

      It was the sort of night where the world seemed sinister.

      His friend, and second in command, William Parricide, moved next to him. “We’ll not discover a thing in this fog.”

      Dez grunted in reply. Will was right but he hated to admit it now. A week had passed since his ship had been destroyed and he grew increasingly agitated with the investigation. His business meant everything to him, and he needed to know it was safe. “Tell me again what we know.”

      Will sighed. “Must we?” He’d been over the details with Dez at least a half dozen times but each time they reviewed the facts, Dez learned something new.

      Will had been on the boat that night while Dez had been with his brother, the Duke of Whitehaven. Family matters involving his father’s death had pulled him away. Dez’s chest tightened. Would it have been different if he’d been here rather than there?

      Incidents like this were why he hated leaving his vessels. He clenched and unclenched his fists, his irritation making him restless.

      “We were anchored out from shore.”

      “Why?” Dez asked, stopping to listen as the fog settled about them.

      “There were no docking slips available.”

      Dez gave a terse nod. He’d had two ships in his fleet that moved his product, the gunpowder his brothers produced in a quiet village in the north. Once it had been manufactured, they brought it south. The first stop was Dover where some of the powder was unloaded on other Naval ships and sent straight to the front lines in France.

      The rest was sent to London where it was stored for future use.

      It wasn’t uncommon for the boats to tie off together and directly load and unload without fully docking in the harbor. It was not Dez’s preferred method, cargo could be lost that way, but it was sometimes necessary. “Go on.”

      “The night was also foggy but not as thick as tonight.”

      Dez said nothing, allowing the man to continue. Rushing him would do little good and he needed Will to focus and fill in any missing details. For Dez, nothing was more important than his business. He’d built it with his own hands when he’d barely been able to rub two shillings together. Despite being the son of a duke, he’d struck out on his own, made his way in the world without help of any kind and this business wasn’t just his life, it had been his savior. Building it had given him focus and drive when his anger at his father could have bubbled over into self-destruction.

      “We’d unloaded part of the cargo onto the Anna Maria when a fire broke out.”

      “How?” Dez asked, though he knew the answer Will would give. The other man didn’t know.

      And while fire on a ship could be accidental, they’d been transferring goods at the low tide when the water was calm. It had been the middle of the night which allowed them to catch the high tide in the morning, but it also meant they’d needed many lanterns to see the job done.

      Still, the fire had some oddities.

      It had started at the back of the boat, well away from the cargo and sailors. It had meant no one was hurt but it had also ensured that no one discovered the blaze until it was too late. And why was any sailor back there during an unload?

      “I’ve interviewed every crew member on the boat and not one of them admits to being aft. I’ve wracked my brain attempting to remember if anyone was missing for any period of time while we worked…” Will cleared his throat, wincing.

      Dez gave a frustrated grumble as he removed his hat, scrubbed his hair then jammed the top hat back on his head. When the blaze had been discovered, they’d uncoupled the two ships and his crew had loaded onto the other ship and left his boat as it went up in flames. They’d made their way into the harbor as his ship had exploded when the gunpowder within had finally ignited. They were lucky to have survived. “And the woman you saw?”

      Will grimaced. “It was dark. I already told you.”

      “Tell me again anyhow,” he said, crossing his arms as he straightened.

      “You’re a fucking prick, you know that, don’t you?” Will grumbled as he glared at Dez.

      “I’ve been told,” he answered without pause or malice. He knew Will was tired of going over the details but Dez didn’t care. Will might have overlooked something, forgotten some small detail. And Dez was not a man to be denied when he was on a mission. “Now tell me again about the woman?”

      He was only interested in her from an investigative perspective. After all, he had no plans to marry, start a family. Working was his entire life, his sole focus.

      “The sun was just beginning to rise as we reached the docks. She stood on the end of the dock watching the ship burn.”

      A lone woman on the docks at sunrise was suspicious at best. “You said she was French?”

      “I think so. One of the men yelled, ‘Who goes there?’ Her response was in French.”

      “And she said?”

      “Sacre bleu.”

      A blonde French woman on the docks of Dover. His only lead and the reason he was here tonight. “What happened next?”

      “She ran.”

      Dez resumed walking. He was a head taller than Will and a great deal broader and he led the way now, Will falling in step behind him.

