
  
    [image: The Earl’s Tempting Ward]
  


  
    
      THE EARL’S TEMPTING WARD

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

    
      
        BELLA MOXIE

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

      
        Chapter 14

      

      
        Chapter 15

      

      
        Chapter 16

      

      
        Chapter 17

      

      
        Chapter 18

      

      
        Chapter 19

      

      
        Epilogue

      

    

    
      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            1

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      Bang!

      Benedict winced as sounds of the ruined wing’s reconstruction reached his study.

      He could not say for sure which of his ancestors who’d preceded him as the Earl of Foster had been so very fond of gothic architecture, but he cursed that fellow now.

      It was impossible to find a moment’s peace in this drafty old manor.

      Head bent over the stack of legal documents before him, he tried to ignore the workers’ voices that echoed off the vaulted ceilings outside his study door. His mother’s voice stood out in stark contrast. High and sharp, her commands were staccato chirps amidst the low, booming bass tones of the workers she was ordering about.

      Doing what, exactly?

      He pinched the bridge of his nose with a sigh. He should probably find out.

      Not that his input was required. He and his mother had come to a sort of silent truce these past weeks since he’d returned from his failed trip to London. She left him in peace, and he stayed out of her way as she went about her business.

      Her business seemed to be the Sisyphean task of keeping this old manor up to snuff with all the current trends and new-fashioned trappings.

      Staying out of one another’s way had been working well for them—far better than the taut silences and tense conversations they’d suffered through for months after the tragedy.

      It had been those encounters, fraught with unspoken accusations and riddled with guilt, that had driven him to London in the first place. Well, that and his friends’ persistence. His former schoolmates had harassed him into joining them in town to seek out a wife.

      His friend the Duke of Raffian had declared this the season that their band of rogues finally leave behind their carousing to assume the mantle and sire some heirs.

      It shouldn’t have been difficult—indeed, Raff had not only found himself a bride, he’d gone and fallen in love with the girl. But even with the title of earl attached to his person, Benedict hadn’t been able to shake the whispers and the stares. It was enough to drive a man mad.

      Or back to his family estate, at least.

      The sound of heavy footsteps on the marble floors carried to him so clearly, it was as if he were attempting to peruse these documents right smack in the midst of the entrance hall.

      What were they doing out there?

      Something clattered. A shout carried.

      Benedict fell back in his seat with a sigh. Perhaps he ought to have stayed in London.

      He dismissed the thought as quickly as it arrived. The townhouse in Mayfair might have been quieter, with its thick oriental rugs, small rooms, and heavy curtains, but that hardly made up for the stares.

      Out of habit he ran a hand over the uneven and unnaturally smooth skin of his left jaw.

      No, he did not wish to be back there where the hushed whispers of the ton were far louder than these echoes and shouts could ever be.

      Eventually, mercifully, the sounds grew distant. The workers were heading upstairs, thank God. He narrowed his eyes and focused on the words before him with renewed focus. For approximately two seconds. That was how much of a reprieve he was allotted before a sharp knock on his study door interrupted him.

      Before he could reply, the door was thrown open. His mother stood there, dark and dour, and for a moment he was shocked at the sight of her. Not only because she’d been keeping her distance this past week, not setting foot in this room which had once been his father’s private domain, but also because he still wasn’t quite used to the change in her appearance.

      The fire that had claimed his father and older brother’s lives hadn’t left her with the sort of visible scars that he carried, but it had changed her just as drastically. Overnight, it seemed, she’d gone from a vibrant lady and proud matron to…well, this.

      A pale imitation of her former self. A sad one. A bitter one. One filled with hatred…for him.

      “Mother,” he said evenly, quickly hiding his surprise at her sudden appearance.

      She pinched her lips as if the word ‘Mother’ were an insult.

      A muscle worked in his jaw as a familiar heavy tension settled between them.

      She’d never been the sort one would call cheerful. The lady was a countess, after all, and she’d embodied that. She’d been gracious, if not warm, with a steady disposition not prone to extreme emotions one way or the other.

      But now as the dowager countess, she seemed a hollow version of her former vivacious, charismatic self. Gray strands had begun to cobweb their way through her ink black hair, aging her overnight, and deep creases had etched into the sharp features that resembled his own.

      She’d been attractive once.

