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UNEXPECTED TREASURE

CHAPTER ONE
Off the Coast of England, Atlantic Ocean
 
Rex Masters lowered his spyglass, oblivious to the rocking of the ship. “You’re sure One Eye is bearing down on that vessel?”
“I’d stake my life on it.” His first mate, Sanders, gave a nod. “He’s been tacking just out of sight of that merchant ship for three days. He would have attacked already if it weren’t for this storm.”
Rex grimaced. It was a nasty bit of weather, to be sure. They had been riding alongside One Eye’s boat for close to a week. Sailing parallel and coming into sight only long enough to keep tabs on the other ship. Though, he had nearly lost the pirate ship twice in as many days until they had discovered the pirate’s prey, a small merchant boat. Since then, it had been much easier to keep track of One Eye. Now the question was how to further use this knowledge to his advantage.
As if his first mate was reading his thoughts, he asked, “What do you want to do?”
Crossing his arms over his chest Rex assessed the merchant ship. It was small. There was a good chance it wouldn’t survive the storm. If it did, it surely had no method of protection against invading pirates. They were defenseless on both fronts. If the ship did go down, Rex would most likely lose One Eye. It was difficult to track a pirate but the merchant ship had been easy to follow, knowing that it had become One Eye’s prey.
“We could wait till the pirates attack and then come around One Eye’s flank and catch them by surprise.” Sanders stared towards the rolling vessel.
Rex shook his head. “We’ll lose them both. That boat could go down and then One Eye will flee.”
Sanders gave a curt nod of understanding. “What then?”
“We take everyone off the boat. They’ll be safer here. Then, if the ship doesn’t go down. The pirates will attack and we will trap the pirates then.”
Sanders eyed him. “That’s a big risk, loading all those people on this boat. What if One Eye sees you?”
Rex gritted his teeth. Sanders was right. But he couldn’t let innocent people die if he could stop it. He had lost one innocent life this month already, he couldn’t let it happen again. There were things more important than returning the crown’s gold. Though he doubted Prinny would agree.
 
* * *
 
The boat swayed just as the woman lying in bed in front of Sarah screamed. It was long and low and she grasped her friend’s hand harder, her eyes wide with fear. If someone had told Sarah what was happening in front of her eyes could frighten her more than the storm that raged outside, or the events of the last six months, she would have never believed them.
Anne had been in labor for two days. Now her screams came almost nonstop. The boat lurched to one side, but Sarah hardly noticed. “I have to push,” Anne panted out.
“It’s time.” Mrs. Flannery nodded to Sarah. The boat gave another sickening dip, but Sarah was oblivious. “Get me more hot water and more rags. Hurry!” Mrs. Flannery’s voice screamed over the howling wind and creaking wood.
Sarah shot up, thankful to have something to do other than stare in fear. Racing along the dark hallways to the galley of the ship, she held out her hands to keep herself from crashing into the walls.
“I need hot water,” she gasped the second she spied Cook. “The baby’s coming.”
“Have you felt this ship?” he said, his normally friendly demeanor gone. “I couldn’t heat water if I wanted to and we’re dying anyway.”
She gasped at his words, taking stock of the storm for the first time. The ship rocked wildly again. “I can’t be certain we will die from the storm but I am absolutely sure that baby is coming. I need water.”
He handed her a bucket and then crouched behind a cabinet bolted to the wall. A loud crash made the boat shudder as Sarah turned to head back to Anne’s room. Taking a deep breath, Sarah began the laborious trip down the narrow, swaying hall.
As the ship leaned to the right, Sarah crashed into the wall and water splashed all over her front. Steadying her feet, she kept moving down the hallway. But this time, tears pricked at her eyes.
Cook was most likely correct. They would perish in this storm and her uncle would have his way after all. She should have known this trip was doomed from the first. A desperate act of a desperate woman.
A tear slid down her cheek as she shook her head, unable to believe this is what it had come to.  A shadow crossed her path, for a split second, she simply thought the lamp lighting the hall was simply swinging with the rocking of the ship. But as the boat righted itself, the shadow remained in place.
Slowly she turned to see a man looming over her. Tall and dark, fear prickled over every inch of her skin. He was wet from the storm and it slicked back his hair, adding to his menacing appearance. Instinct took over. Taking a deep breath, she opened her mouth to scream.
His hand covered her mouth. “Please don’t scream. We are here to help you.”
Without waiting for confirmation, he began pulling her down the hall and away from her friend and towards the hatch. It took several steps for her mind to register what was happening. His hand was like a vice around her upper arm and he pulled her effortlessly as if she weighed nothing at all. Attempting to pull away, she didn’t break his stride at all. Any woman one her own would be frightened out of her wits, but she’d been looking over her shoulder for so long, she barely talked to anyone save Cook, Anne and Mrs. Flannery, that desperation was seeping in. Was this man a pirate? Worse, had he been sent by her Uncle to take her back?
“Stop.” Her voice was still muffled by his hand and he ignored her, continuing to propel her away from Anne. She pulled harder but his arm came around her waist. Dimly she registered that his arm was pure muscle as it wrapped around her.
“Stop,” she cried more loudly but he still disregarded her protests. Not knowing what else to do, she sank her teeth into his hand.
“Bloody hell!” he yelled is as hand withdrew from her mouth.
“Please, I beg you, don’t do this. I’ve nothing for you.”	
He looked near shocked, as he assessed her. “Why, you’re a proper lady.” He stared down at her, his eyes drinking in the details of her face. 
Sarah cursed herself. She was dressed in very humble clothing, but he must have recognized her accent. Normally, she tried to hide it or just not speak. She’d never really been able to replicate the cockney slang of the London lower classes.
“Ladies do not bite men’s hands.” She feebly attempted to deflect his observation as she slowly backed away. If he were a pirate, he may try to ransom her. If he was sent by her uncle, he would know she was the woman he was looking for. 
“We have to leave, time is of the essence.” His voice was incredibly pleasant. It trickled over her senses like warm honey on a cold day. Strange to find your kidnappers voice pleasant.
“I could not possibly leave with a strange man. Who are you? Why are you here? Besides--”
He cut her off before she could suggest he was likely a pirate, “I must insist.”
The cries of an infant carried down the hall and Sarah turned on her heel and ran.
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CHAPTER TWO
Rex watched her run down the hall, holding the bucket. What was a beautiful debutante doing aboard this tiny merchant ship? Well he didn’t know for sure she was a debutante but she was young, ridiculously beautiful, and obviously well bred. Her accent had all the markings of money. But she had denied it when he asked. Why? A slight grin turned up the corners of his lips. Beautiful and mysterious.
	Her hips swayed and her skirts swished as she entered the room and the end of the hall. The baby’s cries grew louder as she opened the door. 
	The door closed but Rex stood there, looking at the spot where an angel had just been.  Her golden hair had tickled his nose and her body had fit just right against him when he had pulled her close. He ran his fingers through his hair. He’d been at sea too long.
	The captain dropped down from the hatch and landed next to Rex. “What is the hold up?”
	“Perhaps I should have sent you down here, I frightened the only passenger I came across.” Rex held up his hand.
	A grimace flitted across the captain’s face, “Which one?”
	“I don’t know her name, blond hair, large blue eyes, a body―”
	“Sarah,” the captain supplied. “Keeps to herself. Which is smart. She didn’t happen to say if the baby has come?”
	“It came.” Rex frowned. A baby made this so much more complicated. He was beginning to regret his decision to collect these people. He ran a hand thorough his hair again. He didn’t mean that. He had missed an opportunity to save an innocent women and it weighed heavily on his thoughts. But time was of the essence and moving a woman who had just given birth and a baby made this much more difficult.
	“I’ll go get Cook. I’ll join you to move the women in two shakes of a stick. Thank you again. You’ve undoubtedly saved our lives.”
	Rex gave a single nod. The captain was right, of course. But under normal circumstances the captain should have been suspicious of a strange boat pulling up and offering passage. It was a testament to how desperate the man was that he was willing to trust a complete stranger. Of course, Rex would deliver them safely back to England but for all the man knew, Rex could be selling them into slavery.
	He marched down the hall and stood in front of the door where the angel had disappeared. “Sarah,” he repeated the name whispering off his lips. Didn’t seem right, her having a regular name. He gave a knock on the door, then opened it.
	A matronly woman stood in his path.  “Yes,” her sharp voice cut over the noise of the storm.
	“I’m here to bring you to safety. The captain has ordered everyone to abandon ship.”
“How do we know the captain has actually given that order?” Sarah called from in the room.
“He will be on deck to assure you himself. Please, ladies, we must hurry.” He tried not to simply throw open the door and snatch the woman up. Did she not understand this vessel was in immediate danger?
	The matron, as he now thought of her, looked him up and down. He glanced over her shoulder to see Sarah holding a baby swaddled in blankets. Her face was near euphoric. It made her look even more angelic and he sucked in his breath. His entire body tightened at the sight.
	Tearing his eyes from her, he looked at the woman on the bed. Her eyes were half closed and she lay limply against the pillows. She looked like she had been through hell. “Bloody bullocks,” he whispered to himself.
	“Excuse me,” the older woman’s voice demanded.
	“Ma’am, we have to go now. This ship could sink at any moment.” He pushed past her. “Can you carry the baby?” He looked at Sarah. She eyed him warily.
“Ladies, please. The captain’s voice boomed down the hall. We must not tarry.”
Without delaying another minute, Rex picked up the woman on the bed. She was limp in his arms. His doubts were replaced with sympathy.
	“Where is your husband? We will collect him―”
	“Her husband is dead.” Sarah’s voice caught.
	He gave a single nod and then turned for the door. The captain and Cook were there, the captain whispering to the matron. She looked defiant but started out of the room.
	The boat gave another lurch, and he watched Sarah grab for the wall to keep from falling with the baby. “We have to go now.” His voice boomed over the rushing waves.
	This time, everyone scrambled to follow his command. The captain led the way with Cook and the matron behind him. Sarah was just in front of him and his eyes wandered over her long blond hair, half falling out of its bun, then down to her tiny waist and the flare of her generous hips.
	The woman in his arms stirred. “Where is my baby?”
	“Sarah has your baby. You rest now, we’re going to keep you safe.”
 
