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      Hangovers were an inevitable consequence of rakedom.

      By slow degrees, Ethan Somersworth woke, reality making his stomach pitch. Or perhaps the rolling of his insides was actually the rocking of the carriage. His mouth felt as though it had been stuffed with cotton and his head throbbed something fierce.

      He brought a heavy hand to his aching temple, attempting to scrub away the cobwebs that clouded his thoughts. Cracking open his eyelids, he was pleased to note the carriage he rode in was his own, not someone else’s, and that he was alone.

      On more than one occasion, he’d woken to find himself in a strange place and in the company of an unfamiliar woman. Which he’d likely enjoyed in the moment—he usually couldn’t remember—but then had to go through the tedious and painful exercise of extricating himself from the lady’s company while still suffering the aftereffects of alcohol.

      Attempting to sit up, he felt his stomach give a violent pitch, so he lay back down on the bench seat. The mystery of where he traveled would have to wait until the roiling of his stomach calmed.

      Would they reach an inn soon? Food might help, but even as he considered the notion of eating, sourness filled his belly and he groaned.

      He was a man prone to overindulgence. That was the benefit of having been an earl from the tender age of four. People rarely said no to him, and expected even less. Drinking, gaming, women: they were at his disposal.

      The only person who ever questioned him was his uncle, earl by proxy during Ethan’s childhood, his uncle had done a fantastic job of counteracting the world’s permissive nature. Nothing that Ethan had ever done had been good enough for him.

      One might argue that all his uncle’s disapproval from a young age had caused Ethan’s bad behavior, but he didn’t like to give his uncle credit for anything. Not even that.

      He let out an audible groan as a memory finally penetrated the fog of his mind. His uncle, sitting in Ethan’s study last night when Ethan had arrived home from the gaming hell he owned, Hell’s Corner, stiff and straight, eyeing his nephew with staunch disapproval while occupying Ethan’s favorite chair. With a hard jaw and a perpetual frown, he’d sipped Ethan’s whiskey and managed to look down his nose at his nephew as he lounged and Ethan stood in the doorway. “If it isn’t my errant nephew, finally home from another night of debauchery.”

      “If it isn’t my disapproving uncle,” he’d quipped back, used to the games, “here to lay judgment upon me once again.”

      “If I disapprove, it’s because you encourage it with you wastrel life. If your father could see you.”

      They were already starting with that, were they? Ethan’s entire life, he’d heard if your father only knew what a disappointment his only son had become. It made Ethan want to hit things. And then drink away his pain.

      But as he couldn’t indulge in the first, he’d crossed to the bachelor’s chest and started on the second, pouring himself a double.

      “What do you want, Uncle?”

      “For you to attend the Whitmores’ ball with me in two days’ time.”

      Ethan had blinked in surprise, turning so quickly, he sloshed his whiskey. “A ball. Why?”

      “There is a certain lady I’d like for you to meet.”

      Ethan’s lip had curled in distaste. It wasn’t that he didn’t like women. He liked them a great deal. Tall, short, rounded, or thin… He had a particular affection for petite brunettes, but he didn’t like to discriminate. It was rude.

      But the lady his uncle had chosen would not suit Ethan, of that he was certain. She’d likely be perfect and proper and not attractive to him at all. “Another girl?”

      “You know your time is running out. Your thirtieth birthday is in six short months.”

      Ethan swallowed down his drink in one large gulp. That damned clause his father had put in the guardianship had been hanging over his head like Damocles’s sword his entire adult life. “I could be engaged by the end of the week if I wished.”

      “Then why don’t you?” his uncle had fired back, his face hardening in anger. “No one would like to cease having these infernal discussions more than myself.”

      “Then stop having them. You don’t have to do anything. You choose to enforce the guardianship, not me.”

      “And watch my brother’s only son destroy our family’s legacy?” His uncle had risen then. “You’re coming to the ball.”

      “I can’t,” he said, pouring himself another large drink, not wishing to tell his uncle several key points of information. One, the money that his uncle was threatening to take over was nearly all spent, and two, Ethan had used a good portion of what was left of the fortune to purchase a gaming hell. What little he still had would be used to buy several more.

      Those clubs would replenish the money he’d spent, but since he’d earned that money himself, his uncle couldn’t take it. Then he’d be free to remain unwed and carefree for the rest of his life. “I’ve promised my very dear friend that I would check on his brother and his brother’s new wife in Upton Falls.”

