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      The most dishonorable thing Dr. Orlando Valentine could do was fall in love with a married woman. But when he witnesses Lady Blythe Clay being auctioned by her husband, he could not stand by and let another soldier claim her. Though she may be his, Blythe was still married in the eyes of the church, and he could not be a participant in adultery.

      Lady Blythe Clay had suffered the ultimate humiliation when her husband decided to sell her to one of his fellow soldiers. Thankfully it was Dr. Orlando Valentine, a captain and physician in Wellington’s army, who won her. Unfortunately, Orlando treated her more as friend and never a wife, so when she returns to England a widow, Blythe vows to never speak of what happened.

      She had also hoped to forget Orlando, but when she comes face to face with him three years later, Blythe realizes that her heart never healed and the forbidden desire never died and she knows exactly what to do.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Prologue

          

        

      

    

    
      March 1818 - London, England

      

      A recent observation has captivated my attention.

      It is the reemergence of Lady Blythe, formerly Claxton, widow, and former wife of Lieutenant John Clay. What I do know is that Lady Blythe fell in love and married Clay when she was only nine and ten and even though she was the eldest living daughter of the Duke of Arscott, she chose to follow the drum and remain by her husband’s side during the Peninsula War, despite the difficulties she must have endured and all because of devotion. However, when she lost her husband at Waterloo and returned to England, Lady Blythe took up residence with her brother, Lord Seth Claxton, and was rarely seen outside of his home. That is, until last year when I believe it was Lord Seth who convinced her to return to Society, or it was her matchmaking to see her brother wed that prompted her to step outside.

      I am to understand that Lady Blythe did return to her father’s home for only a short time last autumn, the first visit since she left nearly five years ago. However, she was not gone long before she once again returned to London to live in the home of her brother even though Lord Seth had chosen to retire to the country permanently with his new bride, the former Miss Frances Hawthorn.

      I had wondered if Lady Blythe would once again become a recluse or if she would make more of an effort to join Society. The answer came when I observed her entering the Venetian Breakfast hosted by Lady Lavinia Teviot. Though, this should not be a surprise since the two did appear to become close last autumn after Lord Seth wed. Further, Lady Lavinia is formerly a Tilson and her brother also happens to be married to Lady Blythe’s cousin, therefore, they also share family.

      I only began to reconsider the reasons for the Venetian Breakfast before the Season had even begun after I observed Lady Lavinia being escorted about by their family solicitor, Mr. Demetrius Valentine. Odder still, many of the guests were of a relation to Mr. Valentine. Besides the Valentines there were Tilsons and Claxtons aplenty with most of the gathering made up of the three families with the remaining guests being an eclectic group of individuals whose only connection was Athena’s Salon, which I very much enjoy attending.

      I have digressed.

      Yes, Lady Blythe’s attendance at the Venetian Breakfast should not be considered unusual other than I had wondered if she would shun Society once again. What was intriguing however was her reaction when she was introduced to Dr. Orlando Valentine. There was a wariness or surprise and it was certainly unexpected, which of course piqued my interest.

      Dr. Valentine shares a medical practice with Dr. Xavier Sinclair and while both are known in Society, Dr. Valentine attends few balls as well, nor is he seen at many Societal events. Since I am often attending entertainments, several each week, I would have noted if those two had been at the same function previously, and I can assure you that they had not been, which begs the question: How do they know the other?

      This was a meeting that took them both aback and I am convinced that they were not strangers first being introduced but the two shared a history.

      I am certain that this will not be the last time that I will observe the two and I am quite anxious to see what might develop. But first I need to know when and how they first met and what became of what I am certain was an attachment for the other.

