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      "Incredibly steamy, passionate, exciting and downright delicious!

      Want a period romance with bite? You've found it.! Full of high angst, danger and a wickedly delightful love story that would rival many modern set plots this is an absolute joy to read especially seeing how the Devil in question succumbs to his fate! A wickedly entertaining read." Amazon review

      

      A beta readers quote: “Y’all, I’m doing a beta read right now and this book is amazing. Holy crap. Just plan on staying up all night to read it when it comes out”

      Nilambari K.

       Delicious

      Reviewed in India [image: regional indicator symbol letter i, regional indicator symbol letter n] on 7 March 2023

      Wren St. Claire is a new-to-me author. Her writing is fun and witty. This story moves swiftly forward with nary a dull moment.

      - The best part was the meet-cute. I won't give away the spoiler, but Diana and Anthony's meeting brought Jess from Lord of Scoundrels and Eva from Outrageous to mind. This scene had me well and truly hooked. What followed was an amalgamation of delicious moments involving, but not limited to, dramatic encounters, wild chases, emotionally charged experiences, scorching assignations and heartfelt declarations of love. What more can you ask for?

      - I freaking adore a strong heroine and always have. Diana fit the bill to boot. God, considering her early experiences, this girl was unafraid in the face of danger, saved herself (not a damsel, this one), saved him (twice), and was kind, acceptant and optimistic. She was just sugar and spice with Anthony, and I loved it.

      - Anthony, ooh la la. Not having read the previous book, I was not aware of his transgressions, and it allowed me to look at him with a fresh set of eyes. And what I saw wasn't half bad at all. In fact, it was utterly delectable. He saw her. He wanted her. He went after her and refused to let her go. Consequences be damned (a man after my own heart). The way he fought to keep her in his life by brow-beating the circumstances to make her life easier had me falling in love with him. This man, this devilish man, was well and truly tamed.

      - The plot was ripe for a sensual engagement, and Ms St. Claire delivered. The romance was super swoony with a more than generous helping of tender, loving, caring and comforting steamy goodness. Diana and Anthony's absolute inability to be without each other made their love perfect. They grew together, learnt to trust one another and found togetherness in their loneliness. Sigh.

      

      *This book put Ms St. Claire on my authors-to-read list, and it intrigued me enough to read the prequel and all the other books that will follow.
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      To all my Beta Readers who so very enthusiastically read and loved this book. You loved Anthony as much as I did, and you gave me the courage to move forward with this series.

      

      Thank you. Wren, 27 June 2024
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            About this book

          

        

      

    

    
      She destroyed all his plans with one shot from her pistol…now he will turn the world upside down to have her.

       

      Miss Diana Lovell is a woman thirsting for revenge. She blames the late Duke of Mowbray for her father’s demise and ruining her life. She reasons that the current Duke is cut from the same cloth as his grandsire and she means to get what is hers by right, no matter the cost. But she doesn't bargain on the magnetic attraction that sparks between her and the current Duke and finds herself drawn into an intimate and dangerous proximity with a man she cannot resist or get away from.

      Sir Anthony "Devil" Harcourt is now the 7th Duke of Mowbray, but with the title comes a mountain of debt and a reckoning, as the sins of his grandfather come crashing down upon him in the form of a beautiful virago bent on revenge and obtaining what is hers. Anthony’s cold heart is not easily softened, yet the moment he sets eyes on Diana he knows he will never let her go. The trouble is the lady has other ideas.

      Passion explodes when these two souls collide and bitter, cynical Anthony discovers that love may be possible after all, if he can only redeem himself sufficiently to deserve it.

       

      Taming the Devil  is the sizzling HOT first book in the Villain’s Redemption, Steamy Regency Romance series. If you like wicked heroes with a dark past, spicy, passionate romance and feisty heroines, then you’ll love Wren St Claire’s deliciously wicked romance.

      

      Author’s quote: “Anthony was the villain in Prequel of the series, but I was so enamoured with him I had to turn him into a hero and write his love story. I needed a strong heroine to match him, and Diana fits the bill nicely. She certainly won’t take any crap from him and brings the former rake and bad-tempered misanthrope to his knees.”
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      It was just before midnight, and Lovell’s gaming hell in St James’s was humming as usual. A popular and rather exclusive gentleman’s club patronised by many of the more hardened gamesters of the ton, Lovell’s was certainly no place for a single lady of birth and breeding.

      On the second floor, an attractive young lady of slender build with dark curls and grey eyes presided over a game of faro in full swing. She was dressed in a low-cut gown of blue silk, laced at the front in the old-fashioned style and designed to show off her excellent figure, which, judging from the quips and compliments thrown her way, was much appreciated by her audience.

      “Did you hear the old Duke of Mowbray finally passed on?” remarked the gentleman in a puce waistcoat to her left.

      Miss Diana Lovell, in the act of shuffling the deck of cards for the next round, pricked up her ears at the name and glanced up.

      “Both his sons are dead, aren’t they?” the gentleman in the blue swallow-tailed coat across the table asked. “Who will inherit? Not Barrington?”

      Diana flinched internally at the mention of Barrington and glanced up under her dark lashes as a third gentleman, seated to her right, entered the conversation.

      “No, Anthony Harcourt is next in line, son of the younger son.”

      “Oh, yes, was forgetting him,” replied Blue Coat.

      “Aye, he’s been living on the expectation for years,” remarked the Honourable Ashley Morton, a tall, lanky gentleman seated beside him, one of Diana’s regulars. Diana poked a loose brown curl back behind her ear and placed the cards in the shoe, smiling round at her group of players.

      “Place your bets, gentlemen.” Her soft command interrupted the chatter and the men began moving rouleaux about on the green baize surface of the faro table. When all the bets were placed, she drew three cards. The first, a two of diamonds, was discarded; the second, representing the bank’s bet, was a king of clubs; and the third, the players’ bet, was an ace of hearts.

      Cheers and groans greeted the revealing of the cards as the players learned their fate—winner or loser.

      “Kings lose, aces win,” announced Diana, reeling in the losing bets for the bank.

      “You’re stealing my heart, my lovely!” said the corpulent gentlemen next to Morton.

      Diana smiled at this sally and quipped back, “It’s the king that has my heart, sir!”

      This provoked a laugh from the table and a request for another bottle.

      “Place your bets, gentlemen.”

      She was in the act of dealing the second hand of the rubber when her Uncle Garmon, the proprietor of this exclusive gentleman’s club, appeared at her elbow. He was a well-made man of above average height and regular features, with a touch of grey at his temples. He waited until the cards were drawn and the bank reeled in its share before murmuring in her ear, “Rooke will take over. I need you.” Addressing the table, he said with a jovial smile that didn’t reach his eyes, “I trust you’re enjoying the evening, gentlemen?”

      Ayes and groans sounded, depending on who was winning or losing.

      “I am going to steal away your fair goddess for a few minutes. Mr Rooke will continue the play.”

      This was greeted with protests from the players.

      Diana curtsied to them and said, “I shall be back momentarily, sirs, pray continue, and may your luck improve.”

      “Nay, you are my luck!” exclaimed a red-faced young man, the worse for drink.

      Diana laughed at this declaration, a smile curving her lips, and followed her uncle across the room, past a noisy game of rouge et noir and a tense game of hazard, to the corridor. Here they passed through a door at the end into a service passage and thence to the office, where the manager, Connor Mor, met them.

      Connor’s dark, Irish good looks, magnificent physique and penetrating blue eyes cut a swath through the female population and scared the living daylights out of unruly males, the latter a useful skill in a place like Lovell’s.

      “What’s to do?” asked Connor as they entered and Garmon shut the door.

      “Sir Nathaniel Conant, the Bow Street magistrate, is on our doorstep with a search warrant and ten constables. We’re going to convince him it’s a bad idea.”

      “How would we be doin’ that?” asked Connor.

      Garmon smiled, and Diana shivered. It was what she called his reptilian expression. His hazel eyes looked green in this light, and the hint of silver in his hair reinforced the air of authority he wore like a cloak. He was still a handsome man at forty, lean and taut of build, and in her experience, he seldom left anyone in doubt that he was in command of the situation. “Just fetch him here. Carlos has him detained at the door. And make sure the constables stay outside!”

      Connor bowed in acquiescence and left the room with his usual swagger.

      “What is my role?” asked Diana.

      “Witness.” Garmon spoke curtly as he sat behind his desk and pulled a folded paper towards him.

      Diana took a seat in the corner of the room and had just settled her blue silk skirts when the door opened and Connor ushered Sir Nathaniel Conant inside. The man was middle-aged and may have been handsome in his youth. He was spare of build, his hair generously flecked with grey.

      “Come in, sir, and take a seat,” said Connor, offering him a chair. “Sir Nathaniel Conant, Mr Garmon Lovell, the proprietor of this establishment.”

      Garmon rose, bowed to Conant, and offered his hand. Conant bowed in return and took his hand. From what Diana could see, the handshake was firm on both sides. Conant kept his back straight and his expression tight. It was not hard to divine that he was not happy about this interview.

      Garmon waved him to the chair in front of the desk and resumed his own seat. Conant, however, swivelled to bow in her direction. “Ma’am.”

      “My niece, Miss Lovell,” remarked Garmon.

      Diana inclined her head in return.

      “Charmed, Miss Lovell.”

      Connor Mor took up a position against the wall with his arms crossed, his stunning blue eyes watching the proceedings like a hawk.

      The amenities dealt with, Conant took a seat and shot his cuffs. “Mr Lovell, you will be aware of the purpose of my visit.”

      “I am, sir. You would also be aware that such a move would be bad for business.”

      “That really isn’t my concern, Mr Lovell. My concern is for the law⁠—”

      “Perfectly understandable, sir. But I have something that has come into my hand that may interest you.” He passed the paper across the desk and Conant took it, clearly startled at this turn of events. He opened the paper and read it. Diana watched his colour rise, and his fulminating expression as he raised his eyes to Garmon’s was a sight to behold.

      “How did you come by this?”

      “That is something I prefer not to reveal.” Garmon smiled and Diana shivered again. “I think that you will agree, this puts a different complexion on the matter. You would not care for this to, ah, fall into the wrong hands or to appear in The Hue and Cry Police Gazette, I’m sure.”

      Conant huffed for a moment, chewing on invisible cud. Finally, he said softly, “How much do you want for this?”

      “It’s not for sale, sir, nor would it do you any good if I sold it to you. It’s a copy. The original is in my safe, where it will stay. As will its contents. If you and your men leave quietly, there will be no need for this state of affairs to change one iota.”

      “I understand you.”

      “Good. I do hope you understand that I bear you no ill will, Sir Conant. I am merely a businessman protecting his interests. And incidentally, yours. If this were to fall into more unscrupulous hands than mine . . .”

      “Hm. I take your meaning, Mr Lovell.” He rose to his feet. “Good evening to you. And you, Miss Lovell.”

      “Mr Mor will show you out,” said Garmon with a smile.

      The door closed on Connor and Conant, and Garmon sat back, steepling his fingers. “And that, my dear niece, is how you achieve your ends with no blood spilt.” He went on with a frown, “now to find out who betrayed me!” She shuddered as his eyes darkened and his hands clenched on the arm of his chair.

      She must have moved because he looked over at her and his expression cleared. “You can return to the faro table now, my dear. The patrons miss you.”

      “Yes Uncle,” she rose, shaking out her skirts.

      “You’re an asset to this house, you know,” he added, a rare compliment. “Were the men bothering you?”

      “I can handle them,” she said serenely.

      “Good girl. I’ve taught you well.”

      She inclined her head and left the room to head back to the saloon.

      On the way, she met Connor returning and he smiled. “You look very fetching tonight, darlin’. Is that a new gown?”

      “You know very well it isn’t,” she said, knowing better than to fall for Connor’s blarney. It was automatic with him; she doubted he was even aware he was doing it. “I’d best get back to my table, the men lose more when they’re looking at my décolletage.”

      “I’ll be up before supper to relieve you.”

      “Thanks,” she passed on and turned at the door back into the front of house to see him re-entering the office. No doubt he and Uncle had things to discuss. Pushing open the door, she reflected on the tidbit of gossip she had caught earlier. The old Duke of

      Mowbray was dead. Was there any hope of retrieving her property now? And if so, how? She needed a plan.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Two

          

        

      

    

    
      The newly minted Duke of Mowbray, formerly known as Sir Anthony Harcourt, glared at the man who had served his grandfather as steward for forty years.

      “His Grace didn’t hold with spending more on the tenants than strictly necessary, Your Grace.”

      “Which is why the tenant farms are in such a poor state!”

      “His Grace always said⁠—”

      “I don’t give a fuck what His Grace always said! I’m the bloody duke now, and it’s my fucking responsibility to fix this fucking mess he’s left me with. Now are you going to offer me some solutions or would you like this damned register shoved up your arse?” he said, waving the book he’d been staring at all day.

