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        June, 1813

        Ascot

      

      

      

      Adam Lumley, Viscount Knightwick, could see his dream hovering just out of reach. He brushed his black stallion in the stables at Ascot Heath, in a stall next to where his brother David went through the same motions on a three-year-old mare. “I see no point in using any stud but Huntfield’s Raven for Truffle’s next breeding.”

      “The point is making Huntfield feel the same way.” David closed his stall door and leaned on the post between the stalls.

      “I’ve been working on that. I simply must find his weakness. Discover what it is that will have him groveling at my feet, begging me to use Raven.”

      “Lord Huntfield has no weakness. That’s why his horses are so coveted. I wish you luck with that quest. You’d be better off finding a horse we can use before we miss out on another year.”

      Knightwick patted Sorcerer on the rump and tossed the brush into a bucket in the corner. “I don’t want any horse. We have plenty of fine colts at Fernleigh, but I want one that’s special. Raven is one of the last of Zephyr’s line. He is distant enough from Truffle, but close enough that Zephyr’s qualities should come through. It will please father to have another horse that resembles his treasured stallion.”

      Closing the stall door behind him, Knightwick strode beside David out into the sunlight. They had the afternoon free, with the first of the races to begin the next day. “Why don’t we pay a call on Huntfield?”

      “He’s likely in the tavern, at this time of day.” David forked his fingers through his brown hair, combing out a stray piece of straw.

      “Or still sleeping. Let’s try the tavern.”

      They made a guess at which inn Huntfield was staying at for the weeklong race meeting. The Sow’s Belly was a finer establishment than its name would imply, and it was the first stop they tried.

      George Yarwood, Earl of Huntfield, sat at a table with three other men playing cards, and appeared to be doing as well at cards as he did on the racecourse. He acknowledged Knightwick and David. “Good day, gentlemen. Would you care to join us?”

      “Only if the stakes involved the use of Raven.” Knightwick hoped his smile showed he was mostly speaking in jest.

      “Wouldn’t you love that prize,” Huntfield said, his chuckles shaking his portly belly.

      “I’d play for that wager,” Lord Ellsworthy said.

      “I would, too.” Sir Robert threw down a card.

      “You may all continue to dream of that happening,” Huntfield said. “Why would I want to improve the lines of my competitors? Well, you, Sir Robert, your sad horse could use the speed Raven throws to his foals, and still not compete.”

      Sir Robert laughed. “Very true. In that case, you should feel quite safe allowing me the use of your stud.”

      Knightwick and David sat at another table and ordered mugs of ale. They conversed quietly until Huntfield spoke in their direction.

      “Will you attend the assembly this evening?”

      David nodded. “My wife is eager to do so.”

      “I suppose I should at least make an appearance, and say hello to my sisters,” Knightwick said.

      “Excellent. While you are making the rounds saying your hellos, stop and speak with my daughter. I’ve insisted Lady Susan attend many of the assemblies this week.”

      “I enjoy Lady Susan’s company,” Knightwick replied. “I find it odd you make a point to ask me to acknowledge her.”

      “If you know her well, you know she prefers to hide among the wallflowers in a ballroom.”

      “Or else she has her nose in a book in an anteroom,” David offered with a smile.

      “That’s my point exactly. Knightwick, you aren’t engaged to anyone, you’d bring Lady Susan up in the eyes of other young men by paying her some attention.”

      Knightwick swallowed some ale and wiped the back of his hand across his mouth. This sounded a bit to close to matchmaking for his liking. “She doesn’t need my help. She’s been out in society long enough for everyone to know her.”

      “Again, you see my point. She’s four-and-twenty years old and no one has shown any special interest in her. You enjoy her company. What do you see that others don’t?”

      Lady Susan was certainly different than the other young ladies in the Marriage Mart, but that wasn’t necessarily a bad thing. She came across as more intelligent—not that the other ladies were ignorant—but Lady Susan preferred to speak about less fanciful topics than her friends. Her looks drew men to her, what with her bright, violet eyes and lush curves. Her height might put off some men, as she was only a few inches shy of Knightwick’s six feet.

      One thing Knightwick enjoyed about her was her manner of treating him as a friend, without any of the flirtation most unattached young ladies used. He could relax in her presence.

      Of course, he couldn’t say any of this to her father. “I admire her conversational skills, but I can see where her business sense might intimidate some men.”

      “You ought to arrange a marriage for her with a tradesman,” Lord Ellsworthy said with a chuckle.

      “That’s not such a bad idea.” Huntfield played his card and took a drink from his tankard. “However, my hope is that she’ll marry for love. You’d think some young buck in trade would be eager to marry an earl’s daughter, but if any have approached her, she’s driven them away.”

      The card players continued to discuss Lady Susan and the earl’s dilemma. Knightwick paid them no mind as he tried to work out how he could solve the earl’s problem in exchange for the use of Raven. He couldn’t suggest such an exchange outright. That would reduce Lady Susan to chattel.

      He mentally listed the men he knew who might consider Lady Susan as a suitable match, and also had the qualities she might be capable of falling in love with.

      What would she want from a husband? From what he’d seen, she had no interest in marriage. This scheme would prove quite a challenge. Perhaps he should seek some other form of exchange with Lord Huntfield.
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      Lady Susan Yarwood stared at the grounds of Ascot Heath as their carriage waited in line to reach a point where they could disembark to watch the races. Papa had gone to the stables first thing to make certain his horses were in prime condition when the horn sounded. Susan was trying to close her ears to Mama’s nagging refrains.

