
  
    [image: Her Duke to Tempt]
  


  
    
      Her Duke to Tempt

    

  


  
    
      Her Duke to Tempt

      LADY BE WICKED

      
        WAYWARD DUKE’S ALLIANCE

      

    

    
      
        DAWN BROWER

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        
        “The very first moment I beheld him, my heart was irrevocably gone.”

        JANE AUSTEN, LOVE AND FRIENDSHIP

      

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Acknowledgments

      

    

    
      
        Prologue

      

      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Thank You

      

      
        
          Excerpt: Her Duke to Savor

        

        
          
            Prologue

          

          
            Chapter 1

          

        

      

      
        
          Excerpt: A Lady Never Tells

        

        
          
            Prologue

          

        

      

    

    
      
        About Dawn Brower

      

      
        Also by Dawn Brower

      

    

    

  


  
    
      This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously and are not to be construed as real. Any resemblance to actual locales, organizations, or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

      Her Duke to Tempt © 2025 Dawn Brower

      Cover art by Mandy Koehler Designs

      All rights reserved. No part of this book may be used or reproduced electronically or in print without written permission, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in reviews.

    

  


  
    
      Sometimes patience pays off.. Sometimes it pays to give into temptation. Choose wisely.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Acknowledgments

          

        

      

    

    
      For all the authors that are on this journey with me with the Wayward Dukes’.  Thank you for taking a leap of faith and writing in this world.

      A special thanks to my step sister, Amanda. Without you I might have lost my mind ages ago. All the work you do, especially on these multi-author projects, is greatly appreciated.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Prologue

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      The sound of lively chatter and the soft strains of a waltz echoed through the grand ballroom of Chaswick House, but Logan Weston, the Duke of Templeton, could hardly hear any of it. His thoughts were elsewhere—weighted down with grief and a weariness that had been his constant companion for the past five years. Five long years since his beloved wife, Sarah, had passed from this world, leaving him with nothing but the cold, hollow echo of her absence.

      Logan had attended this ball as a favor to his friend, the Earl of Chaswick. It was his friend’s sister, Lady Lucy Walsh’s debut, and though he had no desire to be here, he could not refuse. Chaswick had been like a brother to him, and despite Logan’s desire to remain a recluse, duty to his friend brought him to this place. Still, he found himself unable to enjoy the festivities. The warmth of the ballroom, filled with the noise and movement of laughing, socializing guests, was stifling. It was a contrast to the cold, lonely quiet of his estate, where he spent most of his days. His only solace was his son Aiden. At least he still had him, and it gave him a reason to at least go through the motions of living. Even if it was nothing but half of a life.

      His chest tightened as he navigated the crowd, avoiding any extended conversations with the many admirers and hopeful debutantes eager to catch the eye of a duke. Even at eight and thirty some of them would still consider him a catch; however, he had no interest in remarrying. He had an heir and there was no reason to tie himself to another woman. Besides he doubted he would ever love a woman as he had Sarah. So, he had no interest in all those innocent young, far too young in his estimation, debutantes. His heart had been buried with Sarah and there was no place for anyone else in it.

      A sudden surge of heat and the press of bodies made him retreat quickly from the ballroom, excusing himself from the festivities with a polite nod to Chaswick. He made his way through the house, feeling suffocated, until he reached the doors that led to the balcony. The cool evening air greeted him like a balm, and he stepped outside, closing the door quietly behind him.

      The balcony overlooked the gardens, and he leaned against the stone railing, gazing out at the moonlit path below. It was quiet here—much too quiet for his own peace of mind. He relished the solitude, but even here, he couldn’t escape the oppressive weight of the night. He closed his eyes for a moment, taking in a deep breath, hoping for some relief.

      Then he saw her.