      Mr Garston turned red. “It’s not fixable, Your Grace. It would need a great deal of money⁠—”

      “I’m aware of that!” The duke rose from his seat and paced to the window. The prospect was dismal. The snow that had covered the ground for most of December, January, and half of February was beginning to thaw and making a hasty pudding of the grounds. The trees were bare and the sky leaden. So dark that he had been forced to light candles inside for days. “Once I get the money, what is the first step to repairing the neglect?”

      There was no answer, and Anthony turned, prepared to launch another verbal attack at this criminally stupid man, but stopped short. Garston had tears coursing down his cheeks. “I’m sorry, Your Grace! I don’t think I can do this. You’d best have my resignation.” And before Anthony could say anything further, the man left the room.

      Anthony stared after him with mixed feelings. The man was clearly incompetent, if not corrupt, but he knew the land and Anthony didn’t. He would just have to find someone else. Another task to add to the growing pile! There was no end to it. None of this improved his temper or his mood.

      “Your Grace?” A timid voice from the door interrupted his train of thought.

      “Yes?” he snapped.

      “Pastor Bridgeforth has called to see you.”

      “Pastor—” Anthony erupted. “Tell him I’m not home, imbecile! What part of ‘I’m not to be disturbed’ did not penetrate your thick skull? The last person I want to see is the blasted vicar! Now get out and bring me the damned brandy!”

      “Yes, Your Grace.”

      Pack of idiots, the lot of them! He fumed. He should sack the whole damned household and start over. There wasn’t one he could trust among them. He’d have brought his own servants from his house in Bedfordshire if he hadn’t already sent them to make the London house habitable.

      With a sigh, he shoved agitated fingers through his flaming red hair. Returning to the ledgers, he once more applied himself to the task of trying to understand the size of the debt he had inherited, and what, if anything, he could sell to defray it.
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      Peace reigned in the sitting room of the Earl and Countess of Stanton’s London house in Berkeley Square. The only audible sounds were the ticking of the ormolu clock on the mantelpiece and the crackle of the generous fire in the grate. The soft glow of candlelight was set just so to afford the lord excellent vision of the printed page and the lady of her embroidery. The earl was a handsome man in his early thirties of slim build and just above medium height, the countess a tall, slender lady with striking red hair and green eyes. Both were dressed as tastefully as their surroundings and appeared completely at ease in each other’s company.

      “Ow!” exclaimed the countess, sucking her thumb.

      “What is it, my dear?” The earl looked up from his book.

      “My concentration lapsed, and I stuck myself with the needle.” Her Ladyship used a handkerchief to absorb the drops of blood from the needle prick.

      “What were you thinking of, love?” he asked with a fond smile.

      Lady Anne put her embroidery aside with a sigh. “I heard the most awful tale of Anthony today, and I am trying not to believe it, but I fear it is true.”

      The earl put down his book and wrapped an arm round his wife’s shoulders.

      “I fear you are right, love. Most of the tales about my lamentable brother-in-law are true, the unsavoury ones at least.”

      She sank her flaming head onto his shoulder and sighed again. “That he killed Sir Barnabus Maltby in a duel last year.”

      “It is true.” He looked down at her ruefully.

      “And you never told me?” she said accusingly.

      “Neither did Anthony,” he pointed out.

      “He’s just my brother. You’re my husband; you’re supposed to tell me everything.”

      “Everything, sweetheart?” He cocked an eyebrow.

      “Everything that matters.”

      “It’s not a tale for a lady’s ears, and in any case, it occurred before we met.” He frowned at his boots, crossed at the ankles.

      “What was the point at issue?”

      “I understand the offence related to a lady.”

      “I expected as much. Who?”

      “Maltby’s wife.”

      Anne snorted. “Typical! Are there any other skeletons in his cupboard I don’t know about?”

      “Several, I should think. Maltby isn’t the only man he’s killed.”

      She sighed. “Do you think the dukedom will improve him or make him worse?”

      “I’ve no wish to offend you, my love, but I fear worse. His grandfather was no pattern card of rectitude.”

      “Grandpapa was as bad, if not worse than Anthony. They used to positively delight in fighting with each other.” She snuggled closer to Denzil. “I am so glad you are not quarrelsome, love. They made my life a misery, the pair of them.” The earl kissed his wife’s flaming curls and hugged her tighter.

      “As I am glad you did not inherit the Harcourt temper.”

      Silence followed this for a few moments before the earl remarked. “I forgot to tell you. I got a letter from my brother today. He and Viviana are coming home. It appears she is in the family way, and despite her declaring she doesn’t mind giving birth in a tent, Jack won’t have it. He tried to persuade her to come home alone, but you know Viviana.” The earl glanced down at his wife to see how she was taking this news. “She refused to leave him. So he plans to sell out to come home and settle down.”

      “That’s marvellous! How do you feel about it?” probed Lady Anne with a mild look of anxiety.

      “Love, whatever feelings I may have thought I had for my former fiancée have well and truly evaporated. They did so the moment I clapped eyes on you.”

      Anne settled back into his arm with a satisfied smile. “Well then, it is a fortunate thing that our son will have a playmate.”

      “Our—” The earl sat up with a shock. “You’re not!”

      “I am. I think.” She rested a hand low on her belly.

      “When were you going to tell me?” the earl asked with an edge of mild exasperation.

      “When I was certain, but the doctor seems to think it is likely. It might be a girl, of course.” She smiled with shy pleasure.

      “Anne, my dearest!” The earl enveloped her in a kiss that took some minutes. When the countess could speak again she said, rather flushed, “You’re pleased?”

      “Of course I’m pleased! As long as you are well?” he asked with an anxious survey of her face.

      “Fine as a fivepence so far.” Her smile widened.

      “I think,” said the earl softly, “we should have an early night.”
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      Six weeks later

      Diana wiped down the gaming tables with a damp cloth and moved the chairs back into place, working her way round the room, tidying as she went. The large chamber was empty, it being eight in the morning and the last of the clientele having left at seven. The air was stale with sweat, tobacco, alcohol fumes, and the faint, acrid smell of fear that men who’d lost everything left behind. The windows along the outer wall stood open in an attempt to shift the stale odour and refresh the room ahead of the new influx of clients expected just after noon. She gathered up a pack of cards that had been strewn across a table and fallen on the floor. She was just tidying them neatly into a stack when Connor Mor strode through the archway from the front saloon. He came over and slid an arm round her waist and attempted to plant a kiss on her cheek. She turned her head and it landed on her hair.

      “Good mornin’ my lovely,” he said with a smile creasing his handsome features. “Have you seen Garmon?”

      She eased out of his embrace and nodded to the door at the back of the room. “He’s in his office waiting for you, didn’t Carlos tell you?”

      “Yes, but I was busy.”

      “You know Uncle doesn’t like to be kept waiting,” she said patiently, avoiding his second attempt to kiss her.

      He sighed and inclined his head. “Any idea what he wants?”

      She shrugged and went back to wiping tables. His expression tightened with displeasure, and he headed towards the door to Garmon Lovell’s office. Passing into the room, he flicked the door behind him, but it didn’t close completely. With a glance round to make sure no one else was about, Diana scuttled over quietly and put her ear to the crack.

      There was silence for a few moments, only the scratching of a quill on parchment which told her that her uncle was keeping Connor waiting just as Connor had made him wait. Her lips twitched at the games men played to assert their power over one another. Connor was on the losing end of this one. It was Uncle that held the reins and paid their wages. Connor was as hostage to Garmon’s whims as she was. Her role was to grace the tables for the entertainment of the guests. As Uncle Garmon covered all her living expenses and gowns, he didn’t see the need to pay her an actual wage. Fortunately for her, the tips were generous. Not that he stinted her on dresses and such, but it was nice to have some money to call her own. She had been saving as much of it as she could for her plan in case she ever got the opportunity to execute it.

      “I have an assignment for you, Connor.” Her uncle’s gravelly drawl came to her clearly through the crack in the door.

      “Aye?”

      “The sixth Duke of Mowbray is dead and his debts haven’t been paid. He owes me thirty-five thousand pounds, and I want my money.”

      “A bit difficult if the man’s dead.”

      “I want you to collect it from his heir, Harcourt. I understand he’s holed up in Leicestershire at Harcourt Place. I have it on the best authority that he is planning on coming to London with a collection of jewels worth at least as much as the debt his grandfather owed me. I want you to get those jewels and bring them to me. My informant tells me he plans to ride, alone. He should be easy pickings.”

      The loud thudding of Diana’s pulse in her ears obscured Connor’s response to this request as she leaned against the wall, her legs weak with excitement. At last, an opportunity to secure what was rightfully hers and put her plan into action. She removed her apron, draped the cleaning cloth over a chair back and left the room rapidly, almost running up the stairs to her room.

      Changing quickly into breeches, boots, and a heavy, serviceable cloak, she picked up the bag she had already packed for this adventure and stole down the back stairs to the mews. Here she swiftly saddled her horse Sugar, a gift from her father, and urged it quietly out of the back alley and into the London street. She needed to be away from St James’s before anyone noticed she was gone.
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      Anthony was not in a good mood. But then, when was he ever? His thoughts on this occasion were darker than usual. He knew he was not a good man and had spent most of his life not regretting it. But his crowning iniquity, shooting his sister Anne, had given him pause. Admittedly, it was an accident. In fact, it was Anne’s fault for getting in the way of two men in the throes of a duel. But the act, accident or not, caused him some angst. It had come at the end of a day of heinous acts, for which he had been resoundingly punished by a beautiful woman and the man she loved. That rankled. For a man who never admitted to loving anyone, he had come whisker-close to loving Viviana Torrington, and the loss still itched like a healing wound.

      If he believed in God, which he didn’t, he would think the Almighty was trying to punish him. For on top of all the misfortune that dogged him as a result of his attempt to force Viviana to marry him, he was now saddled with the biggest problem of all.

      Refilling his glass of scotch and staring morosely into the fire, he loosened his lace cravat and sighed. He should be happy. He’d inherited his grandfather’s title and estate, which he had long coveted, but it was a poisoned chalice. For the estate was mortgaged to the hilt and drowning in debt—a debt he had no way of servicing, as he had just discovered after two months of attempting to break the entail. He was saddled with it; he couldn’t sell any part of it. He had made a list of everything he could sell, yet he feared it still wasn’t enough to put a serious dent in the looming pile of debt he was facing. But he had to try.

      Tomorrow he would ride to London to sell the most precious items in his grandfather’s collection. A set of heirlooms that miraculously, through all his vicissitudes, the old man had hung onto. He could have given the task to his grandfather’s man of affairs, but he didn’t trust the old devil. He wanted to see for himself how much the haul would realise. But he knew it wouldn’t be enough. He needed another way to restore his fortunes. His original plan to marry an heiress was still the most likely way out of this mess, albeit one he was strangely reluctant to embrace after the disastrous failure with Viviana.

      He smiled sardonically at the flames, remembering the damage she had inflicted on him. Remembering the fire in her eyes and her stunning beauty, her luscious figure that drove him wild with wanting her. Could any woman ever eclipse her? He doubted it. He’d kept a string of mistresses and had affairs with multiple married women, and none had come close to trapping him. Not until he fell victim to Viviana’s wild spirit and stunning dark beauty.

      But then again, when had he ever expected to find love in marriage? He knew better than that. Love was an illusion, at best a fleeting thing of physical passion, soon burnt out and turned to bitter ashes. The example of his parents’ marriage had taught him that. His mother’s affairs, his father’s fury and retaliatory flaunting of his mistresses. The crocodile tears and shouting, the broken furniture, and in some ways the worst part of all: the brief peace when they made it up in passionate and extravagant style. All the while, Anthony waited for the next betrayal to tear it all down again. His parents’ passionate on-again, off-again love affair had made his childhood a tumultuous saga of drama and bitterness. It engendered both a deep-seated anger towards the world and a bitter distrust of women in particular. There was only one woman he trusted, his little sister Annie, and he’d shot her for fuck’s sake! He winced internally and swallowed another fiery shot of whisky. Love was an illusion and not for the likes of him.

      But the happiness Annie had found with Denzil Elliot, the Earl of Stanton, caused a persistent, thin thread of hope to rear its head, only to be quashed with a resounding slap. He neither needed nor wanted love. Because, whispered a voice softly in the back of his head, you don’t deserve it.

      His lip curled viciously, and he threw his glass at the fireplace. This did little to assuage his feelings. He picked up the decanter and took several large swallows of the fiery amber liquid. It burned his throat and warmed his stomach, and a familiar temporary peace spread through his body, chasing the shadows of doubt away. For now.
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        * * *

      

      Mid-morning the following day

      Connor Mor approached the dairy at Harcourt House via a circuitous route, as he had no desire to advertise his presence to anyone of note in the household. In his experience, his best informants were chambermaids or dairy maids. In this case the dairy, located at the rear of the premises away from the immediate view of the house, seemed an ideal location to find an obliging maid to give him the information he sought.