      “The trip can wait—”

      “It cannot. There’s an emergency that needs attending.”

      His uncle had grunted, and his shoulders lost some of their rigidness. “You mean you’re actually going to take care of someone other than yourself?”

      Ethan bristled. Was that supposed to be some backhanded compliment? Not that it mattered. His uncle could not take away the title or the entitled properties that went with it. Those were Ethan’s—not that either did him much good without a fortune to maintain them. But he’d known since he was eighteen that if he didn’t wed by the time he reached thirty years of age, his uncle would take back control of the money, which was when Ethan had concocted his plan: spend the money and then make his own.

      And he was nearly done, he just needed to hold his uncle off for a bit longer and then he’d be free forever.

      But his near success, and the fact that he’d staved off the ball and his uncle’s matchmaking scheme hadn’t stopped Ethan from getting fall-down drunk last night. And anger still burned from his gut up his throat. Or was that the day-old liquor?

      The carriage rumbled to a stop, and he swiped a hand across his mouth, wondering at the interruption.

      “You’ll have to pull over,” a voice called. “We can’t both pass.”

      His driver snorted as he replied. “The Earl of Somersworth yields for no man.”

      He groaned. The driver was a new hire and surely meant well, but Ethan did not draw such lines with anyone but his uncle…

      “You’re passing through the land of Viscount Northville, and you dare to suggest that his carriage make way?”

      Ethan wrenched himself into a sitting position. While it might be poetic that he die on the road to Upton Falls now, when he was so close to victory, he’d prefer to actually see his own success. So he pushed open the door. “Stand down, Reilly, and let the carriage pass. We’re all friends here.”

      But it was too late, a man, a few years older than himself, stepped out from the vehicle, walking toward him. He was handsome but with a hardness that made Ethan pause in for a moment, Ethan swayed, knowing full well he was in no condition for an altercation. Especially not with a fellow like that. “My apologies,” Ethan called, waving a tired hand. “My driver meant no offense and neither do I. We’ll make way for you and your carriage.”

      “No offense taken. What I want to know, my lord, is why you pass on this road? Few do unless they are on their way to my neighbor’s home, Upton Falls.”

      “Yes. Lord Smith.” He gave a nod, instantly regretting it as pain lanced through his temple. “I am on my way to see him, but I’m sure he’ll be glad to hear of the care you’ve taken to protect his interests.”

      Two women emerged from the carriage as well, one older and one… He stopped. Red hair wasn’t normally his preference, but in this case…

      The young lady was stunning. Auburn hair loosely pulled back, ivory skin, and pale green eyes, tipped at the corners to give her innocent features just a touch of mischief and provocative appeal. Well, that and her obscenely full mouth. Pale pink lips that looked achingly soft and full, the sort a man could spend hours kissing.

      Her dress was the perfect shade of pale green to bring out the color of her eyes, and while the neckline was far too conservative for his liking, the fichu hiding any cleavage her dress might have exposed, the fabric hinted at the sort of curves a man dreamed of.

      The gentleman cleared his throat, reluctantly calling Ethan’s attention back. “Lord Smith is not only an excellent neighbor, but his brother just married my niece. We’re family now. Which is why, if you are a friend of his, you are one of ours as well. We must insist you join us for dinner.”

      He grimaced. All he wanted was to crawl into a bed and sleep the worst of his hangover off. “Kind offer…” He stopped—what was the man’s title again? Had he shared it?

      The other fellow turned back toward the older woman, who gave a quick jerk of her chin. What were they agreeing to? “I am Viscount Northville. And this is my lovely sister-in-law, Viscountess Northville, and her daughter, Miss Natalie Blake.”

      He ignored the rolling of his stomach as Red approached, her lips turned into a lovely and kind smile. Funny, but his uncle would like this one. Right title, pretty, and innocent, she had all the markings of a good wife with just a touch of sin mixed in to make her interesting.

      She closed the distance between them and gave a small curtsey. If only the dress showed a bit of cleavage. “A pleasure, my lord.”

      He bowed in return, the beginnings of a plan forming. She’d be fun to spend a bit of time with. Hold off his uncle until past the deadline…

      But he must have bent too far. Because with his stomach compressed, suddenly, it gave a violent roll, pitching wildly like a ship in a storm.

