
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Praise for Rebel Lords of London

	 

	Enchanting the Earl: a prequel

	"A Regency romance that makes you want more!" ~ author Kara O’Neal

	 

	The Earl's Error
"Sexy and exciting: Kathy L Wheeler tops smouldering romance with an intriguing mystery." ~Miranda Neville, Best Selling Author 

	 

	The Marquis's Misstep
"Quick pacing, funny dialogue, and charming characters make Kathy L Wheeler's books a must-read!" ~Double Rita Finalist, Amanda McCabe

	 

	The 7th Son
"7th Son is both gripping and delightful. A hero and heroine to root for. Twists and turns perfect for mystery lovers. A setting pure bliss for lovers of romance. And finding long-lost diaries to break a family curse, made for the perfect read."~ Rita Lifetime Award recipient, Sharon Sala - author of - THE LAST STRAW

	 

	“Expect a fast-paced ride in this captivating tale, written in Kathy L Wheeler’s bold, dynamic style. Intrigue, love, scandal and curses — what more could any reader want? You'll stay riveted until the very last page!” Author Jude Bayton - The Secret of Mowbray Manor

	 

	“Who can resist a romance between a cursed artist and an art critic with a tragic past? I was hooked from the enticing beginning to the satisfying end. Kathy L Wheeler has created a compelling story with a mysterious journal, sizzling passion and characters who come alive. Rich in setting and emotion, 7th Son takes readers on a twisty, tantalizing ride.” ~ award winning author Alicia Dean

	 

	The Viscount's Vendetta
"Edgy, fast-paced, sexy, is Kathy L Wheeler's latest Rebel Lord of London." ~USA Today and New York Times Bestselling author, Cheryl Bolen

	 

	The Duke’s Detour

	“Absolutely delightful! Prepare to be swept away to Regency England and fall in love." ~ Award winning author, Valerie Bowman

	 

	“The Duke’s Detour is a wonderfully engaging romance. The plot is great but the characters—flawed yet sympathetic—are what really draws you in and makes the story unputdownable. With humor and passion and a couple of adorable little boys, this Regency Romance is a keeper.” ~ Award Winning Author, Alicia Dean 

	 

	“The Duke's Detour is a page-turning romp that ends in a perfect happily-ever-after!” ~ Kara O’Neal

	 

	Captivated By His Countess 

	“In Captivated By His Countess, Kathy L Wheeler weaves a passionate Regency romance that you'll devour while you root for Gabby and James's well-deserved HEA.” ~ Janna MacGregor 

	 

	“Charming yet sensual, with a deeply riveting plot.”~Kimberly Charleston, BooksUplift.com

	 

	Bedeviled By the Baroness

	“A mystery to draw you in and character so vividly drawn, how could anyone resist this Regency romance?” ~ Award Winning Author, Meredith Bond

	 

	“Kathy L Wheeler is a gifted writer and I’m a huge fan. Her gift for writing historical romance makes me yearn for more. If you’re looking for an escape into the past, pick up Bedeviled by the Baroness.” ~N.N. Light’s Book Haven
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Dear Reader,

	This is the meet cute to The Earl’s Error! I know you’ll love it. Currently, I’m working on Book 7: Bedeviled By The Baroness which should be available 2024 around March. 

	Oh… and you might enjoy one other little side story from book The Duke’s Detour called Lady Felicity’s Feud with Christmas available in an anthology: Regency Christmas Kisses. That anthology includes stories from double-Rita finalist, Amanda McCabe. Also, writing with Amanda is the Gaming Hell Christmas series on Amazon. And the link to a short story, The Front Side of the Christmas Shilling, that ties my stories in Volume 2 and Volume 3 of the Gaming Hell Christmas series: 

	Much more information is available on my website: https://kathylwheeler.com. There is a newsletter signup and even an arc team application. 