      He looked back at the man, not fooled by his size. Will was as strong as anyone Dez knew. Hell, the man had saved his life a year ago when he’d been attacked in a tavern. It was the event that had convinced Dez to promote Will to his second.

      “Is it even possible that a woman made it on a ship full of men, lit a fire, and then rowed herself back in without being discovered?”

      Will shook his head. “Seems unlikely but what else have we got?”

      “Nothing.” He growled, slapping his outer leg. That was the infuriating part. He needed a plan. And more information. And he needed them both quickly.

      “We’ve got that new ship from your brother arriving tomorrow night,” Will said as they walked.

      Dez grimaced. He hated that he’d taken charity from his brother, Ben, even if the man was now the duke and filthy rich. “I know.” He’d sent his other two brothers, Justice and Sayden, to prepare the next shipment of the gunpowder themselves. He hardly trusted anyone else.

      He had a contract to fill for the crown and he didn’t want the business going to another provider. Sayden produced the powder, and his product was excellent, which was why Dez had the contract. But if Dez couldn’t fill the need on the front lines then any gun powder was better than no powder at all.

      “I could have gone with them,” Will said quietly. “With only one boat, I’m hardly doing anything here. Put me to work, Dez.”

      Dez turned back to look at Will. He’d pressed this issue several times in the past few days. Was he feeling guilty that the ship had been lost on his watch? Dez couldn’t blame his friend there. “You’re helping me investigate. Finding the culprit is more critical than fulfilling the contract. People will buy our product provided it hasn’t been destroyed.” The fog was beginning to thin, and he looked out over the harbor. “I can only hope that the problem is specific to this harbor. Someone here in Dover wishes us ill. Because if it’s a larger problem…”

      Will gave a terse nod. “Of course. Sorry. I want to see this business done too and I haven’t been much help.”

      Dez let out some air, his shoulders loosening just a bit. “You have.” Dez had pressed for more details on the woman because her identity worried him. Not just that they didn’t know who she was. But what they did know…

      They were in a war with the French and a French woman just happened to be present when his boat had been sunk in a fiery blaze. Was she a renegade taking action for her country or part of a larger network trying to help the war effort with subterfuge?

      The latter frightened the hell out of him, and he was a man who was rarely scared. But his business, it supported people, a great number of them, including his brothers and his sister. People were depending on them and he’d not let them down. Unlike his father, Dez was a man who cared for those around him.

      Which was why he needed to find this woman sooner rather than later and discover what she knew about him, his business, and who she worked for.
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      Fleur Dupont peeked around the corner as muted footsteps sounded on the docks.

      “Arrête,” she softly whispered under her breath at the unknown men. They weren’t who she sought tonight, and she didn’t want them to come any closer. She was tucked onto a small walkway between two boats, close to where Lord White’s boat was docked. It was a precarious position and as the boats moved, they exposed her location before closing the view again.

      But she’d needed to be close in case Le Serpent struck again.

      Fleur knew it had been him who’d destroyed the ship last week. Her father’s friend and former partner had told her he’d be in Dover. And she’d arrived just in time to watch the boat go up in flames out in the harbor. Too late. What she didn’t know was if Le Serpent was still here, planning another attack, or if he’d moved on, finding another way to sabotage the British efforts on the home front to support the war.

      Fleur had only met Le Serpent once, but she’d never forget his face. He bore a large scar that sliced the skin from the corner of his eye clear down his cheek. He often wore a patch over the affected eye. Not that his impaired vision made him any less lethal.

      He was deadly.

      Her memories were forgotten as the footsteps started again, coming closer. She crouched lower, hoping the fog hid her position.

      “So, all that we know is that a French woman was on the dock when it happened? That’s it?”

      Fleur sucked in her breath. They were discussing her!

      Of course, they were. She’d been so shocked by the destruction, she’d stopped, watching explosion after explosion as the ship burned in the night. It was the reason she’d been seen. The reason Le Serpent had slipped away once again.

      And who knew where he was now.

      She was failing at her mission to bring her father’s killer to justice.

      Worse yet, her contact, her father’s friend, had made it clear he’d not help her again. He’d only done so this time out of loyalty to her father. “He’ll get what’s coming to him, Fleur. It’s not your job to deliver justice.”

      Fleur disagreed.

      She had every intention of making Le Serpent pay for his crimes. Most importantly, the death of her beloved father.