      He felt the bile rising and then all the contents of last night’s sins came violently up his esophagus and out of his mouth, landing in a putrid pool at the lady’s feet.

      He blinked several times, noting that the vomit had splashed up on her dress a disgusting shade of red in contrast to the pale green.

      He swiped a hand across his mouth and straightened, noting her wide, horrified eyes. Clearing his throat, he returned, “The pleasure is all mine.”
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        * * *

      

      Natalie attempted to process what had just happened as a smell so foul hit her nose, her nostrils curled. She took a step back as she yanked up the hem of her gown, but it was already too late. Her dress was ruined, and her slippers…

      She could feel the rancid wetness sinking through the shoes and into her stockings. Her own stomach turned, and she brought a scented kerchief up to her nose, attempting to mask the stench.

      Her gaze lifted to the man who’d just defiled her favorite gown. Despite the pasty color of his skin and the flop of blond hair on his forehead, she could see that he was handsome. Strong jaw, blue eyes, though a little dull currently, he was tall and a bit thin but still…his clothes were expertly cut. An earl, she’d heard the driver call out.

      Which meant her uncle had just invited him to dinner for the express purpose of creating a match for Natalie. That was the only explanation for why they’d have a road altercation with a man and then invite him to dinner.

      Even though she’d yet to have a season, Natalie knew men found her appealing. Her mother claimed it was a combination of her features and her genteel nature. Natalie couldn’t say. She just knew that she didn’t particularly like conflict and so she often conceded to avoid it. Was that genteel?

      In her mind, it was cowardly. Now, Natalie’s sister Emma, she knew how to cause a stir. Their mother had always claimed that the tendency would be Emma’s ruin, but as far as Natalie could see, her sister’s bolder nature had helped Emma find the perfect man to love and share her life with.

      Her stomach rolled again, this time having nothing to do with the vomit staining her dress. Natalie wished for love, but she knew the likelihood she’d ever experience the emotion was so slim.… She trembled.

      Her mother would have her trussed and tied to the highest-ranking lord before Natalie would even find the courage to squeak.

      “Oh dear,” her mother mumbled, also covering her face. Her uncle tugged at the lapels of his coat and Natalie dared to peek up at the lord who’d managed to paint her in bodily fluid. He looked…bored.

      The kerchief dropped a half inch. How did he manage it? Did he not have a shred of decency?

      Or was he like Emma—always in a bit of trouble? The idea made her cock her head, interest making her forget to cover her nose.

      “I would be honored to attend dinner,” the earl added, pushing back the hair that had wilted onto his forehead. “Tonight I will surely be dining with Lord and Lady Smith, but any night after that would be fine.”

      She blinked. He was going to just pretend he hadn’t vomited all over her? How did he manage it? How did he not even appear sorry?

      She dreamed of being so bold and brash. In fact, she’d written down a list of deeds she would commit if she were braver. She’d started her compilation of naughtiness at the age of thirteen and now, at eighteen, the list had grown quite long. They’d started small—steal a cooling pastry from the windowsill—but they’d grown ever more daring as she’d gotten older. Her imagination was far bolder then her actual person.

      She’d like to swim in the river at night without her clothes, and dance in the rain, climb a tree, attend a masquerade ball. and…

      “Tomorrow, then?” her uncle asked, giving her mother a sidelong glance. Her mother’s nose twitched in distaste. It was a tiny gesture that most would never notice, but Natalie knew her mother well, and that twitch meant that her mother did not like the earl despite his title.

      Then again, her mother was desperate to see Natalie wed. Her uncle had grown tired of supporting them, and a good match for Natalie would mean a good dowager home for the countess.

      This was surely the reason her mother answered, “Tomorrow sounds lovely.”

      Natalie’s belly gave another roll of objection. They would not sincerely attempt to match her with a man who’d just heaved all over her…would they?
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      Ethan climbed back into his carriage, a wave of self-loathing crashing over him. He’d just tossed day-old liquor from his stomach onto a woman’s dress and hadn’t even bothered to apologize. Over the course of his adult life, he’d learned to fake anything he wished. But it was in these sorts of moments he wondered if his uncle wasn’t correct after all…perhaps Ethan was just as horrid as his father’s brother assumed.