      

      
        
        Observations of a Wallflower

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter One


          

        

      

    

    
      May 16, 1815 – Brussels, the United Kingdom of the Netherlands

      

      Humiliation, the likes of which she had never experienced before, and hopefully never would again, engulfed Blythe’s entire being. It took everything not to cower, but to stand tall as her husband led her from the tent they had once shared toward the crowd of soldiers who had gathered near the stable yard where the cavalry kept their horses. If they were walking side by side, perhaps she might not have been as mortified, if John had not tied a rope around her waist, then looped it around her wrists, knotted it, then led her to the gathering as if she were his horse.

      “This is your own fault,” John claimed. “Had you held up your part of the bargain, this would not be necessary.”

      “Bargain? We had no bargain,” Blythe argued.

      “It was assumed that when we wed that your father would provide me a life that I am entitled to.”

      “You assumed!”

      “Why else would I choose to court and marry you?” he demanded.

      She had been such a fool to believe his honeyed words of love and succumbed to near ruination.

      She should have listened to her father when he tried to discourage her from accepting John’s offer of marriage. He hadn’t cared what the gossips said and it was only the appearance of being ruined, not that she was. Besides, even if she had been, there were far worthier men to marry and who would overlook her indiscretion.

      Blythe had not believed him and it also would not have mattered because she had been convinced that what she and John shared was a deep love—the type of which the poets wrote.

      Blythe nearly snorted at how foolish and naive she’d been while her father had seen John for who he was.

      Never again would she trust in her heart. Instead, she would be led by her mind.

      “Do you truly believe that your life will be for the better when you do return to London?” John had to be mad if he thought there would be no repercussions from his actions this day. “My father will learn what you have done and it will not go well for you.”

      Blythe comforted herself knowing that once word reached her family, she would not be surprised if her four older brothers found their way to Brussels to deal with John personally.

      Well, maybe not Wesley, the oldest because he did have duties, but Seth, Cecil and Nevil would not let anything keep them from seeing John harmed, likely irreparably, by the time they were done.

      “I will not be returning to London, or even England. Instead, I will use the funds I gain today, and what you brought to the marriage, and as soon as possible, sell my commission and leave this place.”

      He coveted a life of privilege in London. Why would he go anywhere else? “You would desert your command?”

      “I will not put my life in danger for King and Country when I gain nothing by the sacrifice.”

      Blyth slowed her steps as they drew near the crowd that had gathered. Most of the men were in the cavalry with her husband.

      John tugged on the rope arm. “Just as I gained nothing by marrying you.”

      Except, he could still have far more than he had prior to their marriage. It just wasn’t good enough. Nothing was ever good enough.

      All he did was take and take, expecting to be rewarded for nothing, and when things did not go his way, lay all the blame for those failings on her, as if she had control of her father, Napoleon and all of England.

      Except he would be disappointed, and likely angry when he realized that he wasn’t gaining as much from her as he likely expected and that is his own fault for warning her as to what he was about because as soon as she was told to pack her satchel, she had been careful to hide the few pieces of jewelry that she brought with her and the little funds that she was able to secretly accumulate on her person.

      And, just as she suspected, prior to leaving the tent that they had shared, John had gone through her satchel to discover that it only contained her clothing, cribbage board and cards, and a journal. She wished that she could see his face when he opened her small trunk to find only a few books, mending or clothing too stained and in disrepair to keep. By then, it would be too late for him to do anything about the missing jewels.

      The soldiers parted as John led her through the crowd. Blythe’s face burned as the men looked her over much like they would do before purchasing a horse. But she would stand tall and not reveal how truly vulnerable she felt.

      He led her up to a platform then tied the rope around a post. Blythe blew out a heavy sigh and placed the satchel at her feet then clutched her hands together so that nobody could see how much they trembled.

      Oh, it was so easy to be brave when they were in the tent and she was packing and even when he tied the rope around her, but in this very moment, she was terrified.

      One of these men would purchase her. Dread filled her being as she imagined what…

      No. She could not think about what would come next or she might very well scream, cry and panic and she needed to remain strong and defiant before those who had gathered and not let them see even a glimpse of weakness.
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        * * *

      

      When Orlando had gone into the stables to examine a burn received by a stable hand, the stable yard had few people about. However, upon his exit found it full of military men.