      The boots stopped again as she peered through the boats, two men stood on the main dock. One large, dark and ferociously handsome, the other slight and nervous looking.

      “That’s it,” the smaller one said.

      “That’s almost nothing.” The tall dark one bit out. “With another shipment coming in, we need a great deal more than that.”

      Her mouth twitched. Part of her, the good part, if that still existed, had the slightest moment where she’d like to climb out of her hiding spot and tell him what she knew. It would help England, her new home. But that wasn’t her goal. Retribution was her business. If she could do this, she could do anything, including take over her father’s winery once the war was finally over. Which meant, she had to find the killer. And if she knew when another shipment might arrive, she had a hope, however small, that Le Serpent would return.

      The boats swayed on a wave, dipping away and revealing her for a few moments.

      “Dover is a big town.” The smaller one shrugged. “How are we going to find one woman?”

      The dark one removed his hat, scrubbing his head, displaying the strength in his broad shoulders even as he grimaced. “Spread the word that shipment will be here at six sharp.”

      “Six? But it doesn’t arrive until midnight earliest.”

      The tall one nodded. “Precisely. Ben has a whole fleet of those boats. Can you believe it? We’ll sail one in six hours before the actual cargo arrives and see what happens.”

      A decoy.

      Fleur had to confess; she was impressed. It was a good plan and may very well flush out the attacker.

      The fog was slowly thinning, making her hiding spot even more open to view. She crouched lower.

      “What do you want me to do?”

      “The ships are just north of here. If you leave now, you’ll be able to catch the tide. Get my brother’s empty vessel to harbor this evening.”

      The second man gave a terse nod and turned. “I’ll leave at first light.”

      “Excellent.” The larger one clapped the other fellow on the shoulder and then turned away as Fleur breathed a sigh of relief. Spying was not her strength. When it came to subterfuge, very little was, to tell the truth. She’d been a regular girl up until six weeks prior. Her father owned a large vineyard in the south of France where she grew up in ease and comfort with a loving family.

      But she was determined to investigate her father’s death and see it through until Le Serpent was caught and punished for his crimes.

      The larger one turned back suddenly. “Will,” he said low and deep, his gravelly voice piercing into the night. She nearly screamed, her hands flying to her cover her mouth.

      “Yes?”

      “Watch to make certain you’re not followed. You can’t be too careful.”

      The other man’s shoulders slumped. “I will. You too, White.”

      So, this was Lord White. She lifted her head as she inspected the man who’d been the latest target. The fog dissipated further as a stiff wind blew, clearing the air. It pulled at his hat and cloak, making him appear almost sinister as he stood straight on the swaying dock.

      He looked like the sort of man who might be able to take on Le Serpent. But then again, so had her father.

      “Godspeed,” he said and turned back toward his boat once again.

      Dez swung round, his gaze colliding with hers. Fleur’s heart thrummed in her chest, and her pulse roared. She opened her mouth, but no words came out as he stared at her. Through her.

      She’d known of this man for the past few weeks, heard other sailors speak of him in hushed tones and now she understood why.

      His very gaze had her frozen like a deer.

      Somehow, with his gaze on her, he appeared even larger. And more intimidating.

      She held in a gasp as his eyes narrowed. “What do you we have here?”

      And then before she could move, he swooped down directly in front of her. “You’re blonde.”

      She swallowed, not sure what to do. Why did he frighten her so? He was an upstanding businessman, not a spy. Should she be afraid? But his comment struck her as odd considering all the things he might say. She nodded her head, knowing how poorly it looked that she’d been crouched down listening.

      “Tell me, love, what’s your name?” His deep voice was surprisingly calm and gentle, compared to moments before.

      The smaller man had come down the walkway as well, peering over White’s shoulder.

      “My name?” she asked, sliding back a bit. Which was a mistake. The walkway ended, and her foot dangled out over air, tipping her balance back.

      Her arms flailed through the air, her body trying to tighten and right itself.

      Strong hands reached out, wrapping about her waist and pulling her back to the safety of the walkway and then further until she was pressed to his rather large and exceedingly hard chest.

      “Did I detect a French accent?”

      Her eyes widened. Not because she’d nearly fallen into the ocean, and not because she was pressed to the firmest chest she’d ever felt, but because she realized why he’d asked about her hair.