      He tugged at the lapels of his coat and assured himself that it did not matter. Even if he decided to use Red—he’d forgotten her actual name—in his plot to thwart his uncle, it shouldn’t matter that he’d just humiliated himself and disgusted her. She’d pretend he was dashing and wonderful even though she was likely repulsed. And he’d play the attentive beau for a bit while he needed her.

      The plan took shape in his mind. He’d introduce her to his uncle, claim to wish to marry the girl. They’d court, and then, when he showed his rakish ways, allow her to end the charade. He’d not ruin her entire future. In fact, she’d be sought-after from his attention. They’d both leave the relationship in a better position.

      But by then, his birthday would have passed, and he’d be on his way to building his own fortune, his father’s all spent.

      If his uncle realized the state of the finances before that….He’d be liable to seize control all the assets.

      Ethan shifted. The beauty of courting a woman so far from London was that he’d only need to see her occasionally, and at least she was lovely to look at while he needed to be here. Plan made, he sat back, content to rest for the remainder of the journey, which ended a few short minutes later when the carriage stopped again.

      He groaned as he climbed out and Lord Rushton Smith stepped out his front door.

      “Nice place you got here.” Ethan gave his business partner a grin as he stepped from the carriage. “How’s the new wife?”

      Rush quirked a half smile as he trotted down the stairs, taking Ethan’s hand. “She’s a fair sight better than you. Somersworth, you look like shit and you smell worse.”

      “Do I?” Was it the vomit or the alcohol likely seeping through his skin? He gave himself a sniff. Hard to say…

      “What are you doing out here in the country? I pictured you as a city fellow.”

      He was. Very much so. “Your brother sent me.”

      “Which one?” Rush asked, frowning.

      “Gris.” A gin maker—the man had just gotten married, and he’d asked Ethan to make this journey to check on Rush and his new bride. A common enemy had attacked Gris in London and the other Smith wanted to be certain that his brother was safe.

      “Why?” Rush’s frown turned black. The Smith men were fiercely protective of their family.

      Ethan sighed. It was a long story and he was damned tired. “Nothing so pressing that it can’t wait an hour. Can I eat before I tell you all of it?”

      Rush’s brows drew together and his frowning gaze swept down Ethan. “You’re not coming into my house like that.”

      He gave himself another sniff. “You’re not going to make me bathe in the river, are you? It’s too bloody cold for that.”

      Rush waved him forward, calling to a footman, “Bring his trunk to the stables.”

      “The stables?”

      “The stables. Even my horses smell better than you.”

      A quarter hour later, he’d been stripped to the waist, buckets of partially heated though still frigid water pouring over his head.

      His body came alive, more of the hangover clearing as Rush handed him soap. “I’ve got another bucket warming for you to rinse with.”

      “You Smiths sure know how to show a man a good time,” Ethan answered, dutifully scrubbing his skin and hair. Rush and his brothers were pivotal to Ethan’s plan and so he’d bathe in the stable if he had to. Hell, he’d likely have jumped in the river, despite the near-freezing January temperatures.

      “A good time. Is that what you’re here for?” Rush asked, grabbing the brush they used to wash the horses and dipping it into the bucket of warming water, his gaze menacing.

      “You’re not going to wash me down like your gelding, are you?”

      “Perhaps,” Rush answered, lifting the soaking brush. “You still stink.”

      He grunted, wondering what Red thought of him. It didn’t matter, he knew it didn’t, but still…some part of him balked to know that she likely found him repulsive. “I met your neighbors. The viscount and viscountess. They had with them the most adorable auburn-haired—”

      The brush slammed into his chest with a force that nearly knocked him over. “Don’t,” Rush gritted out as he thumped him with the brush again.

      He yanked the brush from Rush’s hand, tossing it to the ground. This was not the first time that a man close to him had forbidden him to date his sister, friend, or neighbor. In fact, it happened with striking regularity.

      He ought to point out that her uncle had been salivating for Ethan to attend dinner, but he knew that had nothing to do with him. That was the title. The people who truly knew him—his friends, his business partners—they did not want him anywhere near women they cared about. Hell, his best friend in the world, Baron Boxby, had forbidden Ethan from going anywhere near his sister, and that had hurt. “The viscount invited me to dinner.”

      “Don’t go.” Rush stepped up to him, his chest expanding. His fierce eyes held Ethan’s in a way that might intimidate a lesser man.