      Was Napoleon near? He could think of no other reason why so many men would be gathered around if they were not going to prepare for war.

      “What is happening?” he asked someone standing near.

      “There is to be an auction.” The man grinned.

      Orlando frowned. “An auction of what?”

      “Her!” The man pointed ahead and Orlando focused on what was beyond the man’s index finger and sucked in a breath.

      Standing defiantly, midnight hair cascading around her shoulders and rope around her waist was the most beautiful woman Orlando had ever seen.

      This also wasn’t the first time he had seen her either.

      He first noticed her nearly two months ago when he was passing through the area where the cavalry officers were camped. After that, he made it a point to walk near or through that camp when given a reason and opportunity. He needed to know who she was but it took nearly another month to find out that she was married, much to his disappointment. He had truly hoped that she followed a brother and not a husband, just like his sister, Isabella, had done.

      There was just something about Mrs. Clay that intrigued him. Without them ever having once spoken, he was drawn to her and it made no sense whatsoever. He had also decided that this was what it must feel like to be smitten and suffer from longing for someone who would never be theirs.

      Foolish, he well knew, but that didn’t stop the increase in his pulse or the fluttering in his abdomen each time he saw her. Except for today his physical reaction was anger bordering on rage directed at her husband.

      Her cheeks were devoid of colors, as were her lips and her blue eyes dull. But she had stood tall. Her spine straight and chin lifted. She would not hide from what was happening, nor did she utter a word or beg her husband to reconsider. She had stood there, looking out and over those who had gathered, her eyes fixed on something in the distance, not on anyone there. Perhaps she was willing herself away and Orlando admired her more in that moment than at any other time.

      “The woman is being auctioned?” he asked to clarify.

      “Clay is done with her and she goes to the highest bidder.”

      Disgust filled his being and he looked around to note how many men had gathered to win the wife of another.

      “Attention everyone,” Lieutenant Clay called out over the crowd. “Today I am here to auction off my wife.”

      Orlando had truly hoped that this was a mistake, but clearly it wasn’t.

      What kind of man sold his wife?

      “She agreed to this?” he asked.

      The man next to him shrugged.

      He supposed it did not matter. The laws were that Mrs. Clay was the property of her husband to do with as he wished.

      “She keeps a clean tent, does well with the laundry and is a mediocre cook, but does well considering she was raised with servants who did these chores prior to her marrying me.”

      Did she come from a titled family or was she an heiress? If so, why had she married a lieutenant in the cavalry?

      “At one time she was even an excellent bed partner.”

      There were jeers all around and disgust layered in on the anger filled his being.

      “She will at least keep you warm on those cold nights.”

      Mrs. Clay’s cheeks had pinkened and if he was not mistaken, fury and hate filled those usually kind blue eyes.

      As the bidding started, Orlando remained and watched, unable to stop himself. The urge to protect her grew stronger as the price rose and when Lieutenant Clay called, “You certainly could do better than seven shillings. That is barely a day’s pay when you are getting your own personal servant and…” He cocked his head and smiled, indicating what he thought the most important thing to be.

      “Ten shillings,” one man called.

      “Twelve,” another yelled. That man stood beside another and the two had their heads together since the bidding began. Did they intend to share her?

      That thought had sickened him more than the bloody auction and he could no longer in good conscience remain silent as this travesty unfolded.

      “Fifteen shillings,” he called.

      The two men who had been bidding glared at him.

      “Sixteen shillings,” the first man called.

      “Seventeen,” the other countered.

      He was not going to stand here all day when Orlando had already decided that she would be his. Therefore, he would bid an amount that would force the other two to drop out, or so he assumed.

      “One pound.”

      The first man shook his head and turned away.