      They’d seen her that night, the explosion likely lighting the sky. He already suspected she was the woman who’d been on the docks. She was.

      And she was also in a great deal of trouble.
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      Dez gritted his teeth, highly aware of several points of fact.

      One, this woman was uncommonly pretty. He couldn’t tell what color her eyes were in the dim light, but they were large and fringed with dark lashes lending her a delicate air that was only amplified by her beauty. Combined with her lush lips…

      Two, she was likely responsible for destroying his ship.

      Which meant he needed to ignore the attraction sizzling through him at all costs. He’d never met a female saboteur before, but he would imagine, in that line of business, being attractive was a real asset.

      She was pressed against him, and despite her petite frame, her curves were soft and lush. His jaw clenched tighter, as he squeezed her waist. “We need to talk.”

      He felt her jolt of fear and he winced.

      He was a hard man. Always had been.

      But even he could admit he had a soft spot for women…and children. Unlike his father, he’d never been one to hurt people weaker than himself, which made what he had to do next damned difficult.

      Tightening his arms about her, he lifted her off her feet.

      Her eyes widened and her mouth opened to let out a scream. At least that’s what he assumed what she was going to do.

      Shifting her, he clapped a hand over her mouth and turned around, sprinting back up the walkway. Nearly tripping on Will who’d come up behind him.

      “My lord,” Will said, lifting both hands in disagreement. “Is this wise?”

      She started pushing on his chest, but she wasn’t nearly strong enough to have any effect and another jolt of guilt rocked through him. “Go. You know your mission.”

      Will hesitated for a moment, his gaze flitting between Dez and the French woman. At last, he nodded and then moved up the dock, disappearing into the darkness. Dez turned his attention back to the woman in his arms.

      He needed to know what she knew, what she’d done. He had to question her, but he didn’t like it. Not one bit. Because that meant being alone with her and having to keep the desire coursing through him in check.

      “Shhh,” he whispered. “You and I need to have a chat, that’s all.”

      His words, rather than comfort her, made her movements even more frenzied and he winced, slowing. Wiggling like this, he didn’t dare try to carry her up the plank and onto the deck of his boat.

      “Stop,” he said close to her ear.

      She didn’t.

      Part of him admired her commitment. “Listen,” he gritted out. “If you don’t stop, I’ll be likely to drop you. In your layers of clothes, you’ll never swim. You’ll sink.”

      She went from frantic to dead still in a second, her eyes growing even wider as she stared up at him. He couldn’t tell in the dim light, but he could have sworn she went paler.

      “Neither of us want that,” he said in some attempt to soothe her. She shivered in his arms, and he cursed himself. He cocked his head to the side. If she went around blowing up people’s ships, one would think she’d be prepared for capture.

      She shook her head.

      “I’d have to jump in after you.” He raised his brows. “We’d both be wet and cold.”

      Her hands clutched the lapels of his coat and they tightened.

      “Tell me what you know about my ship. That’s it. I’m not in the business of hurting women.” He gave her a meaningful glance.

      She tapped at his jacket, alerting him that she wished to speak. Very slowly and carefully he lowered his hand.

      She drew in a gasping breath. “I’ll explain everything but let’s converse here on the dock. Not on the ship.”

      His eyes narrowed. Was something wrong with his ship? Had this one been compromised too? Was she a spy who’d tampered with his boat and that was why she was so afraid?

      “Is my crew in danger?” He spit through gritted teeth.

      “No!” She shook her head furiously. “I am in danger if I allow a strange man to drag me off.”

      She had a point. But there was nothing to do for it. “Sorry. But we’ll talk in private. This is a conversation we need to have. And if you’ve done something to my boat—”

      She began struggling again.

      His teeth ground together. He’d meant what he’d said about her movements being unsafe.

      For a moment, he set her on her feet again, and sensing her opportunity, she stiffened to run.

      But before she could, he’d bent down and jammed his shoulder into the softness of her stomach. She let out a whoosh of air even as he lifted her up off her feet, half her body hanging down his back, her legs locked in his strong grip.

      She let out a scream as he sprinted up the plank. Her fists began pounding on his back. He was going to hell for this. But he’d started now, and he’d see it through.

      Besides, his entire family was likely to be there, so he’d been in their company for all of eternity.

      That thought made him groan. He’d tried to be a better person than the rest of his relatives. He’d not been excessively cruel like his father or abandon the family like his eldest brother.