***
 
	Her name on his lips and the gentleness of his voice sent shivers running down Sarah’s spine. She turned to look at him and his hazel eyes pierced into hers. Up till that point, she had felt nothing but fear for this large man who had invaded their lives. But like a bolt of lightning, she became aware of him. It flitted through her mind that she hadn’t told him her name. How had he known it? Could this be proof he was sent to find her? It mattered not at the moment. It would seem he stood between life and death for all of them. 
The baby in her arms wailed as the cool night air hit his skin and she didn’t have any more time to think about the dark stranger. She bundled the baby closer, shushing softly.
	Glancing back at him again, she noticed he carried Anne easily, without any effort at all. His appearance was dark, almost dangerous and yet, when she looked closer, there was something almost aristocratic about his features. Of course, she had noticed right away that he was handsome but it had only made him more dangerous. But his voice, that somehow put her at ease.
	Several other sailors, that Sarah didn’t recognize, stood on the rolling deck of the ship. Swallowing hard, Sarah stopped moving. Her uncle had an army of sailors searching the London streets for her before she had escaped. She had barely interacted with the crew aboard this ship. It frightened her to see all these hard looking men, staring at her. Memories flooded her mind of another group of men staring at her in much the same way.
	His rich voice soothed from behind her, “No one will hurt you. Just keep moving.” It comforted her beyond measure and her feet started moving again, though she could hardly understand it. Never had a person’s voice captivate her the way his did.	They kept moving toward the rail. Sarah peered over, two dingys were tied just off the bow. With the crashing waves a new fear was rising in her mind, how would they get into those boats?
	She barely had time to consider it when her dark haired rescuer was passing Anne to another man. Then he turned back to Sarah, looking dark and dangerous once again. Her breathing became rapid and her heart hammered in her chest, it wasn’t necessarily fear this time but another, unnamed emotion. He turned and picked her up, baby still in her arms.  “What are you doing?” her strangled voice cried out.
	He gave her a smile that lightened everything about his face. “You can’t get on that boat by yourself.”
	“I don’t even know your name,” she gasped as she was pressed against his fantastically hard chest. The baby quieted instantly in the heat between their two bodies.
	“My friends call me Rex.” Grabbing a rope, he swung them down from the ship into the row boat in one fluid motion, all the while holding them steady.
	“What does the rest of the world call you?” She gasped as the row boat swayed. 
	His lips were dangerously close to hers and curved in a smile, invited her to touch them. His eyes sparkled in the moonlight making him breathtakingly handsome. “I will tell you when you tell me why a lady of breeding is riding on this tiny merchant ship.”
	She sniffed then. “I have already told you, I’m not―“
	Rather than being put out by her lack of information, his grin only broadened. “Keep your secrets for now and I will keep my name. But make no mistake, we will have this conversation again.”
	Sarah swallowed hard. Her secrets guarded her wellbeing. Telling them to the wrong person could send her back to the wolf’s door. But currently, this man held her life in his very strong hands.
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CHAPTER THREE
Sarah watched with great satisfaction as Anne fed the baby. In her heart, she had been worried that Anne wouldn’t live. There were no wet nurses at sea. But both mother and baby were recovering. 
With the morning, the storm had cleared as well and everyone was feeling more optimistic. It was nice to see her companions happy. Though she had only met Anne and Mrs. Flannery on this voyage, the women, all three alone, had become fast friends. They had been a beacon of hope in one of Sarah’s darkest hours. She would give anything to help them.
Rex had supplied the three ladies with plenty of food and fresh water. The ship’s doctor had examined Anne and the child. He had even ordered a bath for Anne, which had really bolstered the woman’s spirits.
Since the storm had subsided, Sarah’s own thoughts had turned to the merchant ship the Anna Claire and her own fate after the storm.  While it was tempting to find Rex’s ship a safe haven, she must keep her guard up.  It seemed less and less likely that Rex was a pirate. They didn’t generally travel around rescuing people. But, who was he then and what did he want with her?
A knock at the door pulled her out of her reverie. “Yes,” Mrs. Flannery called.
The door did not open. Instead, a rough voice rasped through the door. “Mr. Masters wants to see the one named Sarah.”
Mrs. Flannery turned to her, a frown marking her face. “She’ll be right out.”
“What do you think he wants?” Sarah’s voice caught. As much as his boat had made her feel safe, the man himself sent her insides jumping. Not only because he was potentially dangerous but those dark features and muscular arms…
“I don’t know, lassie, but be careful. He’s a strong man and you are a beautiful woman.” Mrs. Flannery pursed her lips. “You have to protect yourself but you also have to be careful not to anger him.”
Sarah nodded, Mrs. Flannery was correct. All their fates were at his discretion. As she made her way down the hall, her heart thrummed wildly at the thought of seeing him again. 
She entered the Captain’s quarters and looked about the room. While she didn’t see Rex, the room itself was spectacular. It was filled with a luxury that would have been at home in the parlors of London. 
“Well hello, Sarah. Though it would be more proper to address you by your last name. Feel free to share with me, for proprieties sake.” His voice rolled over her like a gentle wave, coming from the doorway that must connect his sleeping quarters to his study.
“I’m sure your interest is in propriety. Are you sure you’re not a pirate? This room is stunning.” While she knew pirates would never have treated her so humanely, she wondered how he had acquired such wealth.
He stepped out into the room, grinning at her again. His broad shoulders shook with laughter. “If I were a pirate, I would have looted your ship and left you to sink. Well, probably not you. But the rest.”
Her face paled. She was instantly reminded that this man was dangerous. “Not me?” Her voice came out in a strangled whisper.
“I didn’t mean it like that, Sarah. I simply meant that pirates would have considered you a treasure of sorts and…” he stopped talking, his eyes looking at her intently.
She realized that her hands were grasping her own neck, her eyes wide with fear. “Oh,” was all she could push out of her mouth.
She heard him mutter under his breath as he made his way over to her, “My apologies. It has been too long since I have been in the company of a lady.”
Did he spend time with ladies often?
His hand came to her back and she jerked out of his grasp but he shushed her softly, much like she had done with the baby the day before. “Perhaps you should sit. Has Anne named the child yet?” 
He was changing the subject. She knew it. But as she slid into the comfortably upholstered chair, she relaxed a little. At least enough to answer in a normal voice, “Thomas. After his father.”
“That is nice. What did Thomas do? How did he die?” His voice was soothing, it lapped at her like gentle waves, calming her fear.
“He was a shop owner, but Thomas was ill. He sold the business and they were heading to the America’s. He thought the weather would be better and purchased land for them to relocate.” Sarah took a deep breath, at ease for the first time since leaving her room.
“Anne is moving to a new country by herself?”
“She has me.” Sarah sat a little straighter.
“And who are you?” his eyebrows rose.
“Who are you, if you are not a pirate?”
His head cocked to one side. “I am a privateer. I work for the Prince Regent. That is very different from a pirate.”
She sucked in her breath, standing back up. He was connected to the aristocracy. “I-I-I should go.”
He easily stepped between her and the door. “You’ve just gotten here and we’ve yet to really speak.”
“We’ve spoken,” she replied evasively.
His head cocked again. He was studying her, she could feel it. “Something has made you quite jumpy.”
She looked anywhere but at him. “Isn’t being alone with a man I hardly know reason enough to be afraid?”
His eyes narrowed. “You were afraid of my men last night. You were also afraid when I mentioned the pirates and the aristocracy…” His voice drifted off in thought.
Her eyes bulged. He was quickly and easily puzzling her out. Desperate to change the subject and put distance between her and this man, she asked, “When will we return to the Anna Claire?”
He stepped closer. His fingers reached out and gently touched a strand of her hair. It was fine and routinely fell out of whatever it was held back in. It had driven her lady’s maid mad when she’d had one. She resisted the urge to pull away from his grasp. Not because he frightened or repulsed her. On the contrary, his touch was exciting. But she could not afford to be drawn in by this man.
“If the boat hasn’t sunk, it may be a few days.”
“Sunk,” she collapsed back down in her chair. “Everything I own is on that boat. All of my papers, money, jewelry.”
He grimaced. “Sarah, it is unfortunate we couldn’t get your things. But if the boat is gone I will be returning to England in a week’s time and you can replace all of your documents__”
She stood again.  She felt like the Jack-in-the-Box she played with as a child, “I couldn’t possibly return to England.” Her voice, laced with fear, shook as she spoke. “I have to go to America.”
“Pirates, groups of men, aristocracy, and England. What happened to you, sweetheart?” That silky smooth voice whispered over her skin. It held compassion and strength.
“N-n-nothing happened to me but, I’m going to see my aunt. It’s important I get there quickly.” It was mostly true. She was desperately hoping that her aunt would take her in and help her start a new life. No one understood her uncle’s tyranny more than her aunt. But the real reason behind her visit couldn’t be shared with anyone. Especially not anyone who was connected with the Prince Regent. 
“I can tell that you’ve got real spirit but something has frightened you.”
She looked up into his hazel eyes then. They crinkled at the corners in concern. He no longer looked dangerous. If she were honest, he looked like heaven. She had the sudden urge to press closer to him.