      The second glared at him. “One pound, ten shillings.”

      “Two pounds,” Orlando returned.

      He was not a rich man by any means, nor was he paid more than anyone else in a similar position, he simply did not spend his funds, other than to assist his sister with food and necessities. He had been saving every shilling that he could since he became a doctor in Wellington’s Army in hopes of supporting himself once he returned to England and began practicing medicine in a village somewhere.

      The two men leaned close, one shaking his head.

      They did not have the money to outbid him.

      The man finally shrugged.

      “Sold for two pounds to…What is your name, sir,” Lieutenant Clay called.

      “Dr. Orlando Valentine.”
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      Blythe had not looked at any of the men bidding on her but stared over their heads, wishing to be anywhere else, but now that someone had won, if one was to call it that, she needed to see who it was.

      And even though she was afraid of the unknown, some of her nerves lessened when she looked at his face.

      She had seen Dr. Valentine around the camp, treating injuries and illnesses.

      He seemed kind and caring, so perhaps…

      Just because a person behaved in one manner while in public did not mean they were a nice person in private.

      Yet, she needed to believe that Dr. Valentine was kind both in public and in private.

      Besides treating those who requested his services, she had seen him visit the tents of the camp followers, often, and during the day, which was likely why she had noticed him. Intimate matters usually took place under the cloak of darkness. Not for Dr. Valentine, though. He visited in the morning and afternoon.

      Blythe did not fault him, of course. She’d been told that men of a certain age had a need for intimacy and if forced to go too long without that it could be detrimental to their health. She did not know this for a fact of course because her only experience and knowledge came from her marriage, but since the only unattached women present were the camp followers, Dr. Valentine had little choice as to where he, um… maintained his health? But, as he did visit so often, Blythe could only assume that he was likely nothing more than a rake disguised as a doctor.

      Maybe he was tired of visiting the camp followers and she would be more convenient.

      Blythe’s stomach tightened again.

      “We will wait here until you return with payment, Valentine,” John called.

      Blythe continued to stand still, the warm sun beating down on her, sweat pricking her brow.

      What if he didn’t return? Would she have to endure the humiliation of another auction?

      What if she were not so fortunate next time.

      Then again, she didn’t really know what Dr. Valentine intended or if she was lucky this time.

      Please, let him be good and decent.”

      When he returned, Blythe nearly blew out a sigh of relief.

      It did not matter that she had never met him, there was something in his manner and bearing that assured her that all would be well.

      Except, she had also believed herself in love once and that man had just sold her, so her judgment of men was not exactly trustworthy either.

      “She is yours,” John said as he took the money and handed Dr. Valentine the rope.

      It was bad enough that she’d been led to the auction block by a rope and feared that she would be led away in the same manner to complete her utter humiliation.

      “The rope is not necessary,” Dr. Valentine said as he untied the knot then examined her wrists, running a thumb over the bruised and scratched skin.

      He drew in a breath through his nose and his jaw clenched.

      Oh dear, was he someone who easily angered?

      “Are you certain? She may try to run off,” John laughed.

      “I would not blame her if she did,” Dr. Valentine retorted.

      Blyth blinked at him, surprised by the response.

      Valentine bent and picked up her satchel. “This way, Mrs. Clay.” He then offered his arm and led her through the camp to where the medical tents had been erected. “I have an ointment that will help with the pain and healing of your wrists,” he promised.

      Word had already spread, or so she assumed, because everyone they passed stared at them. Once she inside Dr. Valentine’s tent, she might never leave until it was finally time to return to England.
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        * * *

      

      It was bad enough that Mrs. Clay had been forced to stand on a wooden block as her husband auctioned her, but for him to tie her hands and waist with a rope, as if she were livestock had caused a rage inside the likes that Orlando had not experienced since he was a child.

      What kind of man treats anyone that way, especially a woman, his wife?

      “Please, have a seat.” He gestured to the cot.