      But then again, so had he.

      Now she bore remnants of grief. A constant reminder that her life had been devastated. By him. Her youngest son. The one who was meant to be the spare.

      The tight skin around his scars itched, reminding him of their presence. As if he could ever forget.

      She regarded him with a sour expression from where she still hesitated in the doorway, and that was it, he realized. This hesitation was what was so different about her now, even more than the physical signs of aging.

      His mother had never been one to hesitate before. Certainly not around him. She might not have been an affectionate mother, but she’d been comfortable with both Benedict and his brother Robert.

      More so with Robert, but that was to be expected. He’d been the eldest, and the heir—not to mention the dutiful, obedient son.

      And now the dead son.

      She seemed to overcome whatever it was that had been holding her prisoner in the doorway, and he waited with quiet unease for her to speak.

      “You’ve been in here all morning,” she said.

      It came out as an accusation.

      “So I have,” he agreed.

      Her gaze drifted away from his as if against her will. Her lips rolled inwards, her mouth pinching at the edges. This room had been her husband’s solace. His domain. The room where he’d spent most of his day and where he’d gone about his business.

      Benedict hadn’t seen his mother enter this room once since the accident.

      “Did you need something, Mother?”

      Her gaze snapped back to his. And before she could hide her anger, he saw it. Truthfully, it was always there just under the surface. The blame. The anger.

      She straightened, her chin coming up in a stubborn set. “Will you be joining us for dinner this evening?”

      He frowned. Us?

      This was the first time in many months that his mother had made any attempt to dine with him. A fact that might have been heartening if only his mind hadn’t snagged on that one word.

      “Us?” he repeated.

      She huffed. “I told you about our guest.”

      Guest. The word alone made his gut tighten and wariness slither through his veins. His fingers twitched with the urge to touch his scars. He’d left London to avoid strangers and their morbid curiosity.

      “I assure you, Mother, you did not.” The words came out through gritted teeth.

      “Of course I did,” she said, her gaze flicking away from him dismissively to eye the pile of documents on his desk. “You were probably too deep in your cups to remember, that’s all.”

      If she’d been looking she might have seen his flinch, slight as it was.

      Protests scratched at his throat, but he refused to give her the satisfaction of seeing how much her words had affected him.

      His mother took any chance you could get to remind him what a useless wastrel he was. No, had been. He’d been anything but a reckless drunkard since the fire, but his mother didn’t care about that.

      All that mattered was that his carelessness had cost her the ones she loved.

      Now she was stuck with him.

      And a guest, apparently.

      “Who is it?” His tone was harsher than intended. But really, it could not have escaped her notice that he’d been avoiding society here in the country.

      This house might have become a drafty, ornate mausoleum, but at least here he was free from the pitying looks and the rumors guessing at what had occurred that night.

      He’d discovered that society’s suspicions weren’t nearly as bad as the actual fact. More evidence to prove his friend Hayden correct that good society was utterly lacking in imagination.

      “Really, Benedict,” his mother said with a weary sigh. “You must remember me telling you about my dear friend Gabriella.”

      He stared at her. The name sounded familiar, but…

      Curse it. He probably had been in his cups because he had only a fuzzy memory of hearing something about some childhood friend who had died.

      In his defense, that had been before the fire. He’d been inebriated most of the time back then.

      “She and her husband died in a tragic carriage accident,” she said, ending with a hint of a question.

      “Of course, of course.” He fiddled with the pen in his hand. Clearly they weren’t entertaining a deceased childhood friend, and impatience had him shifting in his seat. “Mother, if you please, I have a mountain of work to get through and⁠—”

      “Do not lecture me on the obligations that come with being an earl, Benedict.” Her voice was sharp and shrill, and he inwardly cringed to think what the servants must think if they overheard his mother speaking to him as if he were still a child. “I helped your father build this estate into what it is today⁠—”

      “I know, Mother.”

      “Do you?” she shot back. “Then stop acting as though you carry the weight of the world on your shoulders. As if taking over the earldom is some tedious obligation.”

      “I never said⁠—”

      “It was never supposed to be yours.” The words were not loud, but they rang in the air and echoed off those bloody vaulted ceilings.

      Rage flickered in his gut, but recoiled just as quickly in the face of her hatred. She buried it quickly, but not quick enough. Her words were filled with the venom she so often tried to hide.