      Propping himself against the door-jamb of the dairy, he enjoyed the view of a young woman bent over, reaching for something on a low shelf. She located a large earthenware dish and straightened, her face slightly flushed. As she turned, humming a tune, she caught sight of him and squeaked, almost dropping the dish.

      He leaped forward and caught it. “Don’t be alarmed, my dear!” he said with his trademark smile. “I mean you no harm.”

      “Who are you?” she asked, her eyes going wide as she took in his face and form. Setting down the dish absently, she fiddled with a curl that had come loose from her bun, and he stepped closer to capitalise on the effect of his presence.

      “I was wonderin’,” he said, stepping closer again, “if you could tell me if the duke was at home?”

      “You’ve just missed him. Left at the crack he did, well on the road to Lunnon by now.”

      Connor suppressed a curse and produced a coin, which he flipped carelessly. “Was he riding or did he take the coach, given the weather?”

      “Oh, he was riding, mad he is. Worse than the old duke, and he was a curmudgeon and no mistake! The new duke, though.” She grimaced. “Glad to see the back o’ him, we are! Nastiest temper this side of hell if you ask me. Allus was according to Mrs Graves, she’s the housekeeper. All of the Harcourts are hellraisers. Seemed to me, though, he was like a wounded animal, snarling at everyone and snapping their heads off for no good reason.”

      “Was he riding alone?”

      “Oh aye, mighty fond of his own company he is. Mind you, I daresay nobody’d abide him if they didn’t a have to. The neighbours all tried to call, and he wouldn’t have a bar of any of ’em.”

      He flipped her the coin, which she caught and pocketed expertly. “Thank you, my sweet. Got a kiss for a traveller?”

      She dimpled and offered her face with a smile. He lifted her chin with a finger and kissed her pretty lips. “You’ve not seen me, aye?”

      She cocked her head and said saucily, “For another kiss I’ll undertake to be as blind as Mother Hubbard.”

      He grinned and took her in his arms to execute a thorough kiss.

      He left her pink-faced and swollen-lipped, waving to him from the door of the dairy as he picked his way back to his horse through mud and remounted, heading out into the gathering gloom. It would be pissing down in sheets before the day was over, he predicted morosely. The duke wasn’t the only one suffering from a bad temper. Connor’s normally sunny disposition was suffering mightily for this wild goose chase.
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        * * *

      

      The duke was well on the road to London by mid-morning, riding his gelding Midnight. It was beastly cold, and threatening rain. There was still no sun, the skies being leaden and dark like every day before it. He had sent his valet with the coach and his luggage ahead of him, content to ride in spite of the inclement weather. It suited his mood, which hadn’t improved overnight.

      Once he reached London, he would sell the collection in his saddlebag and then turn his attention to finding an heiress to marry. It was the only course open to him at this juncture; he didn’t have enough funds to win back a fortune at the tables, as much as he would prefer that avenue. The prospect of tying himself for life to a woman he would no doubt despise in a matter of months filled him with a depressing lack of enthusiasm.

      He’d call on his sister Anne and seek her assistance in finding him a suitable bride. There must be an heiress or two in this year’s crop of debutantes. But none to rival Viviana, the voice in his head taunted. With an internal growl of frustration, he pushed thoughts of Viviana away. She was out of his reach now, but acknowledging that didn’t stop him from indulging a pleasantly distracting dream of spitting her spouse, Captain Jack Elliot, on the end of a rapier. But no, killing Jack would make her loathe him all the more. Viviana had never been his, despite his deeply held conviction at the time that she was made for him.

      He shook himself out of his melancholy, taking in his surroundings. The road was muddy, rutted, and narrow at this point, with thick brush on either side. The light was poor, despite it being only midday, and looking at the sky, he was likely to get a drenching before long. He pulled his hat down over his face and hauled his thick woollen cloak round him against the sudden flurry of icy wind. It might even snow, he concluded morosely.

      He was rudely jerked out of his thoughts when a cloaked and masked youth on a dappled grey mare emerged into the road in front of him. The slender figure was brandishing a pistol and rasped in a high-pitched voice, “Stand and deliver!” Utter surprise made his jaw drop.

      

      Diana, her heart thumping wildly in her breast, held the pistol steady and repeated her command.

      “Stand and deliver, sirrah!”

      Her quarry brought his mount to a halt and sat looking at her. He was very like his grandsire by all accounts, but then red hair, those distinctive dark brows, and blue eyes were hard to mistake. At least she had the right man. She hadn’t expected him to be so big, however; he seemed huge, swathed in a dark cloak on the back of a large black horse.

      Tightening her grip on the pistol, she said grimly, “Dismount, step away from your horse, and put your hands behind your head.”

      Her victim’s lips twitched in amusement. “And if I don’t?” His voice was deep, and an involuntary shiver ran down her spine. No doubt prompted by the chill wind.

      “I shall be forced to shoot you, sir.”

      “It’s Your Grace, actually,” he said apologetically, but infuriatingly still did not budge from the back of his horse.

      She clenched her teeth and said, “Mowbray, please dismount and do as I say. Or I will shoot you!”

      “You know who I am.” The smile evaporated slowly from his handsome face, and he frowned.

      “Of course I do. Now get down!” she said with growing asperity.

      “I don’t think so,” he drawled. His right hand, which had been resting on the pommel of his saddle, slipped beneath his cloak. Diana caught the movement and, guessing that he was going for his gun, took aim and fired.

      The report of the pistol was loud in the damp air. Smoke wafted from the weapon, making her nose twitch as the horse reared and its rider lurched in the saddle. Bringing the horse under control with his knees, he brought his hand up to his shoulder. “You hit me!” His indignant voice made her bite back an hysterical laugh.

      “I told you I would!” she said, reaching for her second pistol and raising it. “Do I have to do it again?”

      His hand came away bloody from his shoulder, and the growing stain spread through the fabric of his cloak. He swayed in the saddle, his face blanching with pain.

      “Damn! Not again!” His voice was hoarse and faint.

      Diana watched in alarm as he sagged sideways, and she leaped from her own horse but could do nothing to stop him sliding off the horse into the mud. He was too heavy for her to hold, and all she could do was ease him onto the muddy ground. He smelt of something spicy: sandalwood? A little shiver skated over her skin as she took in his pallor and the lines in his face that spoke of pain.

      She had meant to graze him, but it seemed she may have hit a more vital spot than she intended. She bent over him, lifting the cloak to inspect the wound as panic skated along her nerves, making her breathing erratic and her vision blurry. The bullet had torn through the cloak, coat, and shirt beneath, and his arm was bloody to the elbow, the wound in his shoulder seeping conspicuously.

      His hat had come off as she lowered him to the ground, revealing the full glory of his red hair. His pallor was alarming, and he appeared to have lost consciousness. Her heart contracted with near panic, but the purpose of this ill-fated event was at her hand. She forced herself to rise, stepped over him, and went to the saddlebags, searching through them feverishly for the object she sought.

      In the first, she found a shirt, stockings, and two neckcloths. In the second one, under another shirt and waistcoat, she found a heavy drawstring bag. She pulled the neck of the bag open and looked inside. A collection of jewels met her gaze: necklaces, bracelets, and the piece she was looking for—her mother’s brooch. A large four-leaf clover design with emeralds for each of the leaves, set in gold. She slipped the brooch into her pocket and seized the two neckcloths, refastening the clasps on the saddlebags.

      Diana returned to the duke and bent over him. Her pulse thumping wildly, she pulled back the cloak to reveal his torn jacket. As she had already noted, the arm was soaked to the elbow. Using one neckcloth as a pad, she wrapped the other as tightly as she could around his shoulder. He came round just as she was tying it off. His eyes fluttered then opened widely, and a big hand grasped her upper arm.

      “Who are you?” His breathing was laboured, and his blue eyes bored into her, fierce and dark with a smouldering rage that hit her in the solar plexus.

      She swallowed, striving to cover the flutter of heat that went through her like a bolt of lightning. Her pulse skipped and jumped with fear, but she couldn’t stop the flush that rolled up her neck to her cheeks. Fortunately, the mask covered the upper half of her face and the light was dim enough that he might not notice her embarrassment.

      Had he penetrated her disguise? Divined her gender? She was conscious of a strong sense of his masculinity, despite his seemingly helpless position, lying prone in the middle of the road. He was exceedingly handsome, and angry. Very angry. Her stomach muscles tightened with a thrill of fear and something else. His mouth, those beautifully carved lips, showed a grimace of pain.

      “My name would mean nothing to you, Your Grace. The tourniquet should stop the bleeding.” She pulled at his grip, but his fingers tightened, digging into her arm painfully.

      “Help me up,” he said, squeezing her arm savagely.

      She shook her head and tugged her arm out of his tight hold. It pulsed, aching from the bite of his fingers; he would have left bruises.Backing away, she said, “I will send someone to help you.”

      “Damn you, come back here!” He tried to get his feet under him and fell back into the mud, cursing.

      She scrambled away from him, her heart thudding. How could she do this? She mounted her mare, Sugar, and turned her, setting off down the road at full pelt. Just before the bend in the road hid him from her sight, she looked back to see him on his knees, one hand reaching for the saddle strap to pull himself up. Rounding the bend, she urged the mare into a gallop. She scanned the hedges on either side of the road for sign of a house or hostelry where she could leave word of his plight, hating herself for leaving him. If he should die . . . Her heart thudded in time with the mares’ hooves, and she resisted the urge to turn back. She had what she came for; she just needed to get away. If he caught her, she would hang or, at best, be transported. Neither fate was how she planned her life to go. Touching the brooch in her pocket with one gloved hand, she sent a prayer to her mother’s departed soul and spurred Sugar onward.
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        * * *

      

      Anthony swayed in the saddle, his vision darkening, and for a moment he thought he might pass out again. Nausea rolled through him in waves. Cold seeped through his sodden cloak, making him shudder, and pain radiated from his shoulder like a lighthouse beacon, pulsing with his heartbeat. By some damnable mischance, the confounded miscreant had hit the wound Viviana gave him three months ago. The shock and searing pain of the bullet hitting his left shoulder had made him reel and lose consciousness, and he barely remembered sliding from the saddle to the ground. When he’d come to, it was to the tug of the makeshift tourniquet the villain had tied to his shoulder. He supposed he should be grateful the young varmint had done even that for him, but what possessed the creature to hold him up in the first place?

      He checked his pockets for his fob watch and wallet. Both were still there, as were his heavy signet ring and the pin in his cravat. Not simple robbery, then. He slewed round in the saddle, reaching for the saddlebag that contained the jewels, and feeling with his good hand, he found the bag and hefted its weight. The jewels were there too. What in damnation did the devil want? What was worth shooting him for? Was it some enemy he had wronged? But who? No one that fitted the youth’s likeness occurred to him. Surely no one would hire such a stripling to shoot him in the middle of the day on the London Road? It made no sense. But then, his mind was fuddled with pain. Perhaps something would occur to him when he was clearer-headed.

      Anthony reached into his pocket, took out his flask of whisky, and took a generous swig. Ignoring the screaming pain in his shoulder, he kicked Midnight into a walk. The horse had been remarkably docile throughout the proceedings. He patted him in gratitude and increased the pace, which jarred his shoulder abominably. He had to catch the damned thief and make him talk. He would get to the bottom of this mystery, and the menace would be strung up for his knavery. He had balls, though, he must give him that. He’d shown no fear, just a kind of desperate exasperation.

      The jolting pace of the trot was unbearable, and he spurred Midnight into a canter. Could Midnight catch the mare? He was a bigger animal with longer strides. A strange horse for a highwayman to be riding. More a lady’s mount than⁠—

      A memory surfaced: the scent of rosewater underlying the faint salty tang of sweat and leather that clung to the thief as he—no, she!—bent over him. Below the mask, the soft jaw-line, innocent of any hint of whiskers . . . the shapely lips, rose pink and kissably full . . . The body had been swathed head to toe in a long cloak, boots and breeches hinted at beneath, a jacket, waistcoat and neckcloth, gloves on his hands, and that damnable loo mask. A female, though, under all that, he’d swear.

      What would drive a woman to such a desperate and foolhardy act? He didn’t know, but he was damned well going to find out. He urged Midnight into a gallop as great drops of icy rain began to fall and the crack of thunder reverberated round the hills to either side. This was followed almost immediately by the slash of lightning forking to the ground up ahead. The duke bared his teeth in a grimace and hunkered down in the saddle. That little wretch was going to pay for putting a hole in his shoulder, and she wasn’t going to like the price!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Six

          

        

      

    

    
      The rain was torrential and the road was soon awash with mud. The intermittent thunder and lightning made Sugar jumpy, forcing her to slow to a walk. Diana was soaked to the skin in short order. She removed the velvet mask so she could see. Not that it helped much. The rain was so heavy and the light so dim, it was like riding through a waterfall at dawn when the sun had not yet breached the horizon. Visibility was barely a foot or two in front or behind and even worse, rain lashed her face, making it impossible to see anyway. She was shrouded in a curtain of icy water in a grey and muddy landscape. She kept doggedly on, her head down to protect her face from the incessant rain, fervently hoping the tempest would ease soon; such a heavy storm couldn’t last long, surely.