      Mrs. Clay eyed it with trepidation. No doubt she feared that he had purchased her for one purpose only.

      “I have no intention of making you my wife,” Orlando assured her as he opened a case that held his ointment and bandages kept for personal use and minor injuries.

      “Am I to be treated as your mistress instead? Someone to warm your bed when you are in need,” she inquired calmly. “I had hoped that you had honor but I find that my first impression was correct.”

      “First impression? We have never met.”

      “An introduction is not needed for an opinion to be formed.”

      “And what was or is your opinion of me?” he asked out of curiosity as he knelt before her and took one hand to examine her injuries before gently applying the ointment, massaging into the skin, except for where it was broken, and used care so as not to cause her any pain.

      “That you are nothing but a rake disguised as a doctor.”

      Orlando chuckled. “I supposed there are worst things a man could be accused of.”

      He bandaged the first wrist then picked up the second and dipped his fingers into the ointment.

      “As I have seen you visit the lightskirts and camp followers during the day, I can only assume that you are going to force me to act as your mistress which makes you nothing but a true scoundrel and rake. To think, at one time I had admired you.”

      Mrs. Clay was not as timid as he had first assumed, and Orlando liked that she had spirit.

      “Admired?” he questioned. “I assume that was before you decided I was a rake.”

      Her face took on a crimson hue. “I stand corrected. That was my first opinion of you, when I observed you with patients. You seemed kind and caring. The second was when I observed you visiting camp followers so often.”

      “And now, because I purchased you, your opinion has been altered a third time.” He finished wrapping the bandage around the second wrist.

      “That remains to be determined.”

      Orlando tried to fight the smile but couldn’t help but be flattered that she had noticed him—enough to form opinions.

      His estimation of her had been that she was the most beautiful woman he had ever seen in an army camp and must love her husband very much if she had to be with him, even with war on the horizon. He’d witnessed as she scrubbed laundry against a board before hanging it from a line to dry and prepared meals over an open fire and assumed that she also kept a neat tent. Without knowing who her husband was, Orlando had been jealous of the man.

      He also found Mrs. Clay quite delightful, even in her judgement of him. Of course, none of that made a difference. Nothing could change between them.

      “I have no intention of making you my mistress for the same reason you will not be my wife,” he assured her.

      She frowned. “Why?”

      “You are already married. The church would not recognize a union between us, nor would England. A marriage cannot be simply terminated with a bill of sale,” he explained. “And I will not commit adultery.”

      She pulled back as her dark brows rose. “You are very religious.”

      This time he chuckled. “No. I was raised by a vicar. It is more that I do not want to disappoint him than my own convictions.”

      “Would he not object to the camp followers?”

      “Not as much as he would if I took another man’s wife as my lover,” he answered. “Do you have any other injuries?” If her husband had no difficulty chafing her wrists and tying her with a rope, what other atrocities might he have committed against her person?

      “There are none.”

      He took Mrs. Clay at her word and started to put the ointment away.

      “What am I to you then? A laundress, cook…?”

      “More of a sister,” he answered. It was the only thing that he could think of that might put her at ease.

      Mrs. Clay gaped at him. She certainly had not expected that response.

      “I will sleep on a cot elsewhere and you can share the tent with Isabella.”

      Her blue eyes widened in alarm. “Who is Isabella? Your wife?”

      “My sister.” Orlando chuckled.

      “Sister?”

      “Orlando, I just heard the strangest rumor. I am certain that it cannot be tru...” Isabella trailed off as she fully entered the tent and saw Mrs. Clay. “Or, perhaps it is.”

      “Mrs. Clay, this is my sister, Isabella.”

      His guest looked from Isabella to Orlando and back to Isabella.

      “Most men bring wives.”

      “Yes, well, I do not have one of those and my sister can be quite stubborn,” Orlando returned with a smile.

      “And you are?” Isabella asked.