      He sank back in his seat as a familiar guilt settled into his limbs and made his insides frigid. In a way it was a relief that she’d said it aloud. More often than not she kept her feelings hidden, but it was better this way.

      His mother’s rebukes were nothing compared to what he said to himself in the wee hours of the morning when he begged for sleep to claim him. And at least in her speaking the words, maybe she could find some relief for the anger that was eating her alive.

      “Thank you for the reminder,” he said, his voice calm and even.

      His mother turned her head. She couldn’t even look at him.

      The scars burned as if he was still fighting his way through the flames of the west wing. The family’s private quarters.

      He watched her recover her calm, her hands clasped together before her so tightly her knuckles turned white. “Anyway, as I’ve told you several times, I am Philippa’s godmother, and she will be coming here to stay with us⁠—”

      “Who the hell is Philippa?” he interrupted.

      Her eyes narrowed at his blasphemy and her nostrils flared with a deep inhale. “Gabriella’s daughter,” she said slowly, over enunciating as if she were speaking to a simpleton.

      Or a drunkard.

      “As I’ve already explained, the poor girl is an orphan now, and with no close relations⁠—”

      “You’re her godmother?” His surprise was not subtle.

      He’d never considered his mother the religious type, and this was the first he was hearing of a goddaughter. At least…that he could recall.

      She ignored that and continued on. “She’s arriving today. Really, Benedict, I told you all of this. I’ve had a room made up for her in the east wing while renovations are completed…”

      She kept talking, but he was distracted by the fact that his skin was on fire. Not literally, obviously, but the mention of reconstruction was enough to send his mind back to that night and just like in his nightmares, the memory was so vivid he was sure he could feel the lick of the flames, hear the screams amidst the crackle and roar of the fire. The bed empty beside him…

      He drew in a sharp breath, trying to calm his racing heart. His mother’s voice, insistent and nagging in the background, only added to his agitation until he was itching to crawl out of his skin. He gripped the edge of the desk and tried to focus.

      “She’s a sweet young thing, from what I’ve been told…an only child…her father had quite the fortune. Born and raised in Italy, can you imagine? She’s never even set foot on English soil, poor babe…”

      Poor babe. He stared at his mother in horror. How old was this child? Was there going to be some little creature toddling about? Would he need to hire a wet nurse?

      Bloody hell. Where did one even find a wet nurse?

      “...coddled and spoiled, I’m afraid,” his mother continued. “Even Gabriella said so in her letters…”

      A spoiled child. Here? At this musty old mausoleum, half of which was being rebuilt after the fire?

      He ran a hand through his thick black hair. She couldn’t be serious.

      “As the master of this home you are her guardian, of course, so I expect⁠—”

      “I’m her guardian?” His insides withered with the blow. Had he not already been dealt more responsibility than he could handle? And now this. He winced at the image of a little girl in long braids and a pinafore prancing around expecting them all to wait on her hand and foot.

      He groaned. “Mother, isn’t there somewhere else she could go?”

      “No,” she shot back. “She’s our responsibility now.”

      His responsibility, she meant. Everything and everyone in this household was now his responsibility.

      He hardly heard the rest of her speech, his mind once more racing to figure out where he might stash this child. A boarding school, perhaps. Off with some other children her own age somewhere.

      “Mother, I want nothing to do with this orphan⁠—”

      “And I don’t want to sit by and watch you destroy everything your father created, but we all have our lot to bear.” Her voice oozed venom, and her eyes flashed with anger.

      Silence fell between them, the sort of silence that had been eating him alive for nearly a year. Surely London hadn’t been worse than this.

      He took a deep breath and met her withering glare. There was a challenge in her eyes. One she didn’t think he’d be able to meet.

      He leaned forward, anger flaring up beneath the guilt and the shame. “Fine,” he snapped. “So now I have a spoiled little brat on my hands. Wonderful.” He rose from his seat. “Know this. I will not tolerate tantrums or misbehaving, is that clear?”

      She arched a brow, unimpressed. “And you think you are one to discipline her?”

      The derisive mockery in her gaze stung. She didn’t think him fit to keep a single child in line let alone manage an earldom.