      Minutes later, Sugar balked, tossing her head and neighing but refusing to budge one step further. Squinting through the rain, Diana made out the shape of a fallen tree, its great trunk and thick branches blocking the road.

      “Damn and blast!” she muttered. There was no help for it—she would have to leave the road to get past the tree. Backing Sugar up, she sought the edge of the road and a break in the hedges that bounded it. She had to go back a fair way to find one and then persuade a reluctant Sugar to jump the water-filled ditch to reach the field beyond. The ditch was almost a small stream by now, muddy water eddying around stones and clumps of grass, overflowing onto the road and into the field, turning it into a marsh. She got Sugar over it safely, and they splashed through the puddles towards higher ground.

      The rain began to ease slightly, and she spied a stand of trees ahead that offered some hope of shelter. She set Sugar in that direction just as another thunderclap and lightning strike rent the air; it was so close it made her body jolt and Sugar screamed with fright, bolting for the trees. She shouted, trying to bring Sugar under control, but the mare ignored her, heading hell for leather towards the spinney. They reached the trees and Sugar slowed and then stopped, dropping her head, her sides heaving. The canopy lessened the fall of water and muffled some of the sound. It also blocked most of what little ambient light there was. Diana dismounted and patted the mare, trying to soothe her, even though her own pulse was jumpy and her nerves shredded. That last lightning bolt had been too damned close for comfort.

      The thunder rolled again, but this time it was further away and the rain noticeably eased a bit more. The storm was passing. Diana heaved a sigh of relief and sat down on a large above-ground tree root, a sudden weakness flooding through her limbs. She began to shake and realised dimly that she was suffering from the effects of delayed shock. She wrapped her sodden cloak more tightly round her and clenched her teeth against their chattering.

      She shouldn’t have left him, not in this foul storm. Even if he managed to get himself into the saddle, he would likely pass out again. What if her bandage hadn’t stopped the bleeding? He could bleed to death. He needed medical treatment; the bullet was still lodged in his shoulder. He could be dead by now! Thoughts stabbed at her, accusatory, blaming. Her stomach roiled and she swallowed bile. She closed her eyes, rocking herself in her distress, tears seeping out and mingling with the rainwater on her cheeks.

      The mare snorted, forcing her eyes open in a sudden premonition of danger. Her heart thudded with alarm, her nerves shattered as another distant roll of thunder sounded, followed by a distant flash. In the snatch of light, a shape moved in the darkness. She rose to her feet slowly, trying to track the movement of the shape, which resolved itself into the outline of a horse and rider, heading in her direction.

      Sugar tossed her head and neighed, shifting her feet restlessly, and the other horse answered, moving more swiftly towards them. A great black shadow with a swaying figure atop its back, swathed in a dark cloak and a wide brimmed old-fashioned hat. It was him! How he had found her she didn’t know, but the fact that he had meant he was still alive, and that consideration outweighed all others for the moment. Even the threat he represented faded in the face of her relief at not being a murderer—yet!

      “Found you!” rasped that deep, delicious voice as he swayed dangerously in the saddle. Diana went to his stirrup as he dismounted heavily, leaning against his horse’s flank. It was too late to run, and concern for him kept her still in any case. Would he recognise her?

      “Sir, you’re hurt!” she said, tipping her head back to look him in the face. She’d been right: He was big, well over six foot and broad through the shoulders.

      “Aye, and it’s your fault!” he said, his hand reaching out to grab her arm. “But you won’t escape me again, you little wretch. What did you mean by it?”

      “I don’t know what you’re talking about sir,” she said, trying to pull her arm out of his iron grip. She would have bruises all up and down her arms before this day was over. The man was a brute. He was clearly not at death’s door as she had feared. But that didn’t mean he wouldn’t die of his injuries if he didn’t receive medical attention, and soon.

      “Don’t lie to me,” he hissed, shaking her. “I recognise your horse. There can’t be two women masquerading as boys loose on the London Road on a day like this!”

      She sighed and shook a wet hank of hair out of her face. The pins had come loose, and her hair was tumbling out from under her hat.

      The rain had stopped and the cloud cover lightened sufficiently that they could now see each other’s faces.

      “Who are you and what the bloody hell do you mean by holding me up and shooting me?”

      Her heart thumped and skipped, and she swallowed, trying to think of a reason for her bizarre behaviour other than the truth. “It was a wager!” she blurted.

      His eyes widened, and he surveyed her face with cynical scorn. “I don’t believe you. If you were the stripling you counterfeited to be I might, for young boys are monumentally stupid, but no girl would do such a thing for such a paltry reason.”

      She shrugged and looked away. “Believe what you like, it’s the truth.”

      He shook his head, the movement of which caught in the corner of her eye. He let go of her arm and reached with his good hand to turn her face up to his. “You're a lady by your diction, young and”—his eyes surveyed her face, his mouth twitching up in a slight smile that made something warm bloom in her centre of her chest—“very pretty.”

      She flushed and tried to move her head, but his fingers held her still and his eyes burned into hers with a look that sent that rush of heat lower.

      “Ladies don’t normally get around in breeches and shoot strangers on the highway. I repeat, who are you, and what are you about?”

      She bit her lip and looked at him mulishly.

      “Well, I suppose they don’t need your name to string you up!” he said viciously, squeezing her jaw.

      “Ah!” she cried out in sudden pain.

      He let her go instantly, an expression she couldn’t read flitting across his face. He turned away a moment, his good hand clenching by his side. The other hung uselessly, bloody water still dripping off the cloth and staining his hand. “I’m sorry, my damnable temper!” he muttered. His words were so low she had to strain to hear them.

      Her stomach muscles tightened, and she wondered what it would take to get away from him. He was dangerous. He was also wounded, and that was her fault. He could have her arrested, yet she needed to ensure he got proper medical attention before she escaped his clutches, or she would never be able to live with herself. She swallowed, a plan beginning to form in her head.

      “Is your wound still bleeding?” she asked, watching him warily.

      “I don’t know,” he said, sounding tired. “It hurts like the devil. You hit a previous wound and reopened it.”

      “Oh, well, you must have moved, I only meant to graze you. I’m quite a good shot as a rule.”

      “Are you now?” he turned back to face her, his expression sardonic. “Quite the accomplished damsel, aren’t you?”

      She grimaced. “I’ve no end of accomplishments, Your Grace, none of which belong in the drawing room.”

      “I gathered as much.” He scowled at her in frustration. “At the risk of repeating myself, what is your damned name? You obviously know mine.”

      “I do, Your Grace. Anthony Harcourt, seventh Duke of Mowbray.”

      He bowed in acknowledgement and waited. She sighed and curtsied in return. “I am Diana Lovell. Miss Diana Lovell.”

      His eyebrows rose, and then he frowned in effort of recall. “Lovell? The only Lovell I know is Lord Peter Lovell⁠—”

      “My father,” she admitted, a flush she couldn’t suppress rising to her cheeks. “He’s dead⁠—”

      “Killed by my grandsire!” He glared at her. “So, that is it? Revenge? Did you mean to kill me, then?”

      “No! Of course not!”

      “I don’t think I believe you. You’re just not as good a shot as you claim.”

      “No! I swear, I’m no murderer. Why would I bandage your arm if I meant you to die? I could have left you to bleed out, I didn’t do that.”

      “Then what reason did you have for holding me up?” He reached for her again and the horse shifted, nudging his injured shoulder.

      “Fuck!” he said loudly, clutching his arm. His eyes closed and his teeth bit down on his lower lip. His face was appreciably whiter than moments before, and he swayed on his feet.

      She grabbed him round the waist, taking some of his weight as he sagged, his breathing hoarse. “Damn!” he said, putting an arm round her to steady himself. “There’s a flask in my breast pocket. Get it out, will you?”

      She reached in under his jacket, her hand encountering the cloth of his waistcoat and the heat of his body, the muscles beneath. Her fingers stayed over his chest a moment and then turned to find the pocket and withdraw the flask. His arm tightened momentarily about her waist and a wave of heat rolled through her body, staining her cheeks. She pulled back, unscrewed the cap, and offered him the flask. His good hand came up to take it from her.

      “Thank you.” He took a draught, his eyes closed. After a second sip, he opened his eyes and offered the flask to her. “Here, it will warm you. You’re soaked and freezing.”

      Could he feel her shaking? It wasn’t the cold but his proximity that had her trembling like a ninny. This man was big and dangerous, even injured as he was. He could overpower her if he chose. She had met many men through the gaming hell over the years but none who affected her as he did. She took the flask and tipped it up, taking a long swallow. The fiery liquid filled her mouth and slid down her throat, exploding in a warm burst in her belly, fanning out from her solar plexus and steadying her nerves.

      She wiped her mouth with her sleeve and offered it back. “Thank you.”

      “Put it back in my pocket,” he said, his voice husky and low. She blinked up at him, her lips parting slightly as he tightened his grip on her waist with his good arm. She rescrewed the cap, reached up, and pushed the flask back into the pocket. Her hand slid out and dragged across his stomach to come to rest on his hip. Her pulse beat faster and her ill-disguised bosom swelled as she pulled in a desperate breath, her fingers flexing on his hip. His eyes, molten blue, blazed down at her, holding her mesmerised. “You make a very pretty youth, Miss Lovell,” he murmured, lowering his head.

      His intent was clear; he meant to kiss her, and she should be shoving him away, kneeing him in the cods even. She’d had plenty of practice evading unwelcome advances from men since she had entered her uncle’s employ at the gaming hell. But with dawning comprehension, she realised she didn’t want to push him away. Just for once, she wanted to feel what it was like to be kissed by an attractive man who knew what he was doing. And she had absolutely no doubt the duke would know what he was about—his reputation was every bit as bad as his grandsire’s had been.

      And perhaps that was his weakness. She needed some way to dissuade him from handing her over to a magistrate to be sentenced.

      

      Anthony, dizzy with pain and loss of blood, wondered for a moment if he had lost consciousness again and had fallen into a fever dream. How else to account for the sensation of being burned alive by the press of her body against his? The heat between them was palpable, and he knew the moment she realised it by the change in her eyes, which he discovered were a disconcerting violet grey. It was impossible to tell the colour of her hair, for it was wet, but he suspected an unremarkable brown like her eyebrows. Her skin was flawless and soft, as soft as her enticing mouth. His arm tightened around her slender waist, pressing the soft cushions of her breasts against his chest. Everything about her was damnably, deliciously soft. Without further thought, he lowered his head and pressed his lips to hers.

      The tingling explosion of pleasure took his breath and poleaxed him with a surge of lust that thickened and lengthened his cock in instant, burning need. The pain in his shoulder was forgotten in the avalanche of pleasure flooding his body as her lips pressed back and parted for his tongue.
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            About Revenge on the Devil

          

        

      

    

    
      A man with no heart.

      Until he meets her.

      A stubborn independent widow, in need of his protection, ironically from himself.

      

      Seven nights of passion. Will either of them survive with their hearts intact?

       

      Garmon Lovell has never allowed himself to love anyone. Until he meets her.

      A man hardened by his past and obsessed with exacting revenge on those who have wronged him. When his men mistakenly capture Genevra Tate, a determined woman desperate to hang onto her late husband's Tavern, Garmon finds himself irresistibly drawn to her strength as much as her luminous beauty.

      A passion like she has never known…but it will take more than passion to mend Genevra’s shattered heart.

      Genevra swears she will never trust a man again. To buy a stay of execution on her husband's gambling debt, Genevra offers the only currency she has: a night in Garmon's bed.

      

      The sparks that fly between them could set London on fire.

      

      As the hard man falls hard, Garmon’s tender care for her, threatens Genevra’s vulnerable heart. Yet when disaster strikes, is there anywhere else to turn, but to the man who swears he will kill and die for her?

      Revenge on the Devil is the searingly passionate 3rd book in the Villain’s Redemption Steamy Regency Romance series. If you like strong but soft-centred heroes, steamy passion, tender and touching romance with all the feels, then you’ll love Wren St Claire’s heart-rending Steamy Regency Romance.

      

      What readers are saying about Revenge on the Devil

      10* please! This is awesome![image: red heart]

      Reviewed in the United Kingdom on November 6, 2023

      Verified Purchase

      If you want a hot steamy romance with plenty of deadly excitement (and who doesnt?!) then this is for you. I went through every emotion reading this and was reminded of one of Grimms dark fairytales! Please give this book a try and once you've done so read the whole series cos they're all brill!!! [image: two hearts][image: fire][image: heart with arrow][image: revolving hearts]

      

      “Hot and tender, this book will melt your heart – and your kindle!” readers comment.