      “Blythe. Formerly Mrs. John Clay, but I would prefer to no longer use that name.”

      Except, she was still very much married to that blackguard.
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      Perhaps this situation will not be so difficult after all. Except, everyone knew that she was here and likely assumed…But not with a sister sharing the tent.

      This tent was larger than she had shared with her husband and a smaller version of the tents used by officers, whereas  she had slept in a cone tent, supported by one pole at the center. At times cramped but it offered privacy.

      Blythe glanced at the rope that ran along the center top of the tent and the curtain pushed against the back wall. When it was pulled forward, a person could enter the tent and go to one side without seeing the other. It was clearly so that brother and sister could have privacy, but if others knew about the separator, then having the sister as a chaperone would mean nothing and allowed Orlando to still…

      Except, that was not his intention, if Blythe chose to believe him.

      She did believe him, but anyone who knew that she was now living here would assume that she was his lover, or mistress, or new wife.

      Her stomach tightened at what would be believed of her.

      “Is it true then?” Isabella asked.

      “My husband auctioned me off and your brother was the highest bidder.”

      Isabella tilted her chin while disbelief showed clearly in her grey eyes. “My brother has never done something so, well, rash.”

      Dr. Valentine did not respond to his sister’s taunting. In fact, he ignored her. “The two of you will share this tent and I will sleep elsewhere,” he suggested.

      “Where?” Isabella asked.

      “There are empty cots in the medical tent. I will make use of one of those.”

      “You will not get any sleep, not with complaints and moaning and groaning from injuries.”

      “I will sleep outside, near the fire. Soldiers do so all the time. Not everyone has a cot or tent to rest their head.”

      Oh, she hated that Dr. Valentine was going to be inconvenienced because of her. It did not matter that he had made the choice to purchase her, she was still the cause of the upheaval. “If anyone is going to sleep on the ground it shall be me.”

      “No,” he answered instantly.

      Blythe folded her arms over her chest. “You will not give me your bed.”

      “You certainly are not going to sleep by the fire,” he snorted.

      “No. I will make a place on the ground, on the same side of the curtain as Isabella,” she insisted. “That is, if your sister does not mind,” she quickly added.

      “I do not,” Isabella responded. “I shared a chamber with three sisters previously so one person is not a difficulty.” Isabella smiled with a mischievous twinkle in her grey eyes.

      Four to a chamber must have been crowded. Blythe had assumed that since Valentine was a physician, able to attend university, that he came from a family with some wealth, but perhaps that was not the case. Only those of common birth slept so many to a room, and Isabella did follow the drum. Then again, Blythe had followed her husband, and she was not common.

      She really must stop making judgments of people she had only just met.

      “I promise that I will not be an inconvenience. I will remain inside and out of your way.”

      Isabella frowned. “Inside as you will not be leaving the tent at all?”

      “Only when necessary and under the cloak of darkness. I will likely hide here until I can finally return to London?”

      “Do you want to return to England?” Dr. Valentine asked. “I could make those arrangements for you.”

      Is that what she wanted?

      She could leave and never look back but was she ready to return home?

      “Why do you want to hide yourself away?” Isabella asked.

      “I would rather not face further humiliation. It was bad enough that I was forced to stand on a block because my husband no longer wanted me.” Tears threatened so Blythe stood and walked away, her back to her host and his sister. “I would like to forget that this ever happened and disappear so others can forget.”

      “I do not think that will happen as easily as you hope,” Dr. Valentine offered sympathetically.

      “They will if they never see me.”

      “Returning to England would put you out of sight,” Isabella acknowledged.

      Brother and sister would likely be glad to be rid of her, but Blythe’s stomach tightened at the very idea of having to face her father and tell him what had occurred and why John had not returned with her. Then there were her brothers… Yes, it had been nice to think of what they would do to John, but the reality of having to face them was a humiliation she did not want to endure.