      “I have only good intentions at heart,” he lied. Partially. “I plan to marry.” He hated himself a bit more for those words. But they were necessary. He’d leave Red better than he’d found her, in any regard.

      Rush gave him a long, suspicious glare before he turned back, grabbed the second bucket, and dumped it over Ethan’s head.

      And then he tossed him a blanket to dry with.

      “That is surprising. You with good intentions. Tell me why Gris sent you and then maybe I’ll believe you.”

      Ethan sighed. He supposed it was too much to ask to eat first. “The short version: You know a baby landed on Gris’s doorstep. And that he hired a nanny with Triston’s help.”

      “I didn’t know the second part,” Rush said with a grunt.

      “Oh. Well. He did. Lovely lady, the nanny. He’s marrying her and keeping the baby. But amidst the courtship, the man who has been attacking our clubs, Gyla, attacked your childhood home—”

      “What!” Rush roared.

      Ethan shook his head. None of the Smiths had much in the way of tact or patience.

      “Your brother thinks he shot Gyla, so there is that. But Upton is keeping Gris safe while watching the clubs and I was sent out here to help you.”

      “You?” Rush looked him up and down.

      He didn’t need to sound so insulting. “Yes. Me.” Why did no one trust him?
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        * * *

      

      The next night, Natalie sat across the table from the Earl of Somersworth, relieved that he looked a bit more neatly kept this evening. His hair was pushed back, his skin less sallow. His gaze was a bit blurry, but still, he gave her an easy smile as he took a sip of his wine. She didn’t smile back.

      “Natalie,” her mother said from the end of the table, “you must play the pianoforte after dinner.”

      She dipped her chin in agreement without speaking a word. She was quiet by nature, and her mother was doing plenty of talking.

      “She’s a lovely dancer as well, my lord. It’s a shame Emma’s not here to play so that you and Natalie might dance.”

      “Shame,” Somersworth murmured in agreement, his growing smile only partially masked by his glass.

      She cast her gaze down, embarrassment coloring her cheeks. Must her family be so obvious? For the past hour, they’d been touting Natalie’s accomplishments one after the other. She was sick of hearing about herself, and Somersworth surely had lost any interest he might have had.

      Not that she was interested in him, either. Awful man…but still…

      Her family was likely to frighten off a real suitor with this sort of behavior.

      And didn’t her mother realize Somersworth wasn’t the sort of man who wished for a woman who could embroider? She didn’t have much experience with the world, but even she sensed that. He’d want a lady who might be troublesome with him.

      She cocked her head to the side, knowing that she did not fit that score at all. But then again, if a woman ever wanted to give trouble a try, this might be just the man to help her.

      “Dinner was wonderful,” Somersworth said as he leaned back in his chair. “Thank you.”

      “You’re welcome,” her mother said, rising. “The night is not so cold tonight. Perhaps you’d like a walk along the lawn to help you digest.”

      Natalie blinked several times. It was near freezing outside and she knew very well that her mother meant for her to lead Somersworth on that walk. Wide windows would keep them in view of her mother and uncle, but still, they’d not be able to hear a word that passed between her and the earl.

      “A walk sounds perfect,” Somersworth said, then gave her another grin, looking like the cat who’d gotten the milk.

      Her shoulders straightened as she rose. “I’ll get my pelisse. My lord, should I fetch your coat as well?”

      “Yes please,” he said, truly sounding pleased.

      Had her mother and uncle not frightened him away? Doing so herself was not a task she was used to. But she knew without a doubt that he was not the man for her.

      Certainly, he was handsome. And interesting. And he was just bad enough that he might make a fine friend to help her explore all the things she’d always wished to, but she’d not marry this man.

      At her core, Natalie was too…well behaved for him. He’d turn her into minced pie. She was too docile, and she suspected that he was too wild.

      Pelisse on, she took his arm, a strange energy moving through her as they walked toward the doors and stepped outside. The night air was cold, but they were blocked from the wind, tucked against the house, and the moon lit the night.

      She drew in a deep breath as she tried to decide what to ask Lord Somersworth, how she proceeded. How did one frighten away a man who lived on the edge of danger?

      But she didn’t have the chance. “You are truly lovely,” he murmured close to her ear. “I suspected as much yesterday when we met, but in the dress you’re wearing this evening…”

      His eyes moved down her, as though he remembered her gown that was now covered by her pelisse. Which confirmed several of her suspicions. A gentleman would not discuss her attire or her figure in such a manner. “And you are as devilish as I suspected.”