      

      "This was such an amazing story! It's rare to find such a good book with the ability to move me to tears, has the steam and makes me happy all in the same book." - readers comment
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        Chapter 1

      

      

      June 1815

      Genevra Tate looked up from her vigorous polishing of the beer engine handle, as a new customer strolled into the tap room. Welcome summer sunlight, streaked through the mullioned windows, across floorboards worn and grey with scrubbing, taking the morning chill off the air. It was mid-morning and only a handful of the regulars were present, muttering into their tankards of porter or sharing a coffee-pot and late breakfast.

      She tracked the stranger as he wandered in, looked about and spied her at the bar. He smiled, drawing an answering smile from her. He was tall, well-made and handsome, with unfashionably long dark hair and a dark stubble on his jaw. His clothes were casual but of good quality, he had eschewed a hat, jacket and neckcloth in deference to the summer heat, and wore only a shirt and waistcoat with well fitted breeches and boots.

      “Good morning, sir,” she said. “Would you care for a drink?”

      “I would at that me darlin’,” he said with a striking Irish accent. As he came closer, she got the full effect of his startlingly dark blue eyes. “A half pot of porter,” he said leaning on the bar and smiling with blatant admiration.

      Genevra fetched a pewter pot and pulled the handle of the beer engine to dispense the porter, the dark liquid forming a thick, delicious, creamy head on top. Pausing at halfway to let it settle, she looked up at her customer and said encouragingly, “Would you like a bite to eat with that?”

      “No, thank you sweetheart. I’ve just eaten.”

      She topped up the rest of the pot.

      “Ah, thank you,” he said, receiving the pot from her and taking a long draught. “That’s a fine drop.”

      “Whittaker’s” she said, flicking a stray strawberry blonde curl behind her ear as she wiped down the bench.

      He nodded. “Would Jacob Tate be around me darling’? I’ve a mite of business with him.”

      Genevra’s heart skipped a beat. “What would your business be with Jacob?”

      “That would be my business, love. Can you direct me to him?”

      “He’s buried in the St Giles Church cemetery six feet under!” she said with perhaps more venom than the situation warranted. After all the man was dead and couldn’t hurt her anymore.

      Her customer pursed his lips in consternation. “Can you tell me who the publican of this fine establishment might be then?”

      “That would be me. Genevra Tate. Jacob’s widow.” She held out her hand. “And who might you be?”

      “Connor Mor at your service Ma’am. Delighted to make your acquaintance. Forgive me manners, I tort you was the bar maid.”

      “It’s a common mistake Mr Mor, how may I help you?”

      He leaned in and said softly, “It’s a matter of some delicacy, you may want to do this in private Ma’am.”

      She eyed him suspiciously for a moment and then waved him round the bar to the office behind it. She showed him into a small square wood panelled room, dominated by a scratched desk and two battered chairs.

      “Well?” she said, her arms crossed.

      “It’s a matter of some debts,” he said apologetically, and her heart sank. She had enough debt as it was. What had Jacob done?

      “How much? And to whom?”

      “The debt is owed to Mr Garmon Lovell, of Lovells’ gaming hell in St James Street.” He handed her a slip of paper he had taken from his waistcoat pocket.

      She took it with a hand that trembled slightly and opened the paper. She couldn’t believe what her eyes were seeing.

      “Five hundred pounds?” Her voice squeaked in outrage. She thrust the paper back at him. “I do not believe you. My husband could not have incurred such a monstrous debt.”

      He refused to take the paper. “I assure you that he did Mrs Tate.”

      “Where's the proof?”

      He took another piece of paper from his pocket and held it up for her to read. It was an I.O.U. signed by Jacob for five hundred pounds to Garmon Lovell and dated to January 9th, 1815. It was undoubtedly Jacob’s handwriting. She groped for the chair behind her and sat down heavily. “My God,” she whispered. “It’s a fortune!”

      “You note the date Mrs Tate. That is six months ago. Mr Lovell has been very patient, but he really must insist the debt be paid in full by the end of the week.”

      “The end of the week?” she jumped up. “That’s impossible! I had no notion of this debt until this very moment. I cannot summon five hundred pounds out of thin air! You must give me time- I -”

      “As I pointed out Mrs Tate, Mr Lovell has been very patient. He requires that the debt be paid immediately. I will call again at the end of the week.” His expression had hardened, and she shivered. “I can assure you, that should you not have the required funds Mr Lovell will take steps to recover the amount from you by means you will not like.” He shook his head. “I should not like to see violence perpetrated against such a lovely lady as yourself my dear, but business, as they say, is business.”

      She shuddered, terror slicing down her spine. “Get out!” she said, pointing to the door.

      He bowed. “Good day to you Mrs Tate. Thank you for the fine porter. I will see you on Friday.”

      He turned to leave the room, and she followed him. “It’s four pence!” Holding out her hand. He turned, fished in his pocket and dropped the coins into her palm.

      “Good day Ma’am.”

      He turned and sauntered out, cool as you please. She fumed and then reaction set in, her knees gave out, and she went back into the office, collapsing into the chair shaking with terror.

      The look in Mr Mor’s eyes as he threatened her with violence just brought it all back. She bit her lip hard, to stop its trembling, and blinked back tears. She would not cry, damn it! Jacob was dead and could not harm her anymore. Yet he could reach beyond the grave to haunt her with his unpaid debts, bringing terror and financial hardship to her door. When would it end? When would she be rid of him? He was like a curse.

      “Mrs Tate?” Annie one of the barmaids called out from the tap. Pulling herself together with an effort, she plastered a smile on her face and went to the door.

      “Yes Annie.”

      “There you are! Joe says can you come down to the cellar, something about rats?” Annie shuddered. “I’ll mind the tap for you.”

      “Thank you, Annie,” she said wearily and headed towards the cellar to manage the immediate crisis. Mr Lovell’s debt would have to wait until she had a spare moment to address it.

      

      
        
        Chapter 2

      

      

      A few hours earlier

      The room in which Mr Garmon Lovell sat, was quite pleasant, particularly given its location in Monmouth Court, Saint Giles in the notorious district of Seven Dials. A fresh coat of paint to the walls, panes of glass in the windows and a sturdy door with a lock, did much to restore the room and the building in which it was situated above a bookshop and printers, and gave it a certain éclat.

      The row of urchins before him certainly thought so and were suitably overawed. This collection of the scaff and raff of the street were, to a child, small, under-nourished, filthy and scabrous. They also stank of the Thames in which they spent quite a bit of their time. That notwithstanding, they were valuable to Garmon as the cogs of his vast information network. He paid them five pence a day and a meal, to fatten them up, but he suspected most of the money and the food went to their families, because the little varmints continued to be skinny and malodorous no matter his efforts. Having briefed them for their day’s work, he dismissed them. He listened to them pad downstairs on dirty, bare feet and into the street where they would disperse to their posts for the day, returning at dusk to receive their wages and meal and be replaced by the night shift.

      The idea of using street urchins for his spy network was not his. He had learned it from his mentor, the Chevalier De Salle–purportedly a French émigré fled the terror in Paris-, on the streets of Brussels, where he served an apprenticeship as a youth and young man, learning the ways of an adventurer, which including aping the manner of a gentleman, as well as how to fleece an ignorant nobleman and survive the scaff and raff of Brussels’ backstreets.

      De Salle owned Brussels in those days, much as Garmon now owned London. He wondered if the old reprobate was still alive. He’d lost touch with him when Brussels was annexed by the French in 1795, and they were forced to flee the city. He returned to London, De Salle’s intention was to go to Italy, he had been tempted to go with him, but a strange homesickness sent him back to St Giles to find his own way.

      Dismissing the reminiscence, he returned to his work of sifting through titbits of information that he had gleaned from his various sources, putting together connections and opportunities which were his stock-in-trade. This was his new enterprise, having been robbed of his gaming hell by the Duke of Mowbray. He still had every intention of getting the hell back, now that he was healed of the bullet the Duchess of Mowbray had put in his back. She had damned near killed him with that shot, if it weren’t for Connor he would have died of the fever.

      Vengeance was a dish best served cold, and Garmon’s fury had cooled to arctic temperatures by now. He meant to exact a price against his treacherous niece and her iniquitous husband that neither should ever forget and get his hell back in the process. They would both learn the price of crossing Garmon Lovell.

      The door opened to admit a swarthy man of solid, muscular build, escorting none too gently, a thin man in a jacket shiny with age and a battered crown beaver hat. He removed it at sight of Garmon, revealing a thinning crop of greying hair, combed over his balding forehead. His eyes watered behind their spectacles, and he clutched his hat nervously. Garmon nodded to Rooke, who released the thin man’s arm and stepped back, blocking the exit with his large frame.

      “Mr Whiteside, it is quarter day. Where is my money?”

      “Mr Lovell, Sir, I just need a little more time-”

      “How much does he have Rooke?” Garmon asked.

      Rooke stepped forward and laid a roll of bills on his desk. “Just shy of fifty pounds by my reckoning.”

      “It’s all I have Mr Lovell!”

      “But not enough...” Lovell counted the bills rapidly and shoved them in a drawer of his desk. “Rooke, retrieve whatever you can to make up the shortfall. The house if necessary. Good day Mr Whiteside.”

      “Not the house–where will I live?”

      “Not my problem, Mr Whiteside.” Garmon returned his attention to the pile of documents before him.

      “Please Mr Lovell, I’ll do anything, just don’t take the house-”

      “You had your opportunity; I have been more than patient. Mr Rooke, please remove Mr Whiteside from my presence.”

      Rooke stepped forward and seized the man’s arm as he cried out a protest. Rooke hustled him towards the door and the man’s glasses fell off in the scuffle, clacking on the floorboards. “Please! Wait! I–I have something you may want-”

      “I want my money,” replied Garmon.

      “I have information!” The man tried to pry his arm out of Rooke’s grip, but the attempt was futile.

      “Well?” Garmon sat back sceptical. “Out with it.”

      “You will leave my house alone?”

      “Depends on the value of your information.”

      “I want a guarantee-”

      “You’re in no position to be making demands Mr Whiteside. Leave here with your information and without your house, it’s all one to me.” He waved a hand. “Rooke.” The big man seized his arm again and Whiteside began to babble.

      Garmon listened to him for a few minutes and then waved him away. “I already knew most of that, and the rest is incorrect. Take him away Rooke and bring me the title to his house. Send the men in to sort through what is there, anything of value bring to me, the rest they can have.”

      “Yes Mr Lovell.” Rooke bundled up the still protesting Whiteside and manhandled him out the door. His protests could be heard all the way to the street. Garmon shook his head and returned to the pile of documents before him.

       

      A little while later Mr Rooke came back with the title deeds for the house and a collection of valuable trinkets.

      Garmon shoved the deed in a drawer, sorted through the trinkets and instructed Rooke to exchange them for money from Old Harry in Bent Street.

      Rooke nodded. “Cruikshank’s been spotted over at Temple Bar this morning.”

      “Good send a couple of lads to fetch him I want a word.”

      “Already done, Mr Lovell. He should arrive at any moment.”

      “Excellent, escort him in, will you? He might need a little persuasion.”

      “Yes sir.”

      He came back shortly with a very tall, very thin man dressed rather dapperly in a coat of navy blue over fawn-coloured pantaloons and a floral waistcoat.

      “Ah Mr Cruickshank, nice of you to drop in,” said Garmon with heavy sarcasm.

       Straightening his neckcloth and shucking his cuffs, Cruikshank grimaced. “There was no need for violence Mr Lovell. No need at all.”

      “There was every need Cruikshank. You’ve been evading my men for weeks. You owe me one thousand pounds. Pay up!”

      Cruikshank eyed him with mild alarm, nowhere in proportion to the fear he should be feeling. The man had the hide of a rhinoceros.

      “We are both businessmen, Mr Lovell. You know full well you can’t expect a fellow to produce a sum like that out of thin air.”

      “You have had several months to make good on your debt Cruikshank, do you fancy a spell in debtor’s prison?”

      “Now do be reasonable -!” He said visibly blenching.

      “I have been more than reasonable Cruikshank.” he advanced on the man and despite Cruikshank being several inches taller, he shrank back from Garmon’s menacing glare. Coming up against Rooke standing like a brick wall behind him. He glanced up at Rooke and gulped.

      “Mr Rooke, I think Mr Cruikshank is unaware of the seriousness of the situation. Perhaps you could enlighten him?”

      Rooke reached a big hand around and gripped Cruikshank by the throat and squeezed. The man’s face began to turn purple, and he uttered some choking sounds, his hands scrabbling in effectually at the hand on his throat., his feet dangled a few inches off the ground. He wasn’t taller than Rooke.

      Just as he judged Cruikshank was losing consciousness he waved at Rook to ease his grip, which he did.

      The man coughed and wheezed for a bit, while Rooke kept him upright.

      “I trust I’ve made my point?” Garmon leaned against his desk watching this display of distress dispassionately.

      “You–have that!” wheezed the other man.

      “Good next time it won’t be you my men bring me, but your son. How old is he? Eight? Ten? Just the right age to be a mud lark. Don’t you think? He’ll have to earn his living somehow, as he will be an orphan by the end of the week.”

      “No! You wouldn’t!”