      A figure moving gracefully down the stairs leading to the garden below, the soft rustle of her gown the only sound besides the faint whisper of the wind. She was dressed in a deep shade of purple, the color of twilight, and her dark hair framed a face he couldn’t yet see fully, though the moonlight caught just enough of her features to draw his attention. There was something about her that intrigued him. Perhaps it was something about the way she carried herself, that immediately drew him from the shadows of the balcony.

      He could not be certain what compelled him toward her. All he knew was that he had to follow her. He kept his steps silent against the cool stone of the terrace, until he was standing at the base of the stairs. He hesitated for just a moment before stepping forward, hoping to speak to her, but not knowing how or what to say to start a conversation. He had never been a charmer, and he hadn’t seen the point of trying—even before he met his wife and married her. Suddenly he regretted that. The woman had not yet noticed his presence, and he could not help but study her. She looked... alone. Sad, even. It was a feeling he knew all too well.

      He stepped closer to her and caught a glance of her profile in the moonlight. Her eyes were cast downward, and her lips were parted as if lost in thought. He waited until she raised her gaze, and when their eyes met, something unspoken passed between them—something familiar. She looked at him for a long moment, as if uncertain what to make of his presence.

      “Are you lost?” he asked softly, stepping closer to her. What a foolish thing to ask. He knew she wasn’t lost. He scoffed at his ineptitude.

      She blinked, clearly startled by his voice. A small frown creased her brow. “Not lost,” she replied quietly, her voice a little softer than he expected. “Only... contemplating.”

      Logan nodded slowly, his expression softening as he sensed the sorrow behind her words. He could relate. Clearly, like him, she was someone burdened with thoughts that could not be shared too easily. “It is an evening for contemplation, I suppose,” he murmured, taking another step closer. Logan was drawn to her in inexplicable ways. He needed to be close to her. “The ball is... rather overwhelming.”

      She gave a small, sad smile, nodding slightly. “Indeed.”

      Another moment of silence passed, neither of them quite knowing what to say next. Logan took a deep breath and then introduced himself. “I’m Logan Weston, the Duke of Templeton.”

      Her gaze flickered to his, and for a moment, he thought she might refuse to speak her name entirely, but then she straightened. She drew her shoulders back, and she gave him a brief though reluctant smile. “I am the Countess of Winston.”

      The words hit him harder than he expected. She was married, then. The realization deflated whatever hopes had dared to blossom in his chest. He had let his mind wander—he had imagined the possibility of something between them. It was foolish of him to have followed he. Of course, some other man had claimed such an ethereal beauty. Though there was something unexplainable between them. This feeling…he could not describe it if he tried. Logan wanted to know everything about her. He hadn’t even realized how desperate he was to talk to her until now. The sudden pang of disappointment was sharp, but he masked it quickly, not wanting her to notice.

      “It is a pleasure to meet you, Lady Winston,” he said softly, and then smiled. It was indeed a pleasure to meet her. Though there was something familiar about her name. “Winston…” He frowned. “I think perhaps we are neighbors.” Not that he would have ever seen her. Logan rarely left his estate, and he paid little attention to any gossip. So, the Earl of Winston had married, and this enchanting woman was his neighbor. He would have avoided her since he was so drawn to her. It wouldn’t do to covet his neighbor’s wife so openly.

      Lady Winston seemed to stiffen slightly, though she gave him a small, wry smile. “Neighbors?” She frowned. “You are that duke…”

      “I do not follow your meaning,” he replied, curious as to what she meant. “Do people often gossip about me then?”

      The smile slipped from her lips, and for a moment, her gaze darkened, as if his words had struck a hidden nerve. “My husband mentioned that you were…well, reclusive. I must say I am surprised to meet you at a ball. I thought we would never truly cross paths.”

      “I am not an invalid,” he said.

      “I never suggested you were.” Her gaze shifted over him as if assessing him for any flaws. He hoped she did not find any. He didn’t think he was handsome exactly. He had fair hair and pale green eyes, and some women found him attractive. Did she?