      Dez had stayed, cared for his sister. He’d directed his other two brothers, Justice and Sayden, into legal, honest work rather than the criminal activity they’d been engaged in before he’d stepped in.

      But here he was, carrying a woman off to his cabin against her will. Granted, he only intended to ask her questions and she was likely a criminal. Though he had no idea why she’d commit such an act.

      And what he did with her after, he hadn’t a clue.

      But the answer would make itself clear soon enough. It always did. Dez prided himself on instinct. He followed the path in front of him and allowed no one to lead him astray. Will and determination saw him through life.

      “Put me down,” she yelled, giving him a punch in the side, directly in that sensitive spot that stole his breath for a second.

      Letting out a half breath, half groan, he opened the door to his cabin.

      She went wild, her feet kicking hysterically, her bonnet dropping to the floor, her hands showering his back with smacks and punches.

      Taking a deep breath of air, he bent again, setting her on her feet and then stepping back against the door. He’d not manhandle now that he had her here, but he couldn’t allow her to escape either. “Assure me again, you’ve done nothing to compromise my ship. Are we safe?”

      She scurried to the corner, hunching down in its protection. “As far as I know, we’re safe.”

      Her hair hung half down her back in shimmering golden waves, her slender arms wrapping about her knees as stared up at him.

      “Right,” he grimaced, relaxing back against the door. “Why don’t we start with names, then. Mine is Lord Destrian White, second son of the Duke of Whitehall, but most call me Dez. Despite my family ties, I’m not much for formality.”

      “Obviously,” she bit back and that made him smile.

      First it was just a quirk of one side of his mouth but then the humor of the situation caught the other side and his mouth spread into a full smile, a chuckle finally rising up from his throat and bubbling out of his mouth.

      “And you are?” he asked as he stared into the bright emerald green of her eyes. Had he forgotten to breathe as he waited to hear? Damn. Even knowing she was likely a spy, he waited for her name with bated breath.
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      Fleur stared up at the man. A lantern glowed on the table, casting his face in half light. It both made him look more sinister and more handsome.

      Never had a man appeared so…mysteriously confident.

      She swallowed the warning of her father’s friend, LeBeouf, as it rang in her ears. She wasn’t trained for this. She should stay out of it and leave it to the professionals.

      He’d claimed the job dangerous.

      How she hated being wrong. But she’d never planned to participate in trouble.

      She’d only intended to witness Le Serpent in some act of crime and report him. She’d no intention of actually joining the action, but here she was.

      Then again, her father hadn’t joined the fray either. He’d only helped LeBeouf a few times that she knew of anyhow. And of course, he’d had a relationship, however fleeting, with Le Serpent. She’d seen them together. She should have listened to LeBeouf’s warnings. She’d known the danger Le Serpent brought about, but he wasn’t the only problem. In fact, he was of far less consequence than the man currently holding her against her will.

      “My name is Fleur.”

      “Fleur,” he repeated, his brow’s rising. “Just Fleur?”

      Did she give him her surname? Lie? Refuse to answer? What did she have to hide? “Why do you wish to know?”

      He frowned. “It’s the civilized way to go about having a conversation.”

      “Civilized?” she asked, hearing her accent grow thicker. That always happened when she was agitated. “What’s civilized about any of this?”

      He shook his head. “Certainly not the part where my boat and my cargo were destroyed.”

      She shrank back, realizing he might think her responsible. “I did not do any damage to your boat or your cargo. Now, please let me go.”

      He cocked his head to the side, casting his face in even deeper shadow. “Never in the history of people questioning villains did one of them say, ‘You’re right. I did commit the crime. Please take me to prison.’”

      Her mouth opened and closed. He’d brought her here because he thought her responsible. She pointed her finger at him, jabbing in his general direction. “You’re the villain. You’ve stolen an innocent woman and carried ‘er off to your boat. That is the only crime committed ‘ere.”

      He crossed his arms over his chest. “Very well. I can take you to the Bow Street Runners and see what they think about the fact that you are French and stood alone in the middle of the night on the Dover docks, watching my ship burn. My ship full of English gunpowder bound for the shores of France. I think they might be curious enough to detain you for a while and question you. Thoroughly.”