“What did you bring me here to discuss?” she whispered, averting her eyes. This man was dangerous. Not just because he was a tall, dark privateer but because he kept drawing her in, breaching her defenses. She had kept to herself, kept her secrets on the Anna Claire. Anne and Mrs. Flannery had seemed to understand that she didn’t want to talk about her past. But not Rex. He was probing and all of her wounds were too fresh to hide.
“Pirates.” His hand brushed hers.
“What?” Her eyes came back to his, widening in fear.
“Pirates were hunting your boat and I am hunting the pirates. It’s part of the reason I brought you here and it’s why you will stay for a few days even if the Anna Claire hasn’t sunk. We will attack the ship and I wanted you and the other women to know what was happening.”
“Pirates were hunting us?” Her hand come to her mouth. She felt slightly dizzy at the thought of a pirate attack. She didn’t mean to but her other hand came up to his chest. 
Placing his hands at her waist, he leaned down and whispered in her ear, “You’re safe now.”
She took a deep breath, his scent filled her nostrils. It was as soothing and exciting as his voice.  “Thank you, for that and for the warning.” She eased her hand away and stepped back. “Will we be safe during the attack?”
His eyes pierced into hers. “Of course. We have a military ship, for all intents and purposes. Most pirates are a day away from starvation and not well trained. While they can overpower a small ship like the Anna Claire, they are no match against a ship and crew like ours.”
	“I will tell the others.” She made to move around him towards the door. His hand reached out to stop her, landing on her rib cage. She sucked in her breath, her eyes wide.
	“Did anyone hurt you on the Anna Claire?” Rex’s voice was a quiet whisper but there was an almost hidden note of protectiveness in it.
	“No, of course not.” Her eyes met his again.
	His studied hers intently, he was searching her face for the truth. His mouth pinched at the corners and his hand gave her ribs a gentle squeeze. Time seemed to stop. She should leave, but she couldn’t look away.
	“I…I…should go,” she swallowed hard as she spoke.
	He gave a curt nod and then withdrew his hand. Sarah darted around him and made a dash for the door.
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CHAPTER FOUR
Rex watched her leave. He raked his hand through his hair and then repeated the gesture. What the hell was he doing?
	She didn’t want to share her secrets. That much was clear. So why couldn’t he leave her be? Why did he keep pressing?
	He knew the answer even as he had the thought. He was attracted to her. Her angelic features, her full lips and bright blues eyes. He also loved her perfect mixture of bravery and vulnerability. She wasn’t afraid to whip him with her tongue or bite him with her teeth, and he was a man who often struck fear. But she was most certainly deathly afraid of something.
	That was another component to his attraction―intrigue. She was a beautiful little mystery. And, like him, she was leading two lives. One with the aristocracy and the other here out at sea. 
	He wondered again what her secret was. A smile touched his face, it was going to be damned interesting to find out. He headed for the door, no time like the present.
	He didn’t have to wait long. As he reached the deck, Mrs. Flannery came towards him with her arms full of blankets and other supplies. “Let me help you with that.” He reached for the items in her arms.
	She gave him a distrustful glare, but handed over the goods. “Thank you,” she replied coolly.
	“Most welcome. May I ask why you are crossing the ocean alone?” He fell in step next to her.
	“My husband passed. I wanted to visit my daughter in Massachusetts. Maybe stay. There isn’t much left for me in England.”
	He nodded and smiled. This was going well. Mrs. Flannnery was giving him forthright answers to his questions. “It was kind of you to help Anne.”
	She shrugged, “No woman should have to bring a child into the world alone. I could have travelled on a different ship. I picked this one because there were other female travelers.”
	“Sarah seems to have troubles of her own.” He gave her a sidelong glance but she stopped walking and turned towards him.
	“I saw the way you were holding her. You’ll not get any information out of me. I will not help you ruin an innocent girl, pirate.”
	He turned to face her. “I am not a pirate. I’m a privateer and the owner of this ship. I have no intention of ruining anyone. Besides, she is most likely ruined already. Why else would a lady be fleeing?”
	Mrs. Flannery crossed her arms. “I’d stake my life on the fact that she has not been ruined, so don’t think you can just take her because she is damaged goods. She’s been abused at the hands of men but I don’t think it is that way. Do not add to her misery, sir.” The last word came out in a sneer.
	“Mrs. Flannery, despite your low opinion of me, I saved all your lives and I am only trying to help her. She is terribly afraid to go back to England and I can’t decide what is best for her if I don’t know why.”
	She eyed him suspiciously as her foot tapped. She appeared to be deciding how much to say.  Finally she spoke, “We shared a cabin. In her sleep she would mutter about Uncle Francis. She sounded afraid.”
	Her uncle? What did that mean? “Thank you, Mrs. Flannery.” They both continued down the hall. As they reached the cabin the women were sharing, Mrs. Flannery moved to take the items out of his hands.
	“May I visit Anne and the baby?” 
Her eyebrows raised but she gave a curt nod and then knocked on the door. “Anne, are you decent? Mr. Masters would like to visit.”
	“Come in,” she replied cheerily.
	He entered the cabin and Anne gave him a glowing smile. Well, at least one woman on this ship was glad to see him. His eyes immediately sought Sarah who sat next to the bed holding Thomas.
	His chest constricted again. What was it about her holding a baby that captured his undivided attention? A little hand reached up and, laughing, she kissed it as it went by. This was a completely different Sarah. Joy was etched on every line of her face. No worry or sadness. If she had looked angelic their first meeting, she was utterly divine now. It nearly knocked the wind out of him.
	“Thank you for coming and for all the food and supplies. I don’t know how to thank you, Mr. Masters.” Anne beamed at him again. 
He tore his eyes from Sarah to return the smile. “It was my pleasure.”
“Do you normally help distressed ships in the middle of the ocean?” Anne chirped happily.
He laughed, “Whenever possible.”
“Mr. Masters was telling me that pirates were stalking us on the Anne Marie. He will attack them. That is the reason he is helping us, to capture them.” Sarah’s voice challenged him with defiance.
He liked her sassy side. He wished she used it more, replace that fear. “Actually, I could have just allowed them to attack you and then attacked them. I wanted to help you. And I am glad I was able to save you ladies and baby Thomas. I failed a young--” He stopped. What was wrong with him? While Sarah had locked herself up like a vault, he was spilling his secrets. He was always in control.
Another knock came at the door. “Mr. Masters, we’ve spotted the Anna Claire and One Eye.”
“I’ll be right there,” he called back.
He turned back to Sarah. “Would you like to come see the fate of the Anna Claire?” 
She hesitated, her eyes becoming wary, but she acquiesced, “All right.” She turned and gave the baby a kiss on the forehead, before handing him back to Anne. Rex’s chest constricted again. Then she stood and made her way towards the door.
He stood as well and crossed the room in a single stride, opening the door for her. Passing by him, she started down the hall. Land sakes, he loved watching her walk. It was a feast for the eyes.
He stayed behind her, his eyes running up and down her supple body. His mind was puzzling over her situation. Something in Mrs. Flannery’s words was gnawing at his brain but he couldn’t quite put his finger on it.
“Mr. Masters,” her voice floated over her shoulder.
“Rex,” he corrected.
She turned and arched her eyebrows at him. “Are you a member of the peerage?”
He hesitated. She seemed afraid of the aristocracy but if one of them didn’t open up, he would never find out her secrets. “Lord Alexander Masters, at your service.”
She gave a slight gasp but it didn’t sound fearful, so he continued. “I am the second son to the Fifth Duke of Somerset. As I had no desire to fight Napoleon on land and, as a second son must help in the war effort, I captain a ship that privateers for the crown, among other duties.”
“Why, I grew up in the neighboring county.” She pursed her lips together, turning away from him. A ripple of satisfaction coursed through him. She hadn’t meant to tell him that and it was satisfying to know she was letting her walls down.
“Yorkshire?” he asked, keeping his voice casual. He saw her stiffen and knew he must be correct.
They reached the hatch and he watched, with abject fascination, as she climbed up the ladder, to reach the deck. Her lovely ankles came into view several times. He wondered if he could get away with touching one but then pulled himself together. He was about to face a well-known pirate and all he could think about was this woman’s ankles.
She stood waiting for him on deck. He offered her his arm and she accepted, allowing him to lead her towards his first mate. Sanders cleared his throat. “How is the baby?” He cleared his throat again. 
Rex raised his eye brows at his friend. They should have been talking about the pirate attack rather than the state of a few passengers. Apparently Rex wasn’t the only one who had his mind on other things. “Thomas is well. As is Anne.”
He nodded, looking relieved. “Glad to hear it. I was worried for her bein’ so limp and all.”
“That’s very kind.” Sarah gave Sanders a glowing smile and Rex felt himself prickle with jealousy.
Sanders looked slightly awestruck and Rex quickly changed the subject. He could not watch another man drool over her. “What’s happening out there?” 
His first mate snapped back to attention and handed him the spyglass. Rex took it frowning. He still smarted with jealousy. Sarah had never smiled at him like that and he had saved her life. With a grimace, he raised the glass to his face.
The pirates were boarding the Anna Marie. “Take a look.” He handed the instrument to Sarah. 
She let out a gasp and then stomped her foot. “They are taking all of our things,” she cried indignantly.
He grinned. “Should we go get them back?”
“Why yes, we should.” Her eyebrows rose up. “Should I return below deck?”
“Only if you want to. My men will not harm you and pirates will never board this ship, except as prisoners.”
	“I don’t know,” she hesitated.
“Would you feel better if I left you with a pistol? I can show you how to fire it.” Rex was not sure how she would answer but privately he hoped she would agree. It would give her some measure of control and confidence she sorely needed.
 