      “No. I cannot go back yet.” Blythe paced as agitation filled her being. “No matter how much I may want to keep it a secret, my father will find out. He has a way of knowing things. I sometimes wonder if he has spies all around to report back on what his children are doing.”

      It was a ridiculous notion because if there were such spies she would have discovered them.

      “I would simply like to disappear until I am ready.” Ready to what? Face her father and siblings? She might not ever be ready for that reunion.

      “Secure a room at one of the inns in Brussels,” Isabella suggested. “There must be one available.”

      Oh, to have a chamber to herself where she could simply be alone and gather her thoughts and decide on what she wanted to do next. Blythe couldn’t remember the last time that she was truly alone. Even if nobody else was in the tent that she had shared with her husband, there were people just on the other side and she could still hear them.

      Except, there may be people at an inn who may know her from before she married John. People she had met during her first and second Season. People who knew that she had a husband.

      Brussels had once been a popular destination prior to the war on the Continent, and when Napoleon was sent away to Elba, English Society returned because Brussels was not only more affordable, but more importantly—fashionable.

      Did she want to risk encountering someone from her past and then having to explain why her husband was not with her?

      There was also no reason why she would need to leave her room if one was found.

      “I suppose that it is best for me and you. I will be out of the way and you can continue being a rake disguised as a doctor.”

      Isabella snorted and Dr. Valentine glared at his sister.

      “If you wait here, I will see about obtaining lodgings for you.”

      “I will repay you,” Blythe promised.

      “That is not necessary. Besides, I doubt that you have the funds.”

      She could understand why Dr. Valentine would believe such so she turned her back and reached into her bodice and withdrew a pearl necklace. It should reimburse him for what he already spent in purchasing her and lodgings.

      “Keep your jewelry,” he insisted. “You might need it another time.”

      He was then gone before she could argue further. “Your brother does not even know me. Why would he do such a thing?”

      “You were alone without anyone to protect you. Any one of my brothers would have done the same.”

      “Why?”

      “A lesson instilled in them long ago. If someone is in need of protection, they will make certain that they are,” she answered. “Is there anything that you need that I could get for you?” Isabella asked.

      Brother and sister, both strangers and both being kind. “No, thank you. Also, please do not let me keep you if there is somewhere you need to be.”

      Isabella smiled. “I shan’t be long. I promise.”

      Blythe watched her leave the tent then looked down at her bandaged wrists. She couldn’t remember the last time she had been touched in such a gentle manner, but when Dr. Valentine soothed and cared for her wrists she had nearly wanted to cry. Had it been so long since she had experienced kindness, the touch of someone who cared?

      Blythe tried to shake the thoughts from her head and find something to take her mind off what had occurred, but there was little around until she spied a medical journal.

      She knew little about healing, but if it kept her mind occupied, she would be happy to learn and with those thoughts, she settled on the cot and opened the journal and began reading about a doctor named Joseph Carpue who was able to reconstruct a man’s nose after it was injured in battle, which she found quite fascinating. Then there as an article about a French surgeon named Dominque Jean-Larrey who developed a system to remove the injured from a battlefield and how to prioritize who should be taken so that the more seriously injured could be treated first, as sometimes a person of higher rank was removed when his injuries were not as significant and a man near death was left behind.

      There was smudging on this article and the pages showed more wear which made her wonder if Dr. Valentine or any of the other surgeons planned to implement a similar method when the battle began again.

      How many noses would need to be reconstructed?

      War with Napoleon, again, was inevitable, but she hated that more good men would give up their lives on behalf of King and Country. Brave souls rushing toward danger while her husband hoped to escape it.

      She tossed the journal aside with disgust. To think she once had thought John a brave hero when he was nothing but a coward.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Orlando walked into Brussels and visited the various inns and boarding houses hoping to find a room for rent, but they were not to be found. One would think that with Napoleon on the march again, the British would have returned to their safe homes in England. But they remained. The streets were crowded with ladies shopping and he heard discussions of teas, luncheons and balls as if the London Season had come to Brussels.