	 

	 

	Sincerely,

	Kathy L Wheeler

	 

	
 

	 

	
One


	 

	Spixworth Hall, 1804

	Lady Lorelei Radcliff, daughter of Viscount Harlowe, stood in the arched entry of her bedchamber, hands splayed on her hips, foot tapping against an aged Persian rug, fury surging through her. She was going to kill her younger brother. “Brandon Vincent Radcliff!”

	Of course, there was no answer. He and his monstrous terrorizing friend, George Welton, were likely in their favorite hiding place, laughing their fool heads off.

	She studied her freshly laundered sheets now soiled with—she counted—eight slimy creatures, hopping about. Her brother, the future Viscount Harlowe, was at the horrid age of nine. On his own, Brandon was a sweet boy, but this mischief was not the act of just one bedeviled child. He’d had assistance.

	Informing their mother would be a useless endeavor. She indulged Brandon for his foibles, rendering him outright rotten. How fortuitous that her parents were currently in London. Parliament was in session and Papa served a judicial role. She was unclear on the specifics, but that was neither here nor there.

	Clearly, Lorelei would have to serve up their punishment herself. At ten and four, she could be just as diabolical as her brother, and she had experience on her side. She spun on her slippered heel and stormed out of the house. 

	The ground was wet from the recent rains, but she didn’t bother taking the time to change her shoes even knowing they would be ruined by the time she returned. She ran, braids flying as she took the short path to Spixworth’s large pond, following the winding path to a cozy naturalized nook fashioned between two large oaks.

	Her quarries’ high-pitched laughter came to an abrupt halt as her shadow moved over them. Their hands covered their mouths, and their eyes widened.

	She drew in a steadying breath and considered her words carefully, gracing them with an evil smile. 

	Brandon’s eyes grew bigger. 

	A smirk, however, hovered about George’s mouth. This was a boy bent on destruction seasoned with stupidity, and Lorelei had had enough. 

	She addressed Brandon. “I understand.”

	His sweet features twisted in confusion. “Understand what?”

	“The need to have fun.”

	He stood and squeezed his hands into fists. “No, you don’t! You never want to have fun.” His voice was petulant, his face mulish.

	Lorelei realized in an instant what her brother felt. Abandonment. By their parents. By her. Her insides softened but she squelched it with a medieval ruthlessness. This was exactly how Brandon played on their mother’s weaknesses. 

	Lorelei loved her brother more than life itself. She would fight his battles to the death. With an insight beyond her years, she knew if Brandon’s misdeeds weren’t handled and he wasn’t taught to respect others now, not only would life be unbearable for her, but his own fate would suffer greatly as a result. And as she was the only one at hand…

	Without warning, Lorelei surged forward and took each boy by the ear, tugging them to their feet. Both crying out in fury, in pain, in vain. Any weakness shown on her part at this juncture would ensure a huge cost later, she told herself again.

	Neither fought her as that would be to their own peril. She guided them staunchly back down the path to the yard where Jilly was pounding the drawing room rugs. 

	“I’ve brought you two helpers. They insist on helping with the laundry today.”

	“I have to go home,” George whined. 

	“I have firsthand knowledge that is not the case, Lord Welton.” Lorelei turned back to Jilly. “The boys first wish is to retrieve their pets out of my bed. They’ll be back with soiled sheets to launder.”

	Jilly’s expression was carefully blank. “Yes, miss.”

	Still grasping Brandon and George by their ears, Lorelei guided her charges in the house, up the stairs, and didn’t let go until they’d reached her chamber. She crossed her arms over her chest, blocking the door. “Get to it.”

	Both boys stalked over to the bed and gathered up four toads each. Lorelei went to her vanity and, disgusted, spilled the contents from a decorated wooden box. The one she used for clippings out of the newspapers on London society, her favorite hobby (there wasn’t much to do in Spixworth). She couldn’t wait for her come out season. But that was years from now. And here she was, having to use her favorite, most precious box for slimy frogs her brother and his mischievous cohort had dumped in her clean linens.

	“I’ll take them to the pond,” George said. “You get the sheets, Bran.”

	Brandon sighed, nodding.

	George didn’t return.