      “If this Philippa so much as speaks out of turn, I will do as I must,” he said. “Orphan child or not, I will take that girl over my knee.”

      “Oh dear.” A soft voice filled the air and a stunning young lady with dark auburn hair and sparkling green eyes stepped into the doorway just behind his mother. Her gaze landed on him, as long lashes batted against high cheekbones and lush red lips curved up in a smile that somehow managed to be both sweet and wicked.

      His mother gasped with surprise at her sudden arrival, but Benedict stood silent, speechless in the face of the beauty before him.

      “You must be Lord Foster,” she said with the slightest twinge of an accent, her voice wrapping around him, low and smooth like velvet.

      Heat speared through him like a knife, the shock of it sudden and savage. Her eyes glinted with mischief and her lips curled up at the corners at his shocked silence.

      Wicked. Definitely wicked.

      “I am Miss Philippa Lorezon…” She took a step forward, her eyes narrowing slightly on him. “And I promise I’ll do my very best to behave.” Her lips parted and her eyes widened in exaggerated innocence. “I certainly wouldn’t wish for a spanking, my lord.”
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      The great and powerful earl she’d heard so much about glared at her from behind his desk, and Philippa could not blame him. It was such a naughty thing to say.

      But then again, she was rather wicked, a fact she’d learned to embrace after fighting it for so very long. Still, heat filled her cheeks as she heard her parents’ chastisements ringing in the back of her mind, shaming her more thoroughly than this large beast of an earl could ever hope to do.

      Not that Lord Foster’s glower wasn’t formidable. It was. And his broad shoulders and large build were terribly intimidating. Scars marred the left side of his face, making what must have been a handsome face something warped and terrifying.

      He must have been striking before the accident. That much was clear. Sharp nose, high cheekbones, a heavy brow. Striking and formidable. But add in the scars and that fiery glare, and it was no wonder the workers had stared at her in wide-eyed horror when she’d informed them that she’d find the master of the house herself.

      Hadn’t been difficult to do. Just follow the growl. She’d half expected to find a feral animal in this study. Instead she’d found him. The Earl of Foster. Threatening to take her over his knee.

      A surge of heat coiled low in her belly as a lewd image formed in her mind. She bit her lip and felt his gaze drop to her lips to follow the movement.

      “My dear, you gave us a start,” the dowager countess said.

      Philippa dipped into a curtsy, head down as she murmured a greeting and an apology for having surprised them.

      The Earl still hadn’t yet spoken. He hadn’t moved from behind the desk either. He just stood there and glared at her as though she were a rodent infesting this monstrous castle of theirs.

      “You’ll have to forgive my son the inhospitable welcome,” Lady Foster said. “He was not aware of your arrival today, and I’m afraid he did not inherit his father’s charm nor his grace.”

      “Not at all, my lady,” she said, her gaze flicking over to see how this large brute of a man took to being insulted by his mother in front of a stranger.

      He didn’t appear to have heard. His expression hadn’t altered, his glare still burned into her skin.

      Had she shocked him with her comment? She supposed most ladies would have ignored the comment they’d overheard. Feigned deafness, if need be. That was her mother’s favorite trick whenever anyone said anything untoward.

      What was that? Oh, my apologies, I could not hear you.

      That was how she’d avoided dealing with anything unpleasant. She’d feigned ignorance in company and went both deaf and blind when it came to her own daughter. Easier to pretend Philippa didn’t exist than to face the fact that she’d sired a wayward, immoral creature.

      And she’d learned the hard way that it was useless to deny her wicked nature.

      She had long known her father was right when he called her their little devil. It was the red hair, her father had claimed.

      He’d been superstitious like that.

      The dowager countess was remarking on the suddenness of her arrival, asking after her journey.

      Lord Foster continued to stare.

      She smiled sweetly as she waited for the earl to recover from the shock. He’d berate her, no doubt, for having sought him out rather than waiting meekly in the entrance hall. For having dared to utter the words ‘spank me’ in his esteemed company.

      A horrible urge to laugh stole over her, but it fled just as quickly, replaced once more by the dark heavy weight that had been hanging over her ever since her parents’ death one year before.

      The year of mourning was over; and this was it. This was her life now.