      Her head spun as she realized the truth in his words. Her mouth went dry. Swallowing hard, she tried to find her voice again. If he took her to the Bow Street Runners, she’d be imprisoned while Le Serpent enjoyed his freedom, able to commit crimes against England and its people at will. Leaning back, her head rested in the corner where she crouched. “I did not make your boat explode.”

      She knew she’d not articulated herself particularly well, but she felt sick to her stomach and words were drifting away, particularly English words.

      “Who did?”

      Her eyes fluttered closed. She’d never felt weaker or less likely to complete the mission she’d embarked upon. Tears welled in her eyes. Why hadn’t she foreseen this? “If I tell you, will you help me?”

      “Help you what?”

      “Catch him.” Her head felt heavy as it rested back against the wood.

      It had been too long. Weeks had passed since her father’s death and she was no closer to catching the culprit. She didn’t even realize she’d been slipping into darkness until arms wrapped about her shoulders and knees. And then she was being lifted and then pressed against his hard body. “Would you rather lie on the bed of sit in my lap in a chair?”

      “What?” she moaned, trying to force her body to work, to stiffen and move away from him. He was a danger. How could she have allowed herself to succumb to the heaviness behind her eyelids in his presence?

      “Miss Fleur,” he said, his voice low and soothing. “I have a sister. Lady Millicent White who is just eighteen. She means more to me than anything on the whole of this earth. Except for my business, of course. I swear on her life that I’ve no intention of hurting you. You’re pale as a sheet and you need to lie down one way or the other. I can put a pillow under your head on the floor if you’ll feel safer. But I’d prefer you not faint.”

      His words had the intended effect, and she sank into him, relaxing into the strength of his arms. He’d not physically harmed her, and he did, in fact, only seem to wish to converse. He was a businessman and a duke’s brother who needed to figure out who’d targeted him. Information she had. “The chair,” she murmured.

      She heard the scrape of the legs against the floor and then he settled both their weight onto the seat, her head snug against his chest and upper arm.

      She hadn’t slept well in days. That was surely the problem. “My name is Fleur Dupont.”

      “Now we’re getting somewhere.” His voice reverberated through his chest and into her, further soothing her. “Where are you from, Fleur Dupont?”

      “My mother is from Dover. We’ve returned to her family cottage. But I grew up in the south of France.”

      “I couldn’t tell.” He chuckled.

      She liked the way his laugh felt. Warm and comforting against her cheek. “She was on holiday when my parents met. My papa, he was very handsome then, and exciting I suspect.” It had become a great deal easier to share with him. She noted that her accent had lessened with her tension. Oddly, for a woman who had just accused him of kidnapping, she felt…safe.

      “Some women do go for that sort of thing.”

      That made her mouth quirk up into a smile. “I suppose they do.”

      “And where is your papa now? Is he still in France or here in Dover?”

      “My papa is dead,” she answered softly, her eyes finally opening to meet the dark depths of his. They were near black in the dim light. “That is why I am here. It’s why I was on the dock the night your ship exploded.”

      “I don’t follow,” he answered, bending nearer.

      She swallowed, wishing she could sit up. It would help impress upon him the seriousness of the situation. Then again, he likely knew. “I’m here to find a murderer.” She lifted a hand to touch the rough skin of his cheek. Her fingers tingled where they touched his skin. Why did men make roughness look so good? “The man that murdered my father.”

      His jaw flexed under her fingers. “Go on.”

      “It is my belief, Lord Destrian White, that we are searching for the same man. The one who killed my papa is the same one who blew up your boat.”

      His arms tightened about her, even as her eyes fluttered closed again. “Miss…it is miss, isn’t it?”

      “That’s right,” she answered, sinking deeper into him. Now that the fear was gone, she felt bone tired and, for a man who was so hard, he made an exceptionally good pillow.

      “Miss Dupont, you can’t fall asleep yet. I’m going to need more information.”

      She tried to open her eyes. “I need to return home. My mother will be worried if I don’t.”

      He shook his head. “I don’t see how that’s possible.”

      That made her bolt upright, her hands clutching his front again. “Please, Lord White. After what happened to Papa, I can’t cause her worry.”

      “Who is the man you seek?”

      She worried her lip as she eased the grip on his jacket. If they were truly searching for the same man, what was the harm in telling him? “I don’t know his real name but ‘e works for the French government and goes by the name of Le Serpent.”
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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.
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