***
Sarah assessed the man before her. Rex was absolutely full of surprises. He was the son of a Duke. Her uncle, Lord Westford, was powerful but Rex’s father could crush him in an instant. They could also be friends. In which case, she would be delivered right back into his cruel hands.
But Rex offered to teach her how to fire a pistol. It would make her feel safer, more in control to be able to fire a weapon. Slowly she nodded.
“Excellent. Come this way, we’ll fire off the side of the boat.” he began to lead her away from Sanders.
“Don’t you have to prepare for the pirates?” she asked tentatively.
“The difficulty with men like One Eye is catching them. This part is easy.” He pulled a gun from his belt. “Watch closely. First you pack this with powder, then you drop in these balls. Pull back this hammer and…” He pulled the trigger, firing into the water. “Do you want to try?”
She nodded, then cautiously took the gun from his hand. Taking her time, she followed his steps. Finally, she aimed it at the water. Slowly her finger squeezed the trigger until the gun jolted back in her hand, releasing the bullet.
“Excellent,” he exclaimed. 
Sarah took a deep breath; it was exhilarating. “Can I try it again?” 
“Absolutely.” He handed her his bag of powder.
She shot four times, feeling more confident with each one. 
“Keep the powder and the gun while I am aboard One Eye’s ship.”
	“You’ll get on his ship?” She felt fear trickle down her spine. In an instant she realized she didn’t want anything to happen to him.
He must have heard the fear in her voice because his hand came up and touched her arm. “I’ll be fine, don’t worry about me.” His look was soft as he stroked her arm. Then he turned to leave.
	Watching him walk away, Sarah held her breath. He stopped to place a new pistol in his belt and then add a saber and a cutlass. His shoulder’s flexed with the movement. Muscles rippled under his shirt. Never had she been aware of a man the way she was of him. Strength emanated from him and she could feel his male energy. It was so palpable, she could almost reach out and touch it.
	He had been correct, when he said that while she seemed of afraid of many things, she wasn’t frightened of him. From the first moment they had met, instead of freezing up, she had actually bit him. He hadn’t even gotten upset. What had given her the courage to do that and why had he allowed it? He was so much larger than her.
	“Rex,” she called across the deck. Lifting her skirts, she crossed over to where he stood now loaded up with weapons. His crew stood around him, and though she didn’t know most of them, she felt less afraid. “Thank you,” she said as her hand touched his.
	He gave her a wink and then turned towards the pirate ship. 
 