      Stuck with the man her mother had referred to as ‘that dreadful Lord Benedict’ when she was being kind. She’d relate the contents of her dear friend’s correspondence with a sad shake of her head. Such a shame poor Lady Foster sired such an incorrigible rogue. Seems he’s nothing at all like his elder brother.

      Oh yes, Philippa had heard all the stories from her mother about that dreadful younger son.

      Rake, reprobate, and wastrel were all terms she’d come to associate with the man before her. And that was before the notorious fire which had taken his already wretched reputation and made it outright infamous. She might have been in mourning this past year, but even she had heard tales of the nefarious younger brother who’d inherited a title and its fortune after a mysterious tragedy.

      No one had outright said that he was to blame, as far as she knew…but it was clearly suspected.

      His eyes seemed to darken as if he could read her thoughts. Oh my, but he did have a fearsome visage. It wouldn’t stretch the imagination to think him capable of murder.

      And this was the man who was meant to look after her. How very fitting.

      Philippa waited patiently for him to finish his perusal. His lips curled up in a sneer and dark, cold eyes raked over her.

      All those dreams she’d had for her future. And instead she was here.

      The little devil had been sent to hell.

      For the best. Well deserved, really. She squared her shoulders. Might as well make herself comfortable.

      “Mother,” he growled, his gaze never leaving Philippa. “You did not tell me she was grown.”

      Philippa pressed her lips together to hold back a smile. He sounded so very put off by the fact. As if being grown was a sin.

      “Well,” his mother fussed. “I didn’t say she was a child either.”

      “You most certainly did.”

      His harsh tone as he turned to face his mother had Philippa flinching. Not in fear. She wasn’t afraid of anyone. Not anymore. The only good thing to come of losing everything and everyone she loved? There was nothing left to lose, which meant nothing to fear.

      But she recoiled at the way this overbearing brute was speaking to his mother, as if she were his servant or his enemy, even.

      “You called her a child,” he said, his voice a menacing threat. “Poor babe, I believe you said.”

      His tone was mocking, but the dowager countess held her head high. “I am old, Benedict. To me, you are a child.”

      A silence fell that had Philippa twitching with discomfort. She had the disturbing suspicion that a conversation was taking place in that silence between them, and it was not a pleasant tête-à-tête.

      Eventually he looked away from his mother, and when his gaze fell on Philippa, she felt it burn through the thick wool of her traveling gown. That glare was judgement itself, and she’d come out wanting.

      “What am I to do with a grown woman?” he snapped.

      I have some ideas. Philippa swallowed down the words before they could escape. Naughty, naughty Philippa.

      She’d thought she’d learned her lesson, but it seemed there was some part of her too wicked to learn even now. Even after everything she’d done.

      After everything she’d ruined.

      “You’ll take her to London, of course,” the dowager countess said.

      The look of horror on Lord Foster’s face might have been humorous…if it wasn’t so terribly foreboding.

      He would take her to London, wouldn’t he? He did not expect her to languish here in this miserable, empty house forever…did he?

      His gaze found hers as if he could hear her thoughts.

      Perhaps he did.

      She swallowed thickly. Maybe he thought to hold her prisoner here. To have her do his bidding and be his indentured servant.

      Her mind—that unceasingly wicked mind—it chose that moment to call up every scandalous book she’d stolen from Herr Heinrich’s collection. A friend of her father’s, his terribly hidden secret library had been eye opening, to say the least. Her mother likely wished Philippa had stayed behind on that last tour of the continent.

      Far too many libraries for her to pillage.

      But then again, the real damage to her heart and her soul had taken place in Italy, in the safety of her own home.

      She wondered what her parents would think of that ironic twist.

      They’d think nothing, because they are dead.

      She nearly tsked aloud at her own wayward thoughts. Her mother was the religious one, her father the superstitious sort. She was neither. All she believed in was what she saw around her. Cause and effect. Actions and repercussions.

      Mistakes and consequences.

      That’s what this was.

      She let her gaze wander around the room. Let this giant beast glare. Let the countess speak of her as if she were not there. It hardly mattered in the end. She would not be here long—as Lady Foster was so succinctly pointing out.

      “She needs to find a husband,” the dowager countess was saying in a hushed voice, as if perhaps Philippa could not hear. Or maybe the servants were not to know that she was a pathetic and lonely orphan in need of a protector?

      “And?” The man she was beginning to think of as Lord Arse shot back.