	Lorelei had lost her favorite box but she maintained her vigil, standing over Brandon, making sure he finished the task of laundering—washing, hanging, and after drying her sheets, replacing them on the bed. It took him the whole rest of the day.

	Two days later, Lorelei was handed her own grief.

	“You made him do what?” Mama was outraged.

	“He cost the maid a lot of time, disrespected Jilly’s hard work, Mama.” Lorelei felt no repentance. “The punishment fit the transgression.”

	Papa’s laughter boomed through the drawing room. “I daresay it didn’t hurt the lad, my dear. Lorelei is right. I vow, Lorelei, you shall be a good mother someday.”

	She beamed under Papa’s praise.


 

	
two


	London, 1808

	Lorelei had no idea there was so much involved in preparing for one’s coming out. 

	“Stand up straight, Lorelei.” Her aunt, the dowager duchess of Lewkes, did not speak in regular modulated tones. She snipped, she snapped, she barked. She was like no lady Lorelei had ever known. She’d even caught her smoking once! Her mother’s oldest sister, some fifteen years between them if Lorelei was not mistaken, was a force of nature. A harridan, to be sure.

	Lorelei corrected her posture because to disobey Aunt Isobel would entail hours of unending lecture. It was just easier to do her bidding.

	“You cannot find a husband with a crooked spine.” Despite her aunt’s gruffness, Lorelei adored her. Her only criticism was her aunt’s apparent dislike for the male gender, which included Brandon. Nothing he did could sway Aunt Isobel to Brandon’s court. It was a conundrum.

	“Crooked spine, Aunt?” She lifted her arms, letting the modiste drop a gown of the palest pink silk over her head. It caught at the locket around her neck. A locket she hadn’t removed since her mother had given it to her not long before her parents’ untimely death. “Wait!” She freed the delicate fabric and the dress fell into place.

	Madam Bovine set one of her underlings to pinning the adjustments in place. 

	After Lorelei’s parents’ deadly carriage accident last year, she had done her best to keep Spixworth Hall worthy of Brandon and his current title of Viscount Harlowe. He had been away at school at the time. It didn’t take Lorelei long to realize the estate was broke. There was no keeping Brandon from the truth, so she’d brought him home and proceeded to school him herself. 

	The letter from the Duchess of Lewkes had arrived in a most timely manner—just as she and Brandon came out of mourning—informing Lorelei she was to have her Season. The note from the dowager was gruff and, once she and Brandon had reached London and Lorelei realized all that went into having a successful come out, she had nothing but gratitude when it came to Aunt Isobel. Even if she was a tad irascible to Brandon.

	Aunt Isobel hated Spixworth Hall and refused to put money in the property for Brandon’s entailment. In fact, Lorelei would go so far as to say Aunt Isobel hated men in general. A thought that went through Lorelei’s head on a regular basis. At the age of ten and nine, Lorelei wasn’t so sure she was ready to marry. But marrying well was imperative if she was to save Spixworth for her brother.

	“What the devil are you quivering about, gel?” Aunt Isobel had no use for indirect language. “Madam Bovine, are you not finished yet? We have a great many other stops to make.”

	“Of course, Your Grace.”

	Lorelei hid a grin as Madam Bovine went on to add the sheerest East Indian muslin over the pink silk and went about adjusting the overdress. It would be worse for the madam if the gown was not perfect, and the dressmaker apparently realized this. 

	This dress was designed to set the precedent for the rest of Lorelei’s first season.
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	The Martindales’ Ball

	Mesmerized by the hundreds of candles lighting the ballroom, Lorelei had never seen such splendor. Mama had talked of such enchantment but, after her death, Lorelei had believed her hopes of attending balls and routs were dashed forever.

	Immediately, she and Aunt Isobel were approached by their hostess, Lady Martindale. 

	“Oh, you are lovely, my dear,” Lady Martindale said. She had a kind, genteel face and sharp, wide green eyes. Lorelei was almost certain she detected diamonds sparkling throughout the dark hair piled on her head. She took Lorelei’s hands and ran a critical eye over her. “You’ll do very nicely.”