	As if on cue, an explosion split the air and Sarah ducked. A cannonball flew well over the top of the boat and Sarah watched it arc across the sky until it splashed down into the water.
	“Take out their mast!” Rex’s voice boomed.
	“Fire,” Sanders yelled. Another blast split the air, the entire ship vibrating. Unlike the pirate’s shot, their aim was true and Sarah watched as their main mast seemed to shatter, splintering wood over the deck of the ship. “Now aim for their cannons. Disable them.”
A few more cannon shots sent the pirates scurrying over their deck, hiding for cover. Rex gave a signal his boat sailed right up next to the pirate vessel.
Grappling hooks sailed over the rail through the sky. The clank of metal against wood rang through the air as each hook hit its mark. Within a second, men began jumping over the rail sailing towards the other deck.
	Almost immediately, the shouts of men and the sound of metal hitting metal filled the air. Sarah gripped the butt of her pistol tighter as she waited on the deck. The pirate ship was lower than Rex’s vessel so she could not see the action only hear it. She inched towards the rail, wanting to know what was happening but afraid she might get caught in the crossfire.
	It occurred to her that she faced a far worse death then being hit by a stray bullet. She could have drowned in the ocean or, worse, be returned to her uncle. Rex might need her help.
	Just as she reached the rail to look down at the other vessel a pirate, wearing near rags, climbed one of the ropes towards the deck she stood on. Slowly she raised the pistol. She took a deep breath. She had to be strong. If this pirate made it on the ship, she would need to defend her friends.
	“Aghhhh,” the man screamed as he fell into the water.
	Rex stood just below her with his pistol pointed up towards her. He winked again. Then another pirate ran towards him and the clanging of swords rent the air. Sarah held her pistol firm but Rex easily subdued the pirate and then another. His men were efficiently                                                                             defeating the pirates.
	The Anna Marie floated on the other side of the pirate vessel but it seemed to Sarah that is was tilting at an odd angle. She only glanced at it a moment before the battling men caught her attention again. Rex fended off three more pirates so that only a handful still fought.
	His movements were fluid and graceful with a strength she could have never imagined. It was almost beautiful to watch him fight. 
	Mrs. Flannery joined her on the deck, “Oh my. Did I miss all of the action?”
	Sarah grinned, “It didn’t last that long.”
	“I can see that. Our Mr. Masters is most… competent.” 
	Sarah turned towards the other woman. “I didn’t get the impression you were terribly fond of him.”
	Mrs. Flannery shrugged, “I don’t trust handsome unmarried men as a general rule. Especially when I am travelling with two young, unmarried woman. And it is no secret that he is more than a little interested in you.”
	Sarah blushed. It pleased her to hear it but she it made her skin heat, nonetheless. “Oh don’t be silly―“
	“Sarah, I didn’t want to have this conversation in front of Anne. But I can tell when a woman is running and scared. You’re both. I wouldn’t tell you to give up your virtue easily but if it is life or death, you might consider throwing yourself on the good Mr. Masters’ mercy.”
	Sarah looked at the older woman openmouthed. Was she actually telling her to become Rex’s mistress? As a lady, the thought had never occurred to her. But perhaps if she were, she could convince Rex to take her to America and her aunt, instead of England. A plan started forming. A mistress was a temporary position but then she could go to America claiming to be a widow like Anne. Her friend would surely keep her secret.  “I’ll have to think on it,” she mumbled, her hand gripping the pistol tighter. Picturing Rex, shirtless and holding her tight, she had to admit, at least to herself, that part of her simply wanted him.
	“Do consider it, and try to decide how much Rex really is interested in you. I have judged it to be a great deal but only you will be able to tell if he wants you enough to keep you safe after he has gotten this treasure.”
	Sarah looked at the other woman perplexed, treasure?  The other woman’s eyebrows raised in what was meant to be a meaningful look.
	“Didn’t your mother tell you about―“
	Sarah shook her head, “My mother died in child birth. My father raised me until last year and neither my governess nor my lady’s maid―anyway, no one ever explained what a woman actually gives a man―“
	“Who is giving what to a man?” Rex was suddenly next to her.
	Sarah jumped in fright and without meaning to, she pointed the pistol towards him. “You frightened me!”
	He eyed her with suspicion then gently removed the pistol from her hand. “It is one thing to bite me, it is quite another to shoot me.” 
	“Oh dear, I didn’t mean to…” Sarah spluttered through an explanation.
	“It’s quite all right. But one of the first rules is never aim a gun you’re aren’t intending to shoot. Now tell me what are you giving to a man?”
	She felt heat travel all through her body, staining her cheeks bright pink. She was spared answering as several pirates were carried aboard the ship. 
	A man with an eye patch gave her a long look as he was escorted by. Rex straightened and his hand came to her back. Mrs. Flannery gave her a knowing stare.
	“As soon as we get the prisoners on board, I will go assess the fate of the Anna Marie and get your trunks.” The hand, stationed on her back, began a rhythmic stroking.
	His light touch was making it difficult to think or to breathe. Unable to answer, she simply nodded. Could she ever actually go through what Mrs. Flannery was proposing? Could she not?
 
 



 
UNEXPECTED TREASURE

CHAPTER FIVE
Rex stood on the deck of the Anna Marie. The ship was dying a slow death. It had a hole in the keel. It had taken on a great deal of water and it would sink in a matter of hours. His crew was racing to get the personal belongings of the ship’s passengers off of the boat and then they would make straight for London. He wanted the pirates off his ship.
	Deep in his heart, he was glad the Anna Marie wasn’t able to sail. He wasn’t ready to say good bye to his beautiful little mystery.
	Briefly another woman flashed in his mind. The one he was supposed to have saved. The one he was supposed to have married.
	It wasn’t that he was sad at her individual loss. He’d never even met her. But his intended had been terribly abused by her uncle and he had missed rescuing her by mere hours, maybe even minutes. A cold trickle ran down his spine.	 Her uncle. Wasn’t Sarah running from her uncle? The woman he was to wed, Lady Sarah Wentworth, next in line for an earldom, was being terrorized by the current Earl, her Uncle Lord Francis Wentworth? Hadn’t Mrs. Flannery told him that she talked of Uncle Francis in her sleep?
“Bloody hell,” he cursed, thumping the wall with a fist. His Sarah could not be Lady Sarah could it? There were too many similarities to ignore but he had attended Lady Sarah’s funeral.
	He rubbed his forehead. The uncle, upon inheriting the title had wanted to dispose of his brother’s heir, not that he had any of his own. And he had been attempting to do it in the most humiliating way possible. He had first removed her from society, dispatched all servants, forced her into rags for clothing. There were even rumors that he wasn’t allowing her food. Finally, he had attempted to sell her to the highest bidder in a gentleman’s club. Not for marriage, but simply for a man’s pleasure. He had assembled some of the lowliest characters on London for the event. 
It had been kept secret, of course. Though Prinny had discovered the plot and sent Rex to thwart it. But something happened to Lady Sarah during the event. She disappeared. He had arrived at the club, in disguise, moments after she was gone. Two days later, her uncle held a funeral for her, saying she’d been killed by thieves. He knew the truth but he had to prove it.
	Rex had begged Prinny to allow him to investigate but the Prince Regent had sent him to sea to chase after One Eye. Her Uncle, Lord Wentworth, was not only behaving atrociously towards his kin but also towards the crown, using pirates like One Eye to steal the crown’s gold.
	“We’ve got the ladies’ trunks,” Sanders called.
	Rex turned to look at them. Each woman had a single trunk but he knew which one was Sarah’s. While nondescript, it was made of a fine leather. He stepped towards it. Did it hold the answers he was searching for? Would it tell him Sarah’s true identity? His hand reached for the latch. “What secrets do you think it holds?” Brushing the brass with his fingertips, he itched to flip the lid open.
	“The kind, if you are wise, you will wait for the lady to share.” Sanders gave his hand a tap. “I’ve never seen you so interested in a woman. Be smart.” 
	“You’re a meddling old sea hag,” Rex grumbled at his friend.
	Sanders laughed. “You’re snooping and I’m the old hag?” Sander’s scratched his chin. “Can’t say that I blame you for wanting to look. That chit is a beauty. I mean the sway of those hips and the hair--”
	“Stop talking if you want to live,” Rex growled out grabbing his friend’s shirt.
	“Like I said, you are more than a little interested. Earn her trust and she’ll show you what’s in the trunk.” With that his friend pushed his hand away, then grabbed the trunk, and loaded it on the dingy.
	Rex glared at Sanders. He couldn’t tell if he was more annoyed that Sanders had stopped him or because his friend was right. Despite his curiosity, it would be a mistake to search her private things.
	He gave the little boat one more sweeping glance before he too climbed into a dingy. It was time to start getting some answers.
 
***
 
	Shading his eyes from the sun, Rex could see Sarah standing on the deck as they rowed back towards the ship. The wind softly blew strands of her hair around her face. Her hands were folded in front of her on the rail and she barely moved a muscle, but even from this distance Rex could see the tension in every line of her body.
As soon as the dingy pulled up to the larger vessel, Rex grabbed the rungs of the ladder to climb onto the deck. “You should get out of the sun. You don’t have a bonnet.”
	Sarah barely moved in response, not acknowledging he had even spoken. “How fares the Anna Marie?” 
He stepped up next to her. “Poorly, it will sink in a matter of hours. There is a gash in the keel that is too large for a sea repair.”
Her hands that were resting on the rail now gripped it tightly. She didn’t make eye contact. Instead she looked out at the water. “Were you able to find my trunk?”
“Yes, I believe we did.” He caught one strand of her hair and rubbed it between his fingers. It may be the softest thing he had ever felt and he was developing a habit of touching it.
Tension and fear filled her voice. “I can’t go back to England.”
Rex assessed her. He didn’t want to overly frighten her but he needed some method to get her to open up. “We have to return. We now have prisoners on board.”
“But we were halfway to America. You’re telling me that we must now go back and start over? That can’t happen. I have to keep going.” Desperation filled her voice.
He dropped his voice low, “The Prince Regent himself demands my return. But--”
Her face turned up to his, “I’ll do anything. Anything you ask. Please don’t make me go back.” Her eyes were wide, her voice trembling with fear. Her lips parted as she waited for his response, her look begging him for help. 
She was tempting him and he was losing. Never had he wanted to kiss a woman as badly as he did her. “Why don’t you tell me what is happening…” He let his voice trail off as she shook her head violently. His hands reached out and held her waist.
“You know I can’t.” she whispered, fear making her voice thick.
“Then I can’t help you, Sarah, if I don’t know what is wrong.” He wanted to beg her to tell him, plead with her to trust him, shake her from frustration that she wouldn’t open up. 
“You can help me by taking me to America, or any place other than England.” Her tone had taken on a wildness.
“You simply can’t mean that. How could England be that unsafe?” It was on the tip of his tongue to just ask her if she were Lady Wentworth but he refrained. The more he questioned her directly, the more suspicious she seemed to get. It had to come from her.
“Don’t you see?  I got away. I don’t want to--” Her hand touched his. Fire shot through him at the small touch. 
“Come to my quarters in an hour and we can discuss this privately.”
She gave a terse nod and he turned and left to unload the cargo.
 