      “You know better than that. How many men have wound up in the Thames who crossed me? Care me to list them?”

      Cruikshank swallowed painfully. “No.”

      “Good, then pay up by the end of the week, or you’ll be joining that illustrious list!” Garmon smiled, but he knew it didn’t reach his eyes, it was a grimace, designed to put the fear of God into anyone who witnessed it. He’d practised it for years in his teens and got so good at it, he’d induced many men to lose control of their bowels on sight of it.

      “And if you think to disappear, think again. Your son is sojourning with us until you pay up in full.”

      “He’s not! he’s with his mother in S-”

      “Soho. Yes we picked him up this morning. Don’t worry we will take very good care of him. Won’t we Mr Rooke.”

      “That we will Mr Lovell,” rumbled Rooke in Cruikshank’s ear. He jumped and shuddered. “You’re a cruel man Mr Lovell!”

      “I’m a businessman. Which you also claim to be . But unlike you, I pay my debts. Now do you require any further persuasion to my point of view?”

      Garmon advanced on him again and grabbed his hand, twisting the fingers. “I understand you’re fond of playing the piano, Mr Cruikshank. Difficult to do with broken fingers.”

      Cruikshank yelped and whimpered. “I understand Mr Lovell. Truly. You’ll get your money. I promise.”

      “Don’t promise, just deliver. You know what will happen if you don’t.” Garmon let his fingers go.

      “I do. I do.” He nodded cringing and holding his fingers.

       

      Some hours later the door opened again and Connor ambled in. Garmon looked up Garmon sat back in his chair. “Well did you get the money?”

      “Not yet. According to his so-called wife, Tate is dead. I told her I’d be back on Friday to collect. Naturally she claimed not to have the money.”

      Garmon waved a hand dismissively, he had more things on his mind than another petty debt. “I want you to take a note to Diana from me.”

      “Alright, but why?” said Connor with a puzzled look.

      “I have a plan to get the hell back and this time it’s going to work!’ he glared at Connor.

      Connor flushed. “It wasn’t my fault Diana smelled a rat. I did warn you she wouldn’t fall for it.”

      Garmon got up from his desk and paced to the window and back, too restless to sit still. Just thinking about that devil Mowbray and his wretched little ungrateful witch of wife made his blood boil.

      “So, what is the plan?” asked Connor.

      With his back still to the room Garmon said, “I plan to lure Diana to the hell ostensibly to meet me. Instead, I want you to kidnap her. We will hold her to ransom until Mowbray surrenders the title deeds to the hell. He dotes on her; he’ll do anything to get her back.”

      “No.”

      Garmon rounded on Connor. “What do you mean, no?” His heart thudded in his chest, two parts fury to one part anguish at this betrayal.

      Connor looked at him steadily. “I mean no. I won’t do it. I’ll do a lot of things for you Garmon, I’ve even killed for you. But I won’t do this. She’s your niece for fucks sake!”

      Garmon strode over to the desk and pounded on it with his fist to stop himself hitting Connor with it. “Yes, my treacherous, ungrateful niece! The little bitch betrayed me!” He breathed hard, his vision blurring.

      “She’s happy Garmon. After everything she went through I’d’ve thought you of all people would be happy for her. God, have you got no heart? I thought you cared for her!”

      “Clearly you do!” Garmon’s eyes narrowed.

      Connor flushed. “Yes, I do, and there’s no need to glare at me like that, it never went further than the odd kiss and grope, she wasn’t interested in me and whatever you might think of me I don’t force myself on unwilling women!”

      Garmon’s shoulders twitched and a pang from the bullet wound made him wince. “So, I should fucking hope. You knew what my rules were about Diana, no one was to touch her and that included you! If I’d known I’d’ve, had you fucking flogged!”

      Connor’s face twisted into a grimace. “Yes, you always hide behind your bully boy’s, don’t you?” Connor shook his head, turning away. “Since you lost the hell, you’ve lost your mind! I’ve about had enough of your obsessive madness.” He turned back. “I won’t let you hurt Diana anymore. Find another way to get the hell back, but don’t use her to get it!”

      “I’ll do as I see fit, and you’ll do as you’re told!” snapped Garmon.

      Connor smiled and it wasn’t pretty. “I’m not eight years old any more Garmon, you can’t beat me into submission. Get someone else to do your dirty work from now on. I’m out!” he turned and slammed out of the room, his booted feet loud on the wooden stairs. The bang of the back door slamming out into the street left Garmon shaking with rage. He almost went after him, but pride held him in place.  He’d be back. Connor wouldn’t leave him. Connor was loyal.

      He swallowed the hard lump in his throat and went to the locked cupboard against the back wall, taking out a key with hands that shook, he fetched out a bottle of whisky and a glass, poured himself a generous tot and tossed it off in a swallow. Connor’s voice echoed in his head: since you lost the hell you’ve lost your mind. It was true he hadn’t been himself since then. He had lost a piece of himself. He wasn’t whole without the hell. It was his identity. Fuck! A shudder, remnant of the old fear ran through him, and he reached for the bottle. A second glass steadied his nerves and he put both the bottle and glass back and relocked the cupboard.

      

      
        
        Chapter 3

      

      

      Five months ago

      “Jacob!”

      The voice behind him made him stop and turn. Moonlight shone on the water of the Thames lapping against the embankment. It was late and he was drunk. He peered at the man walking towards him, he looked eerily familiar, but it couldn’t be. He was safely locked up in prison, where Jacob had put him! He took a step, listing with the slope of the embankment. Fuck he was drunk! Jacob staggered trying to recover his footing.

      The man came to a stop in front of him and the moonlight revealed his features, familiar as his own.

      “Elijah!” His heart thudded uneasily in his chest. He forced a grin. “How did you get here?” He put out his arms to hug his twin and Elijah grinned back, a baring of teeth, more than a smile.

      “I escaped, no thanks to you! Prick!” Elijah’s fist connected with his stomach and sent him flying backwards into the mud.

      Pain and nausea swamped Jacob’s body, and he turned, struggling to his knees and vomited into the mud.

      Elijah’s laugh brought him to his feet with a roar of rage, and he swung wildly. Elijah dodged and laughed again. Jacob staggered after him, sobering by the moment, his vision narrowing to dark, red rage.

      “You gave me up, you bastard!” Yelled Elijah. “I’ll kill you for it, you drunken, sodding fuck!”

      Jacob fumbled in his coat pocket and brought out a knife, flicking it open he advanced on his brother. “I don’t think so Elijah!”

      Elijah closed with him trying to wrest the knife from his hand. The two men swayed and scrabbled, scuffling in the mud, each trying to overbalance the other. Elijah twisted Jacob’s arm up his back and with a cry he let go the knife before the bone snapped. Elijah got his arm over Jacob’s throat and squeezed.

      Jacob’s head pounded as he gasped for breath. He stomped on his brothers in-step with his boots and wrenched himself out of his grip. Turning he punched him in the stomach and Elijah stumbled backwards with an ooff, tripped over some driftwood and fell backwards into the water. Jacob waded in after him. Pulled him up by his shirt and hit him square in the face. Elijah’s eyes rolled back, and Jacob let him go. He flopped back into the water, and his head hit something with an audible crack. His body rolled sideways in the water his head going under. Jacob stood, his head hanging while he tried to bring his own breathing under control. He grasped Elijah’s shirt pulling him up again and shook him. His head lolled drunkenly, bloody water streaming off his collar length hair. Jacob dropped his hand into the water and found the rock his brothers head must have hit.

      “Fuck!” Jacob howled. He dropped to his knees in the water and shook his brother again, but there was no response.

      Panic skittered over his skin, and he looked around. He didn’t think anyone had seen what happened. Feverishly he tore his brothers tattered and filthy clothes from his body and stripped off his own. Dressing the other man in his clothing took some time, and he kept looking around to ensure no one was about. When he had dressed his brother in his trousers, shirt and waistcoat, he towed the body out further into the Thames, where the current caught it, and it floated away from him.

      He watched a moment or two, then sniffing, he sloshed back to the shore and put on his brothers wretched clothes, a stained and tattered shirt, and breeches, not much better. He had kept his signet ring, boots and his purse. He turned and hurried from the embankment up the steps and into the darkness. He needed to find a boat to take him up the river, away from here.

      

      
        
        Chapter 4

      

      

      Generally, after a day of back-breakingly hard work, Genevra fell into bed and slept like the dead, but thanks to the Irishman’s visit, sleep eluded her. The worry she had managed to keep at bay for the rest of the day, spiralled out of control as she fell into the pit of dark despair at 3:00 am.

      The night terrors she used to suffer when Jacob returned drunk from some spree with his mates, returned with a vengeance, and she lay shaking under the covers, rigid with fear, a prey to a rigour mortis of panic. Unable to breathe, unable to move, she rode out the attack which left her limp and sodden with sweat and tears. She fell into a deep slumber just before dawn and was awoken by the clatter of the dray horses on the cobbles beneath her window, bringing today’s deliveries.

      Dragging herself out of bed, she washed hurriedly in the cold water and scrambled into her clothes, shivering. Bundling up her hair into a knot on the top of her head she bolted downstairs to receive the delivery and thus her day started all over again.

      As the day wore on, her determination that she would not surrender to the terror again grew. She had to be free of this insidious creeping fear before it stole her sanity and her life. And she had to find a way to stave off the debt to this man Lovell. She didn’t have five hundred pounds to pay him and even if she did, she had other debts to service as well.

      The Tavern was doing relatively well as to daily trade, but Jacob had mismanaged the funds so badly, that when he died, she had discovered a drawer full of unpaid bills. And of course, as soon as word of his death got out, every supplier to whom they owed money had begun to dun her. So, she had done the only thing she could do, turned to her wretched stepfather for a loan. Which he had gleefully agreed to provide, in return for exclusively selling her father’s brew, Whittaker’s. The move had at least consolidated her debts, but it hadn’t made them go away.

      She was whittling the debt down, but she wasn’t out of the woods yet. Just as she was beginning to think she could be free and clear inside of six months, if trade continued as it was, or sooner if trade improved, this wretched debt from Lovell comes to light. She had to find a way to buy time to pay the debt. But what did she have to barter with?

      She had never heard of Lovell, but a casual enquiry of her Tapster, Joe, elicited some disturbing information.

      “Lovell?” said Joe pausing in the act of connecting the hose pump to the cask of beer. “Aye I’ve heard of him. The hell is popular with the swells. By all accounts he grew up in St Giles, son of a prostitute or some such, but his talent for cards earned him enough to set up the hell.”

      “How old is he?” Genevra stopped stacking bottles of wine to push the pins back into her bun which was threatening to fall. She was wondering if the Irishman was actually Lovell himself, under a false name.

      Joe shrugged. “Forty maybe?” No, the Irishman wasn’t that old, closer to her own age she guessed.

      “Does he have a family? A wife?”

      “Not that I’ve heard of. Why do you ask?”

      “Jacob had some dealings with him, I was just curious,” she said carelessly.

      “Well, I’d stay out of it. By all accounts he’s a dangerous man to cross, with a long reach as I understand, and a might of men at his beck and call to do what he wants. He’s not the sort you’d want to be mixed up with,” Joe said, straightening and giving her a fatherly look of concern.

      She forced a smile. “Thanks Joe, I appreciate the warning, but I’m not about to tangle with him,” she lied.  “I was just curious when I came across his name in some of Jacob’s papers that is all.”

      An idea, distasteful as it was, was forming in her mind. There was one thing she could offer that might persuade the man to give her more time. Could she, do it? The idea of offering herself to man of violence... She shuddered and swallowed as her stomach knotted up. No, she couldn’t, anything but that. Perhaps there was some other service she could perform for him? But what?

      She would first try to play upon his good nature, if he had any. Joe’s words and the words of the Irishman, suggested that he didn’t, but no man was all bad, was he?

      Except Jacob. Her heart sank. In a world in which Jacob Tate existed, good men were few and far between. It was probably too much to hope that Garmon Lovell had a smidgen of compassion in his apparently ruthless heart, but she had to try to find it if he did.

      She would leave it until Thursday night to pay him a visit and hope her courage didn’t fail her. She had to save the Tavern, not only her own livelihood, but those of her staff, depended on it. If Lovell should foreclose on her, she would lose everything she had fought so hard to retain and could end in debtor’s prison. It didn’t bear thinking of.

      But then neither did offering her body to a man she didn’t know. One who was likely to be as bad, if not worse, than Jacob. No one could be worse than Jacob, could they?

      If she had survived Jacob, she could survive this. One night in exchange for financial freedom, what could he do to her in one night that was any worse than what she had been subjected to for years? It was worth it. It had to be. If her courage held... Was she brave enough or would fear continue to control her? Take away her choices? She could do it. She had to.
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        * * *

      

       

      Two nights later, Connor hadn’t returned, and Garmon’s temper was at breaking point. He had sent his boys out to find Connor, and they had come back saying no one had seen him since Monday. He hadn’t returned to his lodgings, nor had he been seen at his usual haunts, such as the Bucket of Blood.