	Her words raked over Lorelei’s skin, and she lifted her chin. “Thank you, Lady Martindale.” She leaned in and whispered fiercely to her aunt. “Am I a cow at market?” For which she was rewarded with a quick thwap of Aunt Isobel’s fan across her gloved knuckles.

	That was the thing about Aunt Isobel. Her moods and actions were quite unpredictable from one moment to the next. Sweet, generous, and friendly one moment, and the next, childish, devious, and downright hostile the next.

	Lady Martindale took Lorelei’s arm. “Come along, dear. I wish to introduce you.”

	Lady Faulk.

	Lady Peachornsby.

	Lady Maudsley.

	Lady Ingleby.

	Lady Dankworth. 

	Lady Alymer.

	The names went on until Lorelei’s head ached. Her posture was perfect, by the heavens, her smile slight and anchored in place. How could it be otherwise when the very life was squeezed out of her by the torturous device of a well-tightened corset? Mother had never mentioned that.

	The lights in the ballroom took on an odd flickering as she tried to draw in a breath. So many candles, so much heat, so… little… air…

	 


 

	
Three


	I’ve heard enough, Mother.” Thorne Gray, the Earl of Kimpton, pulled out his watch fob. The Martindales’ ball was a crush, and his very excellent mistress, Rowen Hollerfield, was awaiting him at this moment. Unfortunately, his mother was on a mission to marry him off, determined he start filling his nursery. Personally, he had no desire for children. Who would? Kimpton had very little care to continue the line of debauchery and abuse his late father had wreaked on the title.

	The dowager countess gave one of her disdainful sniffs. “Obviously, you haven’t.” She speared him with one of her piercing looks. “Don’t think you shall get away with sneaking off early this evening. You made me a promise, young man, and I intend to hold you to it.”

	Something Kimpton assured himself he wouldn’t be daft enough to do again. He spotted his good friend, the Marquis of Brockway, on the dance floor, taking a turn with none other than Lady Maudsley. The woman, almost gangly in stature, tended to laugh—bray—at the most inappropriate times. A sound that had the ability to send those of weaker constitutions running for their lives. Brock’s fascination with the woman was not only an enigma but was also dangerous for the lady. “God, it’s hot in here,” he said under his breath.

	“Quit your grousing, son. It will not get you a reprieve.”

	Perspiration gathered at his forehead and along his upper lip. He might be stuck at this ball, but he did not feel obligated to stand next to his mother the entire time. If memory served, Martindale usually had a card game or two in the works. “Perhaps not, Mother, but I see the music is coming to a halt—” 

	His mother grabbed his arm and dug in her fingers, ignoring him. She turned to their hostess as she approached with a debutante he failed to recognize. “Ah, Lady Martindale, who have you here?” his mother asked.

	Kimpton swallowed a groan. Granted, this one wore a touch of pink beneath the white issue of what he considered the debutantes’ standard uniform—he’d had no idea there were so many shades of white until he’d glanced across the ballroom and saw all the young misses gathered in one area—all wearing the same, yet different. This girl, however, looked like a confection of spun sugar. Light, airy, and eyes—rolling back in her head—

	Kimpton barely managed to shake off his mother and get his arm out in time to keep the girl from hitting the floor. “She needs air. Give way,” he growled at his mother. “Lady Martindale?”

	“Oh dear, oh dear.” Lady Martindale’s hands fluttered about like the wings of a buzzing hummingbird. “Yes, yes. Follow me, Lord Kimpton.”

	Thorne felt the weight of every stare in the ballroom. Beneath hooded eyes, he studied the girl’s pale countenance. The locket at the end of a delicate gold chain, framed by the expanse of a creamy bosom. It was a sight that had his lower body reacting viscerally and him thankful for her voluminous skirts as he followed his host from the ballroom and up the stairs to a low lit library. She smelled of fresh rich roses.