***
 
An hour later, Sarah stood just outside Rex’s door. She took a deep breath. Whatever tools she had, she would utilize now.  She had spent the last hour running her mind over every possible option. She could immediately book passage another ship. But she was nearly out of money and would have to work on board. She wouldn’t mind the work but it would put in contact with the crew and passengers. That could be problematic for a woman like her when travelling alone.
She could attempt to hide in London but again, she was nearly out of money and uncertain of what she might be able to do to earn more. A lady’s companion? Would Rex provide her a reference? And how could she guarantee that she wouldn’t see her uncle in the salons of London society?
Perhaps Rex would loan her money for passage? Her aunt may be able to help repay him. 
Her final option was the one Mrs. Flannery had hinted at. Strike a bargain to use a relationship with Rex to secure a future in America. A thrill of excitement thrummed through her.
“Come in,” Rex called. 
Sarah grabbed the knob to push the door open. Abruptly, she stopped. Rex’s first mate, Sanders, stood in her path holding her trunk.
“Sarah, you remember Sanders.” Rex’s voice drifted from the other side of the room. 
“Yes, of course. Nice to see you again.” Sarah tried to give him a genuine smile as she stepped into the room. Sander seemed like an affable fellow but she could not focus on anything but Rex. He stood behind his desk, but somehow he dominated the entire room.
“How is Anne?” Sanders leaned forward as he spoke, a deep line of concern marking his brow.
“She is well. I am sure she would enjoy a visit, if you would like to ask her yourself. She is tired of Mrs. Flannery’s and my company.”
“I doubt that,” Rex called drily. 
“I just might do that, Miss Sarah. Thank you kindly.” He smiled as he set down the trunk.
“Thank you for bringing the trunk in, Sanders. Sarah and I have a few thing to discuss, would you excuse us?” Rex came around the other side of the desk.
Sanders gave a single nod before he slipped out the door.
Sarah clasped her hands. She didn’t know how to begin.
Rex approached her, “Are you going to tell me wat is happening to you? I am trying to be patient but I can help you if just tell me.”
“That doesn’t matter n-n-now.” She caught her breath on the last word, he was so close now she could reach her hand out and touch his chest.
“It matters to me.” His hand brushed a wisp of her hair. “Would I do anything to hurt you?”
“No, I trust…” she was about to say that she trusted him. And she did. Shockingly, she had come to trust him. The words bubbled up onto her lips, desperate to come out. But she had trusted others, in the past, and that had proven what a fool she was.
“Then you can tell me.” His breath whispered over her ear and she leaned in even closer.
“I tried to tell my father’s childhood friend. He, he turned me out, sent me back to my uncle.” Her voice rose with every word, fear strangling her.
“I will not send you back to your…” Rex stopped talking and Sarah realized that she was shaking her head back and forth. His hands reached out and grasped her around the waist. Then he pulled her close, wrapping his arms around her. She tensed for a moment but it had been so long since anyone had comforted her that she relaxed into his arms and against his body. It was hard muscle against her softer curves. Her head rested on his chest and her arms wrapped around his waist. His warm masculine scent filled her nostrils and, combined with the feel of his body, a vibrating started deep within her.
“What if the Prince Regent himself told you that you must?” Her voice was muffled against his chest but she didn’t want to lift up her head.
One of his hands travelled from her waist and up her back. Gently, his fingers skimmed up her neck, cupping her cheek and chin. Tilting her chin back, their eyes met. His were warm and soft as they gazed into hers. A soft smile touched his lips, “Now why would the Prince-Regent concern himself with a woman who isn’t even a lady?”
A small laugh bubbled from her chest replacing some of her fear. She pressed a little closer, drawing strength from him.
Dipping his head, his lips touched hers. She let out a gasp but held him closer and he smiled against her lips. His lips pressed down on hers again and this time she met their demand.
Every so slowly, he teased her lips with his tongue and, by instinct, she opened her mouth. When his tongue touched hers, she whimpered with need. It felt as though she was losing control of her body and it was divine.
Sarah lost track of time as his mouth plundered hers but her body was acutely aware of every touch from his hands and lips. As he skimmed his fingers over her body, his lips travelled down her jaw and over her neck. She tipped her head back to give him more access.
As he reached the neckline of her gown, his fingertips replaced his lips to trace the path along the seam of the fabric. “You can tell me who you really are.”
Her eyes cleared and she blinked a few times. “No, I cannot.”
He straightened then. “You want me, you want my protection. Why can’t you tell me--” he took a deep breath, “You’d be surprised what I know already.”
She moved as far away as the circle of his arms would allow. She wanted to trust him, but once she told him everything, she couldn’t go back.  What if she was wrong? The person, she no longer trusted was herself. 