      The tension between them shifted, and Logan wanted to say something, anything, to ease it. But before he could, the sound of approaching footsteps made both of them glance up, and for the first time, Logan realized how private their exchange had been. The moment passed quickly, and the spell seemed broken. She stepped back slightly, though not rudely, and gave a small nod.

      “Well, Your Grace,” she said softly, “I must return inside. It is not appropriate for me to linger here any longer.”

      Logan’s heart sank as he watched her begin to turn away. “Of course,” he said quickly, though his voice was hoarser than he intended. “But if you ever need someone to talk to—someone who understands how these things can weigh on you—do not hesitate to find me.” He smiled. “After all it is the neighborly thing to do.”

      She looked over her shoulder with a soft, fleeting smile. “Thank you, Your Grace. But for now, I think I must keep my own company.”

      With that, she turned and walked back toward the house, leaving Logan standing there, a thousand unspoken words hanging in the air. As the breeze swept past him, he realized just how desperately he had wanted her to stay—how much he had wanted this moment to linger longer. But she was gone. And for reasons he couldn’t fully explain, he had let her slip away.
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      The grand chandelier in the ballroom glittered above in the center of the ceiling and cast a soft, golden light over the guests gathered below. The sound of laughter, the clinking of glasses, and the rustling of silk skirts filled the air. The entire room was exactly as she had envisioned it. The sense of refined gaiety had always been Enid St. John, the Countess of Winston’s goal. She stood at the edge of the room as she shifted her sharp gaze across the room. She had always been known for her composure and poise, traits she wielded with careful precision—especially tonight. Nothing, and she meant nothing, could go wrong. Her niece had to have a successful season. Even if she never secured a proper match. Tonight was her niece, Lady Felicity Hathaway’s debut.

      She had spared no expense for this ball. Felicity believed that Enid had done it so she could find a husband. As if finding a husband was the only thing a lady should do. She nearly scoffed at the idea. Yes, Enid had married well, and no, it had not been a love match. But Enid and Felicity were entirely two different people. She realized that Felicity would never make such a match. She would want more from a marriage and Enid doubted she would ever find it. She herself did not believe love existed. At least not for everyone… Some did find love. The lucky bastards… For her it was enough to have social standing and enough money to never worry about a damn thing.

      On this night she only wanted one thing for Felicity. To make connections… Felicity needed to have those connections if she decided to remain a spinster. A lady without the benefit of a man’s name could only go so far or do so much. Enid wanted to support her niece and her independence. She was proud of her for not wanting to marry. But Enid was also a realist, and she knew that it would not be that simple. So, she had convinced her brother that Felicity needed this debut. Even if Felicity hated he for it. So, the Invitations had been sent to the most esteemed families in London, and the ball was every bit the success she had hoped for—except for one very important detail.

      Felicity...

      Enid’s gaze flickered over the sea of gowns and formal attire, searching for Felicity, but the young woman was nowhere to be seen. She could feel the tendrils of anxiety creeping up her spine, but she pushed them down with every ounce of her practiced calm. Felicity had always been a difficult creature—headstrong and willful, never eager to please or follow convention. She had not wanted to enter society, and Enid had thought her duty as her aunt was to ensure that she did. But of course, the blasted chit would not make it easy. Felicity was far to obstinate for her own good. She cursed under her breath. Where the blazes was she?

      Something was not right. She knew it deep down to the depths of her soul. Felicity was scheming and they both might come to lament her impulsive foolhardy behavior. Enid’s pulse quickened as she moved toward the grand staircase, her heels clicking against the polished marble floor. Felicity’s need for independence might lead her down a path filled with nothing but regret, and Enid was beginning to fear she might have done something reckless, something that would ruin her debut, or worse, her reputation.

      “That girl had better not have done something foolish…” Enid muttered under her breath as she ascended the stairs, her silk gown rustling around her. She reached the top and peered into one of the private rooms—empty. Another hallway, another room—still no sign of Felicity. With each room she searched she became more and more anxious. She had hoped the girl was just hiding and avoiding their guests. But no, it was of course not what happened. Felicity hadn’t merely hidden. She had disappeared entirely.