      “We shall attend the assembly in the meeting room above the inn tonight. Tomorrow we’ll pay calls on a few of my friends who have homes nearby. Thursday we’ve been invited to a picnic in between races, and supper at Mrs. Turner’s home with cards to follow.” Mama tucked a stray brown curl back into the lace cap beneath her straw-brimmed hat. The plume waving from the brim and the silk flowers anchoring it were the same shade of green as her gown.

      “I thought we came to Ascot to watch Papa’s horses race.” Susan sighed. It never failed that her mother would try to place Susan in any gathering where there was a chance to meet single men. Preferably ones in need of a wife. A lack of a title didn’t concern Mama, nor did a lack of income, as Susan had enough income to live comfortably, although not quite to the standard of an earl’s daughter.

      After six years of Seasons in London, country house visits in the summer, and a return to London in the fall after the final race meetings were held, one would think Mama would have realized there was no chance of Susan forming an attachment.

      “Of course we’ll cheer for his horses, and visit with our friends who are also attending. But there’s no reason to remain in our rooms at the inn when we’re not at the racecourse.” Mama pulled on her kid gloves. “I do wish you’d make an effort to be more social.”

      “I have other interests than gossiping. They bore me, Mama. All the other girls can only speak of the latest fashion or the new hat they’ve acquired. Matilda is the only one whose company I can tolerate, and she’s in Bristol for the summer.”

      “When Fanny returns from Esther’s home, she’ll assist you in feeling comfortable. Your sisters are so easy in Society. Oh, we should have Esther find you a husband. She did so well for herself.”

      Susan took a breath and silently recited a proverb to keep from arguing. She’d never win, and she’d never allow her mother to win by marrying her off. They had reached a stalemate.

      She was grateful when they were allowed to disembark the carriage. Mama saw her friends and hurried to them, one at a time, greeting each as if she hadn’t seen them in years, rather than the weeks since the last race meeting. Susan’s sisters always behaved in the same manner, so boisterous and demonstrative, where Susan preferred to sit and quietly discuss matters of great importance.

      “Here’s my girl, here’s Lady Susan,” Mama said when Susan approached the small circle of matrons. “Doesn’t she look well in her yellow organdy gown?”

      Smiling politely, Susan accepted all the compliments and invitations to call. When unmarried sons became the preferred topic, she chose to ignore the chatter and see if any of her friends were attending the race.

      She spied two familiar gentlemen, but if she spoke to them Mama would misread the entire situation and would soon be telling everyone she expected an engagement to be announced soon. The two men noticed her and smiled, approaching her with the steady stride of intent.

      “Lady Susan, how do you do?” Lord Knightwick bowed, as did his brother Mr. David Lumley.

      “I’m well, thank you.” If Mama heard his voice and turned their way, Susan would be anything but well. She enjoyed speaking to these two when she could. Both were quite handsome in their buff breeches and dark jackets, although Lord Knightwick had a rakish air to his smile that gave him a slight advantage.

      “We were hoping to find your father before the racing began,” Mr. Lumley said.

      She laughed. “You’re searching in the wrong area. Papa will always be found with his horses, unless Mama insists otherwise.” Susan often wondered if she got her avoidance of company from Papa. Although, she preferred books to horses.

      “Of course, we must have missed him.” Lord Knightwick lifted his gaze over Susan’s shoulder. “Lady Huntfield. How delightful to see you.”

      “My dear boy, my husband mentioned seeing you, and you, Mr. Lumley. Will you be at the assembly this evening? Lady Susan would enjoy seeing her friends there.”

      “Mama, please. These gentlemen didn’t come all the way to Ascot to dance with me.”

      “Why wouldn’t we wish to dance with you, Lady Susan?” Mr. Lumley asked. “You dance better than many of the ladies we partner with.”

      Susan offered him a smile, but she wasn’t about to pursue the topic. “Will your Sorcerer beat father’s Haphazard today, do you think?”

      “If I didn’t believe so, I shouldn’t be here,” Mr. Lumley replied.

      “Of course he will,” Lord Knightwick insisted, his smile teasing.

      A thought occurred to her that she hadn’t approached Lord Knightwick about sponsoring her school. He seemed the generous type, and being one of eight siblings meant he might have sympathy for children for whom the most basic of education might mean a chance to better themselves. Yes, he might suit her needs very well.

      “I hear the trumpet calling them to the start. We’d better find a place along the course.” Lord Knightwick tipped his hat, and his brother bowed before they walked away.

      Thankfully Mama was engrossed in the latest gossip and missed their departure, or she might have insisted they watch their horses together. Susan couldn’t imagine a more uncomfortable situation, as the winning horse was likely to belong to either of them.
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      The assembly that evening was held at the estate of the Earl and Countess of Winterbourne, whose horses were adequate on the course but not up to the quality of those at Fernleigh Stud, Knightwick felt assured. His family had been known for their excellent racers since Knightwick was a young boy.

      David and his wife Joanna danced the first few sets before circulating through the people crowded in the room. Knightwick preferred not to dance, but did offer to partner with the daughter of a friend of his father’s.

      He didn’t see Lady Susan nearby, so he tried to blend into the crowd and escape to a quieter room. The house wasn’t overlarge, but there must be a study or office, or even an unoccupied drawing room, where he could relax and perhaps find a newspaper or book to read.

      A light glowed from the doorway at the end of the hall, but no sound reached him, so he hoped the room was empty. Possibly another man had made his escape, and wouldn’t mind the silent company of a fellow refugee. Knightwick stepped into the room, then froze.





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





OEBPS/images/heading-swash-ornate-screen.png





OEBPS/images/vellum-created.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/captivated-by-the-wallflower-apple.jpg
BRIDGETHORPE BRIDES Book Six

Dy the |
YYallf lower

USASTODAYABESTSELLING AUTHOR

AW EEN FISH

Y S e £ 9

PP IPRES 2 e £ 98]