 
UNEXPECTED TREASURE

CHAPTER SIX
Rex blinked at her, unable to understand. She wasn’t pretending, she had responded to his advances. That much was clear. And she wanted his help. Also crystal clear. So how could she deny him the knowledge that would assuredly help him to protect her? “You are being ridiculous. The best way for me to help you is tell me what is happening.”
	She yanked out of his arms then. Her hands landed on her hips and she gave him a level stare. “I do not need to tell you anything.” 
	Rex crossed his arms over his chest. He had to, to keep from pulling her back into his arms. While she was angelic when afraid, standing defiantly in front him set him on fire. Coupled with the kiss they had just shared, he had the sudden urge to drag her to his bed and not consider the consequences. But that would not earn her trust. Still, it was so tempting.
	“You are being ridiculous,” he growled out.
	One of her fingers poked him in the chest, “Mayhap, I am. But I can always tell you. Once it is out, I cannot take it back.”“
	He stopped, she was correct and so if Sarah needed time, he would give it to her. Their eyes met and he was intent upon apologizing, but her chest heaved with her emotion and the finger that had been poking him had stilled. Instead, she slid her palm flat against the opening in his shirt.  Her lips were parted, still swollen from his kisses. Without thinking, he dipped his head again for a searing kiss. She returned it eagerly.
	Her hands came into his hair and she yanked his head closer. His angel might actually be a little devil. It was intoxicating. He cupped her buttocks, pressing their pelvises closer and she groaned. Without even realizing it, he was gathering her skirts in his hands, pulling them up to her hips.
	When he had them around her waist, he wrapped one arm underneath her and lifted her up. She pressed against him and he let out groan of pleasure. He kicked open the door to his sleeping quarters and crossed the room in a few strides. Without breaking the kiss, he laid her down on bed, and she was pressed between him and the mattress.
	She let out another whimper, a beautiful little sound, and wrapped her legs around his waist. He nearly lost his senses. Dimly, he was aware that he had never wanted a woman like this. He was consumed, unable to stop the pulsing need.
	His hand ran over her legs, her pantaloons keeping him from touching her skin. With a frustrated grunt, he grabbed the fabric at its opening and ripped them down the thigh. His hand touched the soft skin of her inner leg and he throbbed with need. In response, Sarah rubbed against him, the movement urging his hand toward her most intimate area. 
	From the moment he had seen Sarah, he had known he wanted her. But this, this he had never imagined. That she would be so bold, so heated under his touch. He wanted more.
	Rex’s hand came to the juncture between her legs. It was swollen and dripping wet. Trembling slightly, like a damned school boy, he lightly touched her. She bucked against him, moaning. “I didn’t know it would be like this,” she muttered against his lips.
	“Neither did I,” he ground out. He eased his finger into her tight space and it clamped around him. He wanted more. In that moment, he would make any deal to get it.
	She moved against his hand. Rex pulled his face away from hers, to look in her eyes. They were half closed, her lips parted and swollen. He could take her, she wouldn’t protest and he wanted this so much. Then again, he could try to get her to talk now.
He took several deep breaths to try and get his own need back under control. It took every ounce of strength he had to do it. 
	Rex’s thumb came to the nub of her desire, as his finger moved inside of her. “What is your full name, Lady Sarah?”
	Her eyes flew open, her mouth uttering a protest when he brought his lips back down on hers.
	His tongue danced with hers as his fingers glibly moved and she rocked against him. “I can’t tell you,” she moaned when he finally set her lips free.
	With every ounce of strength he had, he started to pull his fingers away but she bucked to keep him inside of her. “Then I can’t―“
“Don’t stop.” She tightening around him. Her fingers digging into his scalp.
“I was supposed to save a girl before I went to sea. She was being mistreated by her uncle and I was to rescue her and then marry her.”
Sarah stilled underneath him. Her lips eased back, her eyes wide. His finger was still inside of her. “Her uncle is stealing from the crown. The Prince Regent intended to find the girl a powerful husband, powerful enough to protect her and punish the uncle. The bastard was about to do something terrible to his poor niece and I was to swoop in and rescue her before that could happen.”
Sarah’s eyes seemed to take up half her face and her skin had gone pale. “Then what?” she whispered.
He gave her a smile. “Prinny hoped that she would be so happy I rescued her that she would agree to become my wife. I am the second son and with this match, I would have a chance to be part of an estate. I would have a legacy to leave my children.”
“What happened?” she pulled his hair and bit her lip. It made him throb but he ignored it.
“Just as I was about to rescue her, she disappeared. I thought her uncle might have killed her. But when I started to investigate, Prinny sent me to capture One Eye. I thought he was angry with me for failing on my first mission, but somehow, here you are.”
She pushed at his chest and he slipped his finger out of her and allowed her the space she needed. Sarah scrambled into a sitting position and backed up against the headboard, fear etched on her face. “You’re lying to me. You’ve been sent by my uncle to bring me back―“ Her hand clamped over her mouth.
Rex gave her a long look. This had been his fear in telling her the truth. But they weren’t going to get anywhere if one of them didn’t start talking. “I am not lying to you and I am most certainly not working for your uncle. He will get caught and you will take your rightful place as countess.”
Sarah stared at him unblinking. When she didn’t utter a word, he spoke again, “If you don’t trust me, then trust yourself. From the fist moment you met me, you were not afraid. Doesn’t that tell you something?”
She shook her head. “You know what he was going to do to me?”
Rex grimaced. “I do.”
He reached his hand out to her and she took it. “It was awful.”
“Tell me,” he pulled her into his arms, wrapping her up on his lap. She snuggled into him.
“They touched me, squeezed…” She took a breath. “He wanted me to suffer, though I don’t know why.”
“How did you get away?” he asked.
“As the bidding started, a fight broke out. I was right next to the door. I slipped out.” Sarah’s voice cracked on the last word and she stopped to take a deep breath.
Rex nodded. As difficult as it was to hear, he wanted her to share all of it so he could take some of the burden for her.
“I was so sure any second I would be caught and punished for running away, the way I had the first time when I had gone to my father’s friend. But, when I reached the back hall, my old driver was there. He and my father’s housekeeper were attempting a rescue. They took me to a hotel near the docks, where I hid for three days until they could collect enough money to put me on the Anna Claire. They gave up their life savings to put me on that boat. I saw the sailors that worked for my uncle pass by my window every day. We could have all been caught. They risked so much to save me.
His lips brushed her temple. “If you hadn’t slipped out the door, I would have whisked you off. We might be married right now.”
She tipped her head back to look at him. Her wide blue eyes met his, her swollen lips curved in a smile. Her eyebrows arched up as she gave him an assessing look. It made him hungry for her all over again. “We could be married?”
	He kissed her again. In his wild imaginings, he would never have believed that this beautiful angel could be his. The way she kissed, she might be the devil. She was tempting him beyond reason. Now that he had her in his arms, he was never letting go. “We could be, still.”
 
***
 
Sarah blinked. Was he proposing? Her hand reached up to touch the column of his neck where his skin was exposed. It centered her reeling mind. He knew who she was, what had happened to her. What was more, he claimed to be her rescuer. By all intents and purposes, he seemed to be telling the truth.
But when she had been at her family friend’s home, he had received a letter stamped with the Prince Regent’s seal claiming that he was to send her back to her father’s brother. Lord Macy had been quick to comply and her uncle had punished her with public humiliation for her crimes. That was how she had ended up at the gentlemen’s club.
“When?” she slid open a button of his shirt. When had she gotten so brazen? He was right, she had never been afraid of him. Well, perhaps just that first second. But something in her instinctually trusted him; and he seemed to bring out her braveness.
His lips captured hers in what started as a light kiss. But both were panting by the time he raised his lips. “Today,” he said between kisses.
“Should…” she got out before his lips came down on hers, “We…” another kiss, “Wait?” she finally managed to get out.
“It will be our wedding day anyway,” his husky voice rasped as he laid her back down on the bed.
Sarah smiled. Truth be told, she could hardly wait for him to finish what he had started. His hand slipped under her gown and she spread her legs further apart to allow him access. With a searing kiss, his hand travelled up her leg but when he reached her thigh, a knock sounded at the door.
Sarah snapped her legs closed and sat up, a blush climbing up her cheeks. A lady shouldn’t be behaving like this. As she scrambled to climb off the bed, Rex easily caught her and pulled her back onto his lap. “Ignore it, they will go away.”
“I have forgotten myself. I shouldn’t have allowed this.” She started to push away again but he trapped her against himself with his strong arms.
“I won’t allow you to escape so easily.” His lips found hers again and she sighed into them. The pounding at the door became more insistent.
“Sir, you are needed below deck,” a voice called.
“Go away,” Rex barked then captured Sarah’s lips again.
“It’s One Eye, Captain. He says he was sent for Miss Sarah. Says he has information. I thought you would want to know.” Sanders’ voice called from the other side of the door.
Sarah went very still in Rex’s arms. How did a pirate know her name?