	She was clever, this one. He’d seen this sort of playacting before, but not to this degree. Her waiflike face was stark white, even in the low lighting of the Martindale’s library. “Who is she?” he asked softly. “I haven’t seen her before.”

	The dowager duchess of Lewkes appeared in front of him like a dark avenging angel, something he wagered no one would ever have the nerve to appoint her out loud. Though she was stooped and her bewigged head in the current style, her hawklike nose lifted proudly. “Handle her with care, Kimpton. That’s my niece.”

	 Of all the luck. 

	Thorne laid her gently upon a long settee then moved to watch, his curiosity snagging the better of him.

	The girl’s eyes fluttered. “Aunt Isobel?” Her voice was pure music. The tinkling of a flute, softened by the notes of a cello. He narrowed his eyes on her. Her flaxen hair appeared to have survived her ordeal. 

	Thorne quietly retreated to a corner, stepping behind a large potted palm near the door to observe. He wished to discern how great a performer this beauty was, even while his randy cock stood at attention. 

	“Lorelei, don’t tell me you had the gall to faint.” The dowager appeared savvy to the girl’s tricks and offered no condolences.

	“Is that what happened?” She sounded breathless. “It’s this blasted corset, Aunt. What a ridiculous device.”

	“Bah. If your mother weren’t dead, I vow I would—”

	Her head snapped up, her eyes flashed, but she gripped the back of the settee with one hand seeming to steady herself. “That’s enough, Aunt Isobel.” 

	Thorne found himself filled with admiration. Anyone brave enough to stand up to the dowager deserved it. The older woman was a force in polite society—a contradiction in terms if ever there was one. He couldn’t tear his eyes from Lady Lorelei. She was like no debutante he’d ever been introduced to. Anyone this beautiful and forthright enough to take on the duchess would be snapped up quickly on the marriage mart. 

	Where had that thought come from?

	She twisted, dropping her feet to the floor. “You know, when I was a child, all I’d ever dreamed was to dress elegantly and go to a ball, rather like Cinderella.” She spoke softly. He was almost sure she didn’t realize he was still nearby.

	“Put those silly ideals out of your head right this minute, gel. They’ll bring you nothing but disappointment.” The harshness of her words were softened by the dowager lowering beside her and taking her hand.

	Thorne knew he should look away, but he found himself unable to.

	“I’m sorry, Lorelei, but this is the way the game is played. The ton loves a diamond, and the ton loves to tear a diamond to shreds. You, my dear, are the diamond. And this little stunt just put you at the top of everyone’s awareness list. Well done.”

	“Well done? Well done?”

	Her outrage was as enchanting as the young lady herself.

	The dowager’s gentleness disappeared with a snap of a fan. “I’ll have no sass or disrespect from you, young lady. You needed help, and it’s help you’ve received. Do you understand?”

	The girl snatched her hand back and, for a long tense-filled moment, Thorne feared the dowager would slap her face. To his relief, the old woman’s hand went to the girl’s cheek and patted her. “You’ll do fine.  You are full of fire, and that shall serve you well. Men are rakes and rapscallions.”

	“Then why do you wish to pawn me off on one at the first drop?” She sounded hurt. Betrayed.

	“Child, your parents left you penniless. No dowry. That is a major strike against you. Your brother is another. And I’m old.”

	“My brother is a talented artist.”

	“Bah! Art will get him nowhere. He is at a tender age and, in my experience, one most men would not wish to take on.”

	To Thorne’s shock, the woman wrapped a bony arm around her charge.

	“Might we return home now, Aunt?”

	Her arm fell away and she stood up, cloaked in all her dowager duchess hauteur. “Indeed, we cannot. We are here to showcase you and you haven’t danced a single set. You’ve provided us the perfect opportunity to exploit and exploit it we will. Now, pull yourself together. If you are not in the ballroom in ten minutes, I vow, I shall marry you off to the first scoundrel who asks for your hand.” Her grand exit rivaled that of Princess Charlotte’s in a snit with Prinny.

	Thorne edged to the door to avoid the onslaught of tears he expected, but that was as far as he managed.
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