      Enid paused and let out a slow, controlled breath. She couldn’t allow herself to panic, not in front of all these people. Her reputation as a lady of authority and grace had been carefully cultivated over the years, and she couldn’t afford for that to slip now, especially not when her niece’s future was at stake.

      “Lady Winston,” a low, familiar voice came from behind her.

      Enid turned quickly, her heart skipping a beat as her eyes locked on Logan Weston, the Duke of Templeton. He stood in the doorway of the ballroom; his tall figure was imposing and yet impossibly calm. He studied her with those impossibly golden-brown eyes of his with a quiet intensity, and for a moment, Enid felt a strange, inexplicable pull in the pit of her stomach. It was a sensation she could never quite place when it came to him—this mixture of wariness and inexplicable attraction. Logan had always been a mystery to her. Reserved and private, he rarely attended social functions. So, his presence at her niece's debut ball was a surprise, to say the least. Why had he decided to attend this ball? Was it merely because they were neighbors or was there something more? Something she was unaware of that made him decide to accept the invitation?

      His gaze softened when he noticed her tense posture. "You seem troubled, Lady Winston," he remarked, his voice low and rich, almost soothing.

      Enid stiffened slightly. "I am fine, Your Grace," she said, forcing a smile. She should not trouble him with her concerns. Felicity would be found. She had to be… Even with that thought in her mind she could not help spilling her worries out at him. "It’s just... my niece has gone missing. Felicity, well, she is nowhere to be found." She did not want to give away too much, did not want him to see the true extent of her anxiety. “You need not worry,” she said. As if the Duke of Templeton would care that her niece had decided to make a grand escape. She nearly rolled her eyes at her foolish rambling. “I mean that is. I’m sure she is just in a retiring room.” She nibbled on her bottom lip as if it were her first season and she was uncertain how to talk to a gentleman. What was it about this duke, this man, that made her all flustered? “If you will pardon me. I must go find he.” and throttle her for such behavior…

      Logan's brow furrowed, and for a fleeting moment, his usual composure seemed to crack. "I do not know your niece well," he said, his voice edged with concern. "But if you will allow me to, I can help you search. Have you searched the entire ballroom?"

      "I have," Enid replied with a sigh. "But she’s vanished, and I am starting to fear she has done something foolish." Her thoughts raced, the worst possibilities clouding her mind, though she did not dare voice them. "I know she is headstrong, but this is simply too much." She should not be saying these words aloud. This was how rumors started and if someone were to overhear her telling the duke that Felicity had disappeared…she closed her eyes and took a deep, fortifying breath. “I am sure I am overreacting.”

      Logan tilted his head slightly, his gaze never leaving hers. "I’ve been searching for my son, Aiden, the Marquess of Redding. I suspect he may have wandered off with…” He frowned. “Well, a woman he could easily seduce if I am being honest. I had hoped he would have come to meet your nice for the possibility of making a proper match.”

      Enid's heart skipped, and her gaze sharpened. "Redding?" she repeated, surprised by the connection. "But you don’t think they are together, do you?" The words slipped from her mouth before she could stop them. Redding was a rogue. Everyone knew it and even his own father had suspected that was what he intended. Surely Felicity would not… But she would. Enid knew her niece and she would be that asinine and give her virtue away. And to think she thought Felicity had more sense than that…

      Logan met her gaze with a steady, almost unreadable expression. "I do not know," he replied with a touch of frustration, though his voice remained calm. "I have no reason to believe they are involved, but I can’t help but wonder. I am not even certain if they are acquainted with each other" His eyes narrowed slightly, as though he were contemplating something he had not yet shared. “Aiden would know if he seduced her, I would expect him to offer for her.” He shook his head. “I do not think he would seduce her. At least not without knowing what that would mean for them both.”
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