      Garmon’s shoulders twitched, and his wound ached. Where was he? Had he left London altogether? And if so, where could he have gone?

      A pain in his chest persisted, and he blamed it on the stew he’d eaten for dinner.

      He couldn’t wait any longer to execute his plan against the Mowbray’s. It would have to be tomorrow night.
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        * * *

      

       

      Diana, Duchess of Mowbray, received the note from the hand of a dirty urchin in the middle of Bond Street, and the creature was gone before she could question him, leaving her with a grubby piece of paper and lingering odour of the Thames in his wake. One of Uncle Garmon’s mudlarks. Opening the crumpled sheet, she read the note and then stuffed it in her reticule.

      “Who was that, your Grace?” asked her maid.

      “No one my dear,” said Diana frowning. What was Uncle Garmon up to this time? She debated whether to show the note to Anthony and decided against it. She could deal with Uncle herself. If she brought Anthony into it, he’d likely kill Garmon (or die trying), and she wasn’t about to let that happen.
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        * * *

      

       

      Genevra surveyed her appearance in the glass. Her deep blue eyes seemed too big, dominating her face. Did the weariness in her bones show in her eyes? She tried smiling to dispel the heaviness in her quaking heart. She would not be afraid. She had to do this. The alternative was unthinkable. One night wouldn’t kill her. She had survived much worse. She straightened her shoulders and smiled again, bobbing a curtsy to her reflection. Her heart lifted a little, but she was still conscious of a brittleness in her nerves. She was afraid, but she wouldn’t surrender to it.

      She had donned her best gown, a cream satin that complimented her creamy skin and gave her hair a luminous glow. Romantics called her hair colouring strawberry blonde, she had always just thought of it as carrot coloured, she wasn’t accustomed to thinking about her appearance a lot. But looking in the mirror she had hopes that she was tempting enough to persuade Lovell to look upon her situation with compassion. Not that Mr Mor had shown any. Like master like servant?

      It was a gown she hadn’t worn in a while, when did she have time for evening gowns these days? And the bodice was a little tight, causing her breasts to appear as if they were about to burst from their confines. Which, given the nature of her errand, was probably not a bad thing. All the same, it made her a distinctly uncomfortable. She wasn’t a whore and behaving like one, even for a cause such as this didn’t sit well.

      Her mother would be mortified and her stepfather–the thought of Hiram’s face if he should get wind of this escapade made her smile and strengthened her resolve. If there was one thing she was determined on, it was that Hiram would not continue to exert control over her future. She would pay his blasted debt down as soon as she possibly could, and if getting a stay of execution on this one from Lovell would allow that she could do whatever it took to achieve it.

      What she refused to think about was what her real father would think of this. On that thought, she very firmly shut the door. Papa wasn’t here to save her. He was dead and gone these many years. There was no one to look out for her except herself, and she had people she was responsible for. She could do this. She had to do this.

      A simple gold locket that her parents had given her on the occasion of her marriage, and her only piece of jewellery, nestled just above her cleavage and drew further attention to the generous pillows of her breasts.

      Her heart quaked, and she wondered briefly if she should change into something less blatant. But her experience of men told her that the more alluring she looked, the more likely she was to get what she wanted. Men were incurably weakened by female charms. Even Jacob had been vulnerable to seduction unless he was so blind drunk or furious that nothing and no one could reason with him.

      She had dressed her strawberry curls in an elegant knot on the top of her head, but try as she might, she couldn’t prevent the wisps of curls falling round her face. Her gloves, she found were grubby and had holes in the fingers, so she couldn’t wear those. Her reticule was still clean and intact, but her evening slippers had also suffered some accident while stored, the ribbons were ruined and the fabric stained, forcing her to exchange them for a sturdier pair of kid boots.

      She flung her cloak over the ensemble and strode purposefully towards the door.

      Half an hour later she stepped down from the hackney carriage in St James Street and approached the discreet entrance to the four-story mansion that was, she was reliably told, Lovell’s gaming establishment. The building was well maintained and lights in the windows told her that it was occupied. She paused looking up at the entrance.

      A carriage drew up behind her, but before she could even turn to see who it might be, an explosion of pain to the back of her head made everything go black. The last thing she remembered as she crumpled towards the pavement was of hands grabbing her round the waist and lifting her bodily off her feet.
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        * * *

      

      Diana was attending the theatre with her husband and the Stanton’s that evening. So typical of Uncle Garmon’s arrogance that he thought she could just drop everything to obey his summons. With his note burning a hole in her reticule, she vowed to deal with him tomorrow.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

       

      Genevra woke to a thumping ache in her skull and the realisation that she was bound to a chair and gagged, with a musty hessian bag over her head, through which she could see nothing except a faint light from candles. She made a noise in her throat and pulled at her bonds, shaking the chair in her efforts to rise, which failed. Both her wrists and ankles were tied, and she was, in-turn, tied to the chair. The gag tasted foul and for a panicked moment she thought she would be sick and choke to death.

      Just then a door opened, and a man’s voice said, “Good God!” the next moment the bag was ripped from her head and a brown haired, handsome male of forty-something years, judging from the grey at his temples and the lines round his hazel eyes, was glaring at her. He rounded on the two men behind him.

      “You imbeciles, it’s the wrong woman! Fuck, do I have to do everything myself!” He turned back to survey Genevra, and she made an urgent noise in her throat. “Ungag and untie her for God’s sake and get out!” the men hurried to obey him, muttering profuse apologies.

      “Sorry Mr Lovell sir!”

      So, this was Garmon Lovell. Her heart thudded in panic, fury poured off the man in waves, why had he had her kidnapped? But he’d said she was the wrong woman. Why was he kidnapping women off the street?

      She took a deep breath when the gag was removed. Which made her cough and the sore spot on the back of head throb. As her hands were freed she brought them to her face to cover her mouth, embarrassed.

      “Get out!” said Lovell, his eyes flashing green in the candlelight. She jumped then realised he was speaking to his men and waving them out as they obsequiously backed out and shut the door.

      His mouth compressed in a line of consternation and his brows drew down in a frown as he regarded her distress.  He turned away and got out a decanter and glasses pouring out two generous tots of golden liquid.

      “Here,” he said, handing her a glass. “I’m sorry.”

      She wiped her streaming eyes with a handkerchief from her reticule and sniffed the glass cautiously. Whisky.  This had not gone at all how she had imagined. She glanced around the room, where was she? In the gaming hell? Her heart was still thudding hard, and her nerves were jangled to pieces. What now? How could she recover from this. She felt all off kilter.

      She swallowed a mouthful of the whisky and discovered it was a good drop. It burned all the way down but settled her nerves in the process.

      “Thank you,” she said putting down the glass on the low table to her right and taking a better look round the room. Apart from the chair and table beside her, it contained a desk with a chair and cabinet against the wall. It was very plain, not the sort of room she imagined would be inside a gaming hell like Lovell’s.

      “My apologies ma’am, you were in the wrong place at the wrong time, and I employ fools!” He said, casting his eyes over her. It was difficult to discern what he was thinking. His eyes appeared more green than hazel in the candlelight now. What would he do with her?

      His scrutiny was thorough and unsettling.

      Her skin prickled as she wondered if he was looking for injuries or appreciating what he was looking at. She pulled her cloak over her exposed bosom, suddenly conscious of her assets being in full view.

      “May I know your name?” he asked.

      “Mrs Tate,” she said and waited for him to connect the dots.

      “Mrs-” he frowned in an effort of memory. “Ah Jacob Tate’s widow I presume?”

      “Yes,” she said.

      “And what were you doing outside Lovell’s at 8:00 pm in-“ he paused and took in her appearance. “An evening gown?”

      “Calling upon you Mr Lovell,” she said striving for some composure. If she was to prosecute her case she needed her wits about her. “Before I was assaulted by your men. Do you make it a habit to kidnap women off the street?”

      “No, I do not. As I said, you were not the target of my men. They mistook you for someone else.”

      “My misfortune is some other lady’s fortune then?” she said with a slight edge to her tone.

      He raised his eyebrows. At least his temper seemed to have cooled somewhat. Her skipping pulse settled down, and she took another sip of the whisky. He filled a glass for himself and offered to refill hers. She held it out and let him. She needed all the Dutch courage she could get in this situation. He didn’t seem inclined to throw her out, so perhaps she would have an opportunity to ask for clemency after all?

      She took another sip of the really quite excellent whisky and tried for a nonchalant tone, “I certainly didn’t expect to be ushered into your presence bound and gagged.”

      He smiled at her mild joke and bowed his head, “you have my deepest apologies. Were you hurt?”

      “I received a blow to the back of the head, which is somewhat painful, yes.”

      He frowned and set down his glass, stepping towards her and skirting behind her chair.

      “Tip your head forward,” his voice was crisp with command, and she obeyed without thinking. His fingertips touched the back of her skull lightly and a shiver prickled over the nape of her neck and down her spine. A whiff of his scent, something woodsy and spicy assailed her nostrils. A finger trailed down her nape and her whole body jerked in reaction as an unaccustomed heat bloomed between her legs. She gasped and the finger withdrew abruptly.

      “I apologise for my men’s brutality, but I doubt that the blow has done any lasting damage.” He moved back to the desk where he resumed his glass of whisky.

      Perhaps it was the scent of his cologne or the effect of his touch, but the man before her was suddenly better looking than she could have hoped for and the way he was looking at her made her pulse dance in nervous anticipation.

      “What were you wanting to say to me?” He leaned on the edge of the desk and crossed his ankles, a slight smile curved his lips, and her heart skipped a beat for an entirely different cause than fear.

      She swallowed and summoned her best smile. “You must understand, Mr Lovell, that I had no notion of the debt my husband owed you until Mr Mor came to see me the other day.”

      “So, you say, but what proof do I have that your husband is dead? Perhaps he sent you here in the hopes that you will soften me up?”

      “I can assure you my husband is dead Mr Lovell.” she said through clenched teeth.  “If you wish me to furnish you proof, I will gladly take you to the St Giles Church cemetery where you can view his gravestone. He was unequivocally dead as a door nail when they drew his body from the Thames with his face half chewed off!”

      He raised his brows at this graphic description but seemed unmoved by it. But then if he’d grown up in St Giles, he would be used to such horrors daily. He bowed politely. “You have my condolences Mrs Tate.”

      “Save your breath! I was never so glad of anything in my life!” she said frankly.

      “I see. How long has he been ah–dead?”

      “I don’t know precisely. He disappeared back in February. They fished his body out of the Thames just over three months ago. I was able to identify him by his clothes, what was left of his face and the general shape of his form, despite its bloated condition.  His signet ring was missing, but no doubt the assailant who killed him stole that.”

      “I see. And might I enquire why you were so elated to be rid of him?”

      “I’d rather not go into that, suffice it to say that I was not happy in my marriage Mr Lovell.”

      “How long were you married for?”

      “Five years.” She swallowed, her jaw clenching.

      “I see the subject is distressing for you,” he said quietly. “Perhaps we should return to the point at issue?”

      She took a breath and shook her head to shake off the memories and straightened her shoulders. “As I said, I am not in a position to repay such a huge sum immediately. If you will give me some time -”

      “The debt is outstanding by several month’s madam.” His voice was gentle, but it held an implacable note that sent a tendril of fear skittering down her spine.

      “I know, but as I said, I wasn’t aware of it until the other day.” Time to implement her plan, if she dared.  Panic ripple through her body and her stomach knotted. I can’t do this!.

      But then she thought of the Tavern and her staff and everything she had worked so hard for, and stubborn resolution came to her aid and stiffened her backbone. At least the man wasn’t ugly, old or obese. In fact, he was quite handsome and well-made, with broad shoulders and a flat stomach. She could do this. She had to. 

      She set the glass down on the table and undid the clasp of her cloak, letting it fall back over the chair and rose.

      “Surely you must agree that to find such a vast sum as that is not possible in the twinkling of an eye. I have a business to run, and if you will but give me a few months -”

      “What business?”

      “The Globe Tavern on Brewery Yard, I thought you knew that was my husband’s business?” It was the business she was trying to save, if he foreclosed on her, she could be declared bankrupt and sent to debtor’s prison. She suppressed a shudder at the thought.

      Yes, she had to do this, that alternative was worse, far worse than whatever Mr Lovell could do to her. He was more attractive than she could have hoped and if his temper was uncertain, she could only hope he wouldn’t turn it against her. She wasn’t sure what she would do if he did and at all costs, she must not show her weakness.

      His eyebrows rose and a thoughtful expression came over his face. She wasn’t sure if this was a good or a bad thing.

      “My business is reasonably profitable sir, I can, if you give me sufficient time, repay the debt either by instalments or if you wish to wait, the full sum in one go. But it will take me some months to accumulate such a large amount.” She waited with bated breath and a fast-beating heart for his reaction.

      He pursed his lips and regarded her with a sapient eye. “And why would I do you this favour?”