OEBPS/images/claxtonrakeindisguise.jpg
Clement Claxton
Duke of Arscott
(1730 - 1802)

m.
Lady Hester Osborn
(1745 - 1815)

Amos Claxton Jasper Claxton
Duke of Arscott aze7- )
(1765- ) m.
Lady Corlis James
Lady Ursula Kirby m (1770 - 1812)
(1765 - 1788) Lady Isadora Smythe

(770-1802)
Wesley (1) Seth  Amelia  cecil
Marquess  (1787- ) (1787- (1788- )

Hadden

Epworth 1802) Vanessa(4)
(785~ ) @9L- ) i g7es- )
m. m. :
Miranda Vail Lord Crispin
< Tilson
(1790~ ) e ) Theresa(®) Edmond
“Tessa” 1795~ )
792- )
m.
Darius Copeland
Duke of Ellings
787- )
Nevil "licinda ) T Giles
a7o1- ) (1794~ ) : a797- ) (1801 -
: m. E
Caleb Copeland i
Blythe (6) (1789 - ) Violet (3) 85 )
(1792- ) (1796 - )
m m.
Lt John Cigy, Emory Talbot
(1786 - 1815) Viscount Ferrard
(1790- )

(1) The Ghost & Miss Miranda  (3) Courtship of Convenience  (5) Duke in Training
(2) Lady Lucinda’s Lords (4) Scandalous Wager (6) Rake in Disguise

Lilith
(1798 -

)





OEBPS/images/vellum-badge.png






OEBPS/images/break-section-side-screen.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/jane_rakeindisguise.jpg
USAVToday,

Bestselling Author







OEBPS/images/valentinerakeindisguise.jpg
Marquess of Wingate

The Valentines are a group of siblings taken in and givena (710 -1782)
new last name after their mother, Nelda Grell, died m.
5 y Laura Smith
Never married/remarried e 1765
““Richard Greil Robert Grell A
Anora Grell
Marquess Wingate (1733-1785) W,
(1730 -1775) i m.
= Mercy Lange Wilbert Simpson
(1740 - 1804) Duke of Eldridge
Mildred Tyne
W36 1770, 3 chitdren) (1726 - 1785)
A (Simpson family tree on
& 5 separate sheet)
Marquess Wingate  Allard Grell Corlis Greil Nelda Grell*+
David Grell *  Marquess Wingate (1761-1817) a767-1794)
(1753 - 1786) (1755 - 1817) Timothy Jones m. /.
m (1760 - 1789) &
Enid Lane

Viscount Perry

(1757 +1809)

Chadburn
Ashton (4) Jude  Vance Eve
Marquess Wingate (1789~ ) (1791- ) (1793- ) (1794- )
aze7- )
m.
Hannah Storm
Demetrius (5 Benedick (8)  Orlando ()  Mercutio  Petruchio
“75;' ) (1786 - ) (1787- ) (7e- ) (1789-)
Lavinia (Tilson) alentines
Stewart H
0788 - ) H
Rosalind (1) Isabella (2) Bianca (3) Bertram Perdita (6)
0" ) - ) W792-)  (93-1815 (1794~ )
m. m m m
= & Captain Harrison
e Jonarsen  Nathaniel ity S8 Ao Trent
storm are7- ) a790- )

A7g2) (788~ )

(1) His Christmas Match - A Gentleman’s Guide to Once Upon a Time series
(2) Weathering Captain Storm - Spirited Storms series

(3) Her Muse, His Grace - Muses series

(4) Lady Hannah's Holiday - Spirited Storms series

(5) Tempted by a Rake - Wicked Widows

(6) The Captain’s Valentine - The “Other” Trents

(7) Rake in Disguise - Wicked Widows

(8) Rogue to the Rescue (stand alone)