      “And you must take her.”

      He stared at her for so long, Philippa fidgeted on the older woman’s behalf.

      “You can be her chaperone,” he said. His gaze flickered over to Philippa, a hint of wariness there, like he was waiting for her to swoon or weep or something of the sort.

      Perhaps he thought she’d be offended by his rude welcome. Indeed, she was not. It was rather a relief to have such a crass, unfeeling gentleman as her guardian. Ever since her parents’ death she’d been surrounded by sympathy and kindness. So much kindness she thought she might drown in it.

      His lack of civility, even the harshness of his countenance and the cruelty in his glare—it fell over her like a gust of fresh air.

      She wanted more of it.

      That part of her that was always needy, always seeking more…it sat up at attention now.

      Down, girl.

      The dowager countess was still hissing at her son under her breath.

      “I am in mourning⁠—”

      “And I am not?” he snapped.

      The whip of his voice had Philippa returning to the conversation with a jolt.

      His mother barely even noticed, continuing as if he hadn’t interrupted.

      So this was his normal behavior then?

      Wonderful.

      “I will accompany you to London if you wish,” the dowager countess was saying. “But we both know you need to return if you plan to find yourself a wife.”

      His jaw twitched slightly and he cast Philippa a sidelong look.

      She swallowed hard. So he was in search of a wife then. Interesting. She almost pitied the woman who’d be stuck with this gruff, growling beast.

      Almost.

      She could think of worse fates than being ensnared by that glare. She’d already decided that his coarseness was better than the sweet sympathy she’d been drowning in amidst her mother’s friends back home.

      Would he truly take a hand to her if she were to misbehave?

      She nibbled on her lip, a heat pooling low in her belly.

      He might.

      And she found she wanted to test this threat. To push him to the breaking point and see just how cruel the dreadful lord could be.

      His mother was still talking. About London. About his obligations. About what they owed her—or rather, her mother.

      She didn’t pay attention. Truthfully, she didn’t much care. This was her life now. She would go where they told her. She would marry whomever they deemed fit.

      She’d lost the right to protest, and she well knew it. It was her own fault she was here. Her own fault her parents were gone.

      Apparently losing patience with his mother’s speech about his obligations and responsibilities, the earl turned to look at the clock over the mantel, and in doing so, Philippa found herself staring head on at the scarred, mutilated side of his face.

      Her breath caught at the brutality of it. The rawness and the pain that could not be hidden.

      Her stomach twisted—not with disgust but empathy.

      The scars on his face were a physical, undeniable sign of his pain and she was almost positive that she had the very same scars. But hers were deep inside where there was no light. Her wounds festered in the darkness. And as she stared at the earl’s visible pain, she could have sworn she felt her own scars shriek in agony.

      A sharp inhale escaped. Loud enough to draw his attention and she did not look away quickly enough.

      He caught her stare. And whatever he saw in her expression and in her eyes, it had him sneering in her direction. The glare in his eyes wasn’t just anger, it was hatred. Toward her.

      She found herself backing away a step out of instinct.

      She wasn’t scared. She had nothing to fear anymore. But that didn’t stop her body from responding to the sight of a predator in her midst.

      A predator who looked as though he meant to rip her apart.

      She tilted her head up. She had a feeling neither of them heard a word his mother was saying.

      Didn’t matter anyway. She’d go to London. She’d do whatever her guardian wished.

      When he dismissed them both, she let the dowager countess lead her to her new room where her trunks were already waiting.

      No one seemed to care if she spoke, so she kept quiet until the dowager countess informed her she would see her that night at dinner.

      And then she left, and Philippa was once more alone.

      The loneliness was the worst part of this new life she’d found herself in.

      The loneliness was what threatened to crush her.

      But she pushed all that aside and focused on examining the fusty old antiques that adorned this stale room. She’d seen the workers coming and going from the other wing—the one that had burned down.

      She’d been told by the local woman who’d been sent to fetch her from the carriage that it was being rebuilt and would have all the modern trappings.

      But for now she was in an ancient, seemingly forgotten room in an old, forbidding, mournful manor.

      So this was it.

      This was her hell.

      Perfect.

      Her hands trembled as she put her clothes away, dismissing the maid.

      This was precisely where she belonged.
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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
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