      He flashed her a playful grin, the sort that might melt a woman’s insides. “So you’re not the mouse you played at dinner tonight.”

      Mouse? How insulting. And possibly true. “I suspect I am the mouse actually, but I’ve also been cornered by the cat.”

      He laughed. “So true.” And then, with a quick glance back through the windows, he reached up his free hand and brushed a softly blowing lock of her hair back from her face. She stilled at his touch, mesmerized by the gentle brush of his fingers. She knew she didn’t want this man, but hands like that might just make a lady forget… “But shall I confess to you that my intentions are honorable?”

      “I don’t—” She didn’t believe a word, but how to say that without insulting him?

      “I assure you, my lady. They are.”

      Honorable? Him? “All outward appearances would suggest otherwise.”

      He laughed again. “Most women would disagree. Swarms of them would twist themselves into knots to be out here with me.”

      “Shall I invite them?” she asked, wondering when she’d become so bold. It wasn’t her nature at all, but then again, he didn’t seem angered in the least. On the contrary, he enjoyed every prickly word she was saying and that was somehow freeing.

      He laughed again. “Please don’t. It grows tiresome.”

      “How difficult for you. Women turning themselves inside out to spend time with you.” He was smiling in such a way that he didn’t appear to mind her barbs at all. In fact, he seemed to be enjoying them. Something in her rose, filled her with a buoyancy she’d never experienced before.

      “Not with me. With an earl. It’s different.”

      That was likely true and a sentiment she could understand. Too often she was told how lovely a personality she had when she’d not even said a word. Those people didn’t like her, but the absence of her. “I see.”

      “Do you?”

      She didn’t answer, because this was not a man to share her secrets with. So instead, she looked up into the sky, the crescent moon glowing bright as she let out a breath that filled the air with a cloud of vapor. “You can rest assured, my lord, that I do not wish to spend time with you just because you are an earl.”

      “Do you wish to spend time with me at all?”

      Her jaw hardened, she gave her head a soft shake. “Forgive me, but no. I don’t think it’s wise.”

      “Why?”

      “I already told you. Because I am a little mouse, and you are a dangerous cat.”

      He laughed again. “I see. Well, if I may, I’d like to prove that I am a cat without claws. Would you give me that chance at least?”

      She drew in a shuddering breath. It was a bad idea. “No. I don’t think so.”

      He turned toward her, his brow drawn together as he assessed her. “Why not?”

      Her tongue darted out to lick her cold lips while she considered her answer. But the moment it began moving over her upper lip, she felt the intensity of his stare, and she quickly pulled her tongue back into her mouth. “Because.”

      “Why?”

      What did she say? I can already tell you’re more man than I could ever handle? That would only encourage him to use his strength to force her into the position of his choosing. Thinking quickly, she attempted to say something that might put him off completely. “Your drinking, for one. I don’t like it.”

      She heard him rumble. She had every right to say the words. He’d ruined her favorite dress.

      “You don’t like my drinking.”

      She’d seen him tonight, at dinner. He’d had several glasses of wine, then port, a whiskey before the meal had even begun. And suddenly she knew exactly how to rid herself of this man. “I’ll make a bargain with you. A wager, if you will.”

      “A wager?”

      “Yes. You don’t drink for an entire week, and I’ll reconsider.”

      “A week of not drinking and then you’ll reconsider spending time with me?”

      “That’s right,” she answered, knowing full well that she’d never see the earl again.

      But he cocked his head to the side. “I’ll need something more concrete than that. If I go a full week without drinking, then you will allow me to court you.”

      “Court me?” Her heart stuttered in her chest. “You’re serious?”

      “As the plague,” he answered, raising his hand as though taking an oath.

      She would never marry him, she promised herself that no matter what her mother wished, she’d not succumb to the earl. She wanted love, but if she were going to be forced into a match, it would not be with a man so…dangerous. Even she had her sticking points.

      But if he could go without drinking and if he courted her, perhaps…perhaps he might help her complete some of the items on her list and then maybe, she’d find a bit of herself before she was lost to her mother’s choice of husband. “I accept.”
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PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
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Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.
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TERMINATION
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DISCLAIMER
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