      Because your men assaulted me in the street and kidnapped me! But she knew that even if she took the case to the magistrate she would be unlikely to get any redress. Joe had made it clear the Mr Lovell’s power reached far and wide, including Bow Street. She swallowed and straightened her spine, taking a steadying breath.

      This was it, she had better make it convincing. Putting up a hand to the locket, she toyed with it lightly, drawing attention to her breasts and like an obedient dog, Mr Lovell’s eyes followed her fingers and snagged on her cleavage. She took a breath, heaving them slightly and glancing at him under her lashes, she dropped her voice a little and said softly, “Perhaps we could come to some arrangement?”

      He put down his glass and rose, stepping towards her, and she discovered that he was a full head taller than her. Since she was tall for a woman this was unusual and gave her an oddly vulnerable feeling.

      Revenge on the Devil  available from Amazon.

      

      Turn the Page to discover your next FREE book…

    

  


  
    
      
        [image: ]
      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Duke in Disguise - Free Book!

          

        

      

    

    
      Duke in Disguise: A Cinderella Romance A Steamy Georgian Fairy Tale Romance

      A feckless hero, a cinderella heroine and an HEA. Romantic and  3 Flames Steamy!

      Miss Jocelyn Eden, is an unpaid drudge in the house of her Uncle a strict Methodist. When she is separated from her family during an evangelical mission to the gin-swilling prostitutes of St Giles, London, she is rescued by a handsome, charming and very drunk stranger, dressed only in torn shirt and stained breeches.
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      She is his brother's fiancé. Forbidden.

      

      Viviana Torrington longs to be understood.

      The toast of the Ton, spoiled beauty, Viviana, wants a man who will see past her wicked nature to the vital, passionate woman beneath, and love her with all her faults. At the end of a stellar season, Viviana accepts the proposal of her most eligible of suitors, but realises her mistake when she meets his irresistibly attractive, charismatic and commanding younger brother, Captain Jack Elliot.

      

      He wasn’t looking for love, until he met her.

      More than her stunning beauty, Jack saw her vital, shining spirit and knew he’d met his fate. But she is engaged to his brother who loves her, the last thing Jack is willing to do is break his brother’s heart.

      

      There is only one recourse open to a man of honour. Leave.

      But when Viviana tries to follow Jack, she is kidnapped by another suitor, who wants her and her dazzling fortune, for himself.

      

      How many hearts can one woman break, in her search for redemption and love?

      

      The Devil’s Mistress is the delightful first book in the Villain’s Redemption, Steamy Regency Romance series. If you like flawed heroines, sizzling tension and irresistible heroes, then you’ll love Wren St Claire’s passionate romance.

      

      What Readers are saying:

      

      “Wren St Claire's writing brings Kerrigan Byrne, Elisa Braden and Elizabeth Hoyt to mind. Her stories are so rich and she has a great way of making the reader root for morally grey characters.” Reader’s comment

       

      Masterful, moody and magnificent![image: two hearts]

      Reviewed in the United Kingdom on November 4, 2023

      Verified Purchase
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       “Beautifully written, passionate and totally captivating. Haven't read a historical romance for ages but loved this - now onto book 2! HIGHLY RECOMMENDED.[image: heart with arrow][image: two hearts][image: red heart][image: face blowing a kiss][image: revolving hearts]”
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      She destroyed all his plans with one shot from her pistol…now he will turn the world upside down to have her.

       

      Miss Diana Lovell is a woman thirsting for revenge. She blames the late Duke of Mowbray for her father’s demise and ruining her life. She reasons that the current Duke is cut from the same cloth as his grandsire and she means to get what is hers by right, no matter the cost. But she doesn't bargain on the magnetic attraction that sparks between her and the current Duke and finds herself drawn into an intimate and dangerous proximity with a man she cannot resist or get away from.

       

      Sir Anthony "Devil" Harcourt is now the 7th Duke of Mowbray, but with the title comes a mountain of debt and a reckoning, as the sins of his grandfather come crashing down upon him in the form of a beautiful virago bent on revenge and obtaining what is hers. Anthony’s cold heart is not easily softened, yet the moment he sets eyes on Diana he knows he will never let her go. The trouble is the lady has other ideas.

       

      Passion explodes when these two souls collide and bitter, cynical Anthony discovers that love may be possible after all, if he can only redeem himself sufficiently to deserve it.

       

      Taming the Devil  is the sizzling HOT second book in the Villain’s Redemption, Steamy Regency Romance series. If you like wicked heroes with a dark past, spicy, passionate romance and feisty heroines, then you’ll love Wren St Claire’s deliciously wicked romance.
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      A man with no heart.

      Until he meets her.

      A stubborn independent widow, in need of his protection, ironically from himself.

       

      Seven nights of passion. Will either of them survive with their hearts intact?

       

      Garmon Lovell has never allowed himself to love anyone. Until he meets her.

      A man hardened by his past and obsessed with exacting revenge on those who have wronged him. When his men mistakenly capture Genevra Tate, a determined woman desperate to hang onto her late husband's Tavern, Garmon finds himself irresistibly drawn to her strength as much as her luminous beauty.

      A passion like she has never known…but it will take more than passion to mend Genevra’s shattered heart.

      Genevra swears she will never trust a man again. To buy a stay of execution on her husband's gambling debt, Genevra offers the only currency she has: a night in Garmon's bed.

      

      The sparks that fly between them could set London on fire.

      

      As the hard man falls hard, Garmon’s tender care for her, threatens Genevra’s vulnerable heart. Yet when disaster strikes, is there anywhere else to turn, but to the man who swears he will kill and die for her?

      Revenge on the Devil is the searingly passionate 3rd book in the Villain’s Redemption Steamy Regency Romance series. If you like strong but soft-centred heroes, steamy passion, tender and touching romance with all the feels, then you’ll love Wren St Claire’s heart-rending Steamy Regency Romance.

      10* please! This is awesome![image: red heart]

      Reviewed in the United Kingdom on November 6, 2023

      Verified Purchase

      “If you want a hot steamy romance with plenty of deadly excitement (and who doesnt?!) then this is for you. I went through every emotion reading this and was reminded of one of Grimms dark fairytales! Please give this book a try and once you've done so read the whole series cos they're all brill!!! [image: two hearts][image: fire][image: heart with arrow][image: revolving hearts]”

      

      “Hot and tender, this book will melt your heart – and your kindle!” readers comment.

      

      "This was such an amazing story! It's rare to find such a good book with the ability to move me to tears, has the steam and makes me happy all in the same book." - readers comment

      

       

      Book 3 in the Villain’s Redemption Series

      Saving Mr Rooke: A Sweet and Steamy Age-Gap Novella
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      He rescues kittens and damsels in distress, now she must save him…from his dark past…

      

      When her stepfather tries to force Bethany Whittaker to marry his business partner, Beth does the bravest and most foolish thing she has ever done in her life: she runs away. Unfortunately, her grand plan to catch the stagecoach to Bath, comes a cropper at the first hurdle and she finds herself at the mercy of the worst London at night has to offer a defenceless young woman alone.

      

      Fortunately for her, Mr Sebastian Rooke has been instructed by his employer to find and protect her. Rescuing Beth from the consequences of her own folly is a simple matter for Mr Rooke, getting the enchanting and innocent young woman out of his mind and heart is not.

      

      Saving Mr Rooke is the enchanting extra instalment in the Villain’s Redemption Steamy Regency Romance series. This one is like a warm hug but with all the spice! If you like sweet but determined damsel in distress and big, over-protective, soft-hearted heroes and a generous dollop of passionate romance then you’ll love Wren St Claire’s Sweet and  Steamy Regency Romance.

      

      5.0 out of 5 stars

       WOW! Beautifully written, passionate and highly romantic. 10* please![image: two hearts]

      Reviewed in the United Kingdom on November 6, 2023

      Verified Purchase

      Astoundingly sensual. The chemistry and achingly electrifying attraction make this a fantastic read. I’d go so far as saying this is one hell of a turn on - the kind of romantic desire and reverence every woman yearns for. LOVED THIS. [image: fire][image: heart with arrow][image: revolving hearts][image: red heart][image: two hearts]
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      An Irish Rogue finds himself press-ganged by a bunch of desperate women.

      Heaven or hell?

      When Connor Mor leaves Garmon’s office that fateful Monday in June 1815, he walks into an ambush set by a bunch of desperate female pirates, bent on pressing men for their crew. When he wakes up on the Sea Devil they are already in the North Atlantic Ocean and there is no way he is getting back to London in a hurry.

      

      Mor gets his comeuppance at the hands of ruthless Pirate Captain Callista Montmayne

      Meeting the Sea Devil’s Captain, Callista Montmayne, a blonde, blue-eyed, force of nature, dressed in breeches and a battered tricorn hat, he sees an opportunity to seize control of the ship through seducing it’s gorgeous captain. He doesn’t bargain on Callista’s strength and single mindedness.

      Callista Montmayne is a woman bent on revenge and nothing and no one is going to distract her, not even a handsome Irishman who thinks he’s God’s gift to women. But that doesn’t mean she can’t enjoy what he’s got to offer in her bed.

      As Callista turns the tables on Connor, they negotiate shipboard politics and the dangers of the sea, to maintain her power base and chase down notorious slaver-captain, Raphael Jose Perez. Callista’s obsession with catching Perez is all consuming and leaves no room for love in her damaged heart. Which is a problem for Connor, because he’s fallen for the captain, hook, line and sinker.

      Seducing the Sea Devil is the final (for now) flaming HOT volume in the Villain’s Redemption Steamy Regency Romance series. This one is dark and gritty, action-packed adventure, with all the spice! If you’re hankering for a heroine who can hold her own in a man’s world, while sheltering her vulnerable heart from pain, you’ll love powerful and passionate Callista. If you want a hero secure enough to handle her, you’ll adore Connor. And you’ll love Wren St Claire’s passionate, high-stakes pirate adventure Regency Romance.

      So good!

      Reviewed in the United States on January 13, 2024

      Verified Purchase

      “What a totally original story. Brilliant. I absolutely loved Callista and Connor and the whole cast of characters. Each had their own dimension and contributed to the story. The plot was wonderful and unlike any I have read before. Wren St.Claire has a wonderful imagination and is so gifted. She brings intensity, emotion, drama, and love in all of her books. Wonderful!”

      

      “For those who love the swashbuckling adventure of Pirates of the Caribbean and the grittiness of Black Sails but with hot romance...” Reader’s comment.

      

      “Wren St Claire's writing brings Kerrigan Byrne, Elisa Braden and Elizabeth Hoyt to mind. Her stories are so rich and she has a great way of making the reader root for morally grey characters.” Reader’s comment.
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      Two governments are after him, domestic and foreign…

      

      It was a hell of a time to fall in love…

      

      Dr Merlow Thornton has come to Pinner to hide from the men who are after him. It couldn’t be a worse time to fall in love, but one look at the Vicar’s daughter, Miss Hetty Rooke and he’s done for. If only he can convince Miss Rooke to trust him. But the adorable lass is determined to keep him at arms-length, and with danger on his tail, can he, in good conscience, pursue the woman he wants more than his next breath?

      

      The man of her dreams…

      

      Dr Thornton is everything, twenty-eight-year-old, Hetty has dreamed of, but behind her façade of perfect vicar’s daughter lies a past scarred by shame. If the past will only stay buried, she might have a chance at happiness at last…

      

      An old-fashioned courtship…fraught with danger and passion

      

      While Merlow works to win Hetty’s trust and heart, the dangers of village life draw them together, as their respective secrets threaten to tear them apart.

      

      The Scottish Doctor is the heart-warming first book in The White Lotus, Steamy Regency Romance series. If you like swoony Scotsmen and small-town romance with a twist, then you’ll love Wren St Claire’s new series that mixes laughter, tears and gentle seduction with a touch of martial arts action.

      The Scottish Laird
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      He thought his heart was buried with his wife and daughter…

      

      Malcom (Col) Thornton, the Laird Mac Sceachain, is a lonely widower and father of two wild sons, and he is not prepared for the chaos unleashed by a fierce little Chinese lass bent on killing him and his brother Merlow.

      

      Her only thought was to escape and find her brother…

      

      Aihan, desperate to discover what has happened to her older brother Liang, targets the only name she knows connected to his disappearance, the Mac Sceachain. Her interrogation technique backfires as she attempts to communicate with the stubborn Scottish devil who is holding her captive, and she fears she will never see her home country, China, ever again.

      

      When East meets West…

      

      But a spark is ignited between these two very different people, that all the water in the Firth of Forth won’t put out and Col discovers that there is life after death after all, if only he can tame some of the wildness out of the fierce lass…

      

      Sequel to the Scottish Highlander Romance Bestseller: The Scottish Doctor, The Scottish Laird features plenty of trademark Wren St Claire steamy romance, a grumpy-sunshine pairing, a single-dad Scottish hero with a Chinese martial artist heroine, language barrier, instant attraction, revenge plot, and yes Scottish accents – sorry!
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