 
UNEXPECTED TREASURE

CHAPTER SEVEN
Rex’s arms tightened around her. “I need to go talk to him.” 
	Sarah nodded her agreement. “I’m coming too.” She bounced off of his lap and headed to the mirror, pulling pins out of her hair to redo it. She began using the shaving mirror on the wall to give her hair some semblance of order.
	“I’m not sure that is a good idea.” Rex came to stand behind her. His hands gathered up her hair, running his fingers through it.
	Sarah closed her eyes. Rex was going to distract her. The feel of his fingers in her hair sent a little shiver running down her spine. “Please, I’ve been so afraid. I need to do this. I need to know what is happening.”
	He leaned down and kissed the top of her head. “All right. But you must promise if One Eye is inappropriate you will let Sanders--”
	“I will be fine. He can’t touch me, I am strong enough to withstand his words.”
	Rex gave her a glowing smile in the mirror. “That’s my girl.”
	She quirked an eyebrow at him. Was she really his girl?  “All of this time, you were really plotting to save me? Why would the Prince Regent go so far to protect me?”
	He sighed. “I would like to tell you that he cares deeply about all his subjects. But the truth is, you’re estate is strategically placed for military and shipping operations. It can be used for the Crown, or in the case of your uncle, against it. Prinny would prefer the former.”
	Sarah gasped. The pieces were falling into place. “But my father’s friend, Lord Mercer? He said that he received a message from the Prince Regent demanding that I be sent back to my uncle.”
	Rex grimaced, seeming to think on it. “I’m not entirely certain. Either Lord Mercer is in league with your uncle, and lied to you about Prinny’s letter, or your uncle has acquired the Prince Regent’s seal and faked the note. But the Prince Regent did not send Lord Mercer a missive. He is actively working to rid you, and himself, of your uncle.”
	“And One Eye?” 
	“Well, let’s find out.” He reached for hand and Sarah placed her hand in is much larger one. The fear she had been carrying melted away.
	One Eye was being held deep in the hull of the ship. Sarah has somehow expected an actual jail but instead he was locked in a small room. It did have a tiny window with bars, so it felt a little like visiting a prisoner.
	There was a sailor stationed just outside the door. “Captain,” he barked as Rex approached.
	One Eye instantly appeared in the barred window. “You’ve brought company.” His unpatched eye devoured her.
	Rex was still holding her hand and he gave it a squeeze. Despite the situation, Sarah straightened her shoulders.
	“I am curious to know why you were targeting the Anna Marie. It was a small ship, barely worth your time.”
	One Eye’s gaze swung from her to Rex, his eye now weary. “I got information for you, but it comes at a price.”
	“I’m listening.”
	“I know what happens to captured pirates, hanged or worse. I want my life.” One Eye grabbed the bars with his hands.
	Rex cocked his head to one side. “You’ve stolen directly from the crown. I don’t know that I can make that promise.”
	“He was going to give her to us. Said she looked like an angel. All we had to do was make her disappear.” One Eye looked her up and down once again, a leer on his face.
	Sarah shivered, not only from his expression but also because of what he had said. It wasn’t just a chance pirate attack but that someone, most likely her uncle, had sent these violent men after her. She had endangered Anne and Mrs. Flannery and her attempt to keep her identity secret had been for nothing. He had known where she was all along.
	If it hadn’t been for Rex… she glanced at the man next to her. His face was set in hard lines, as though it were made of stone. Rex stood firmly between her and the worst her uncle was trying to throw at her. What was more, he had been protecting her long before she had known it. She owed everything to him.
	“Some men have been shipped to an island rather than being sentenced to death. If your information is good enough, I can arrange for you to be brought there.” 
	“That ain’t a guarantee.” One Eye’s knuckles were white on the bars.
	“It’s the best you’ll get.” Rex’s voice was low, though Sarah could sense the tension in it.
	The other man paused for several seconds. “Wentworth, done sent us after ‘er.”
	“Why?”
	“Well, ‘e isn’t gonna tell the likes of me now is ‘e? But he’s been keepin’ us busy, chasin’ after the crown’s gold. ‘E don’t keep but a crate or two and we get the rest.”
	“How does he know what ships to target?”
	“Well, Can’t be certain but the ships are always coming down the channel. We wait days before we attack to keep people from connecting the dots―“
	“Like you did with the Anna Marie.”
	“That’s right, but ‘e’ll know somethings wrong when we don’t make the next delivery.”
	Rex cocked his head to one side but said nothing. His hand came to her back. “That’ll be all for now.”
	“Wait, you didn’t tell me if I’ll―“
	“This conversation is not over.” Rex turned and started escorting her down the hall. She turned to look back and the One Eye was following her with his one good eye.
	“I don’t like him.” 
	“You shouldn’t. A man like him is never to be trusted. But he did give me an idea.”
	“What,” she asked, turning towards him.
	“If I could catch your uncle red-handed, then I could rid you of him for good.” His hand squeezed her waist.
	“How would you do that?” Her hand came to his chest her heart beating wildly in her chest. It was too good to hope.
	“Well, I could repair the pirate’s main mast and sail the boat to meet your uncle.”
	Sarah let her hand drop from him chest. A niggle of doubt worked its way into her mind. He would be delivering her straight to her uncle. 
	“I…I… should check on the baby,” she mumbled. She needed some space from him to clear her head. Was she allowing her obvious feeling towards him to cloud her judgement?
	“Sarah,” his voice held a question she didn’t want to answer.
	“You don’t have to go with me. I could leave you safely on this boat.”
	Some of the tension eased but she still felt uncertain. “I will give it some thought. I don’t know what I―“
	“We’ll get married.”
	“What?” She stopped walking and turned toward him.
	“I’ll marry you here, on the boat. We already have the Prince Regent’s blessing. Would it make you feel more secure to know that, as my wife, I would have your best interests at heart?”
	Sarah simply shook her head. Could this be a trick? She wanted to believe him but experience had taught her to be wary. “Can you just get married on a boat? No license or anything?” What if he only pretended to trap her?
	“It’s within a captain’s rights, but that is irrelevant. I already have a license. I told you, this was always the plan.”
	“How will I know it is not an illusion?” His eyes searched her face.
	“You have to trust me that I would never hurt you. You feel it in your heart, I know you do, but you have to know it in your head.”
	It was Sarah’s turn to look at every angle of his face looking for the truth. “I want to believe…”
	“Believe in this,” his voice softly cajoled as his lips came down on hers. 
	Sarah forgot everything as his lips seared hers in a scalding kiss.
	In that moment, Sarah knew she would take the chance.
	His lips lifted from hers and she gave a soft nod of approval. Brushing her hair back, that had caught in the wind, he leaned down and whispered in her ear. “Be ready this evening.”
 
***
 
	Sarah walked into Anne’s room. Anne was up, sitting in a chair, talking softly with Mrs. Flannery. Both women turned to look at her. “You were gone for a long time,” Mrs. Flannery stated outright, never one to mince words.
	“He asked me to marry him. Actually, he knows who I am. He says we were always supposed to marry.”
	“I think you had better start from the beginning.” Anne motioned for her to sit.
	Sarah told them everything. From her uncle, to the gentleman’s club to Rex’s proclamation that they were to marry. “I said that I would but what if it is a trick? What if he really wants to deliver me to my uncle?”
	“He doesn’t have to pretend to marry you to deliver you to your uncle. You’re on his boat,” Mrs. Flannery stated in her usual clipped tones.
	“Didn’t you hear what I said? My uncle wants to humiliate me. The club―“
	“Forgive me for interrupting, but Rex does not seem like the type of man to be your uncle’s lackey. I’d wager he answers to no one but the Prince Regent. What’s more, Rex’s story of the crown wanting your land under England’s control instead of a pirates, because that is what your uncle is, makes far more sense to me than Rex being a tool for your uncle.” Mrs. Flannery stood, brushing her skirts as if that explained everything.
“But if you’re wrong, my fate is worse than death. It is so hard to trust knowing what might happen.” Sarah bit her lip. Mrs. Flannery’s words made a great deal of sense but she didn’t trust her own judgement of character, she had made too many mistakes.
“Posh, you’re allowing your fear to get in the way of your sense. It’s as plain as the nose on your face that the captain wants to protect you.” Mrs. Flannery began tidying the room, not making eye contact with Sarah.
Standing wither hands clenched, she huffed at her friend. “It is not that plain. He mysteriously shows up for my rescue. He could easily be working for my uncle.”
“Sarah, you said you already agreed. What is there to discuss?”
She blinked. “When I am with him, my heart beat quickens and my insides melt like butter. My head stops working and I can’t think straight. I am worried that I am making a mistake because…”
“You’re in love with him. Oh honey, I understand now. You’re at risk of Rex hurting you far worse than your uncle ever could because he holds your heart.  But you’ll never experience real love if you don’t take the risk.”
Closing her eyes, she pictured his face before her. Mrs. Flannery was right. She had to take the risk and trust in the man that she loved. A giddy lightness filled her to know that she was in love with him and she would trust her feelings. “Would you help me dress? I am getting married after all.”
Both women grinned at her, and in a flurry of skirts, the preparations began.
 
Sarah didn’t have a wedding dress, but she had one fashionable gown, silk brocade gown in a pale shade of pink. Mrs. Flannery twisted her hair in a lovely soft style that allowed for a few wisps to fall around her face. She looked at her reflection in the mirror, twisting this way and that to see the results. A woman only got married once, and she wanted to look her best.
“You look every bit the beautiful lady.” Mrs. Flannery clasped her hands in front of her, taking a deep breath. “To be young again,” she sighed.
“Thank you.” Butterflies rolled in her stomach. She needed to see Rex. When she was with him, she trusted him completely but it was so easy to doubt standing here in her room. Pushing her fears aside, she opened her door.
A gasp left her lips. He stood just on the other side of the door like he had materialized from her thoughts. He was leaning with is arm against the jam, filling the entire doorway. Strong and handsome, she longed to step into his arms. “You’re here.” She smiled with her whole heart.
He blinked a few times, looking stunned as she smiled. Then he took her hand, pulling her into a light embrace. “Of course I came. You look stunning. More beautiful than I ever could have imagined.” 
Her cheeks filled with color. “I’m sure you don’t mean…” Her eyes cast down to the floor.
His fingers came under her chin. Tilting it back up, their eyes met. “I mean every word. You are the most beautiful woman I have ever met in my life. You are an angel, and come hell, or high water, I will keep you safe.”
“I don’t feel like an angel.” She sucked in her breath as she moved closer and their bodies touched. His fingers on her skin were making her insides dance with excitement and pleasure.
His grin was wicked as he bent his face down to her ear, but her fingers were gentle as they trailed down her “Sarah, I will keep you safe. I swear it.”
“I believe you as you stand before me but I worry when I’m not in your presence.” She bit her lip. Having spilled her secrets, she seemed unable to hold her feelings back.
“Let us bind together so that no man can tear us apart.” His lips came down hers.
“It’s a good thing you two are getting married. Otherwise, I’d have to insist that the nuptials happen. Now onto the deck with the both of you,” Mrs. Flannery griped good-naturedly. 
Sarah turned to beam at the woman. Truly, she had become like a mother to her. “Thank you for your help today. Will you walk with us?”
“I’d better. Make sure you make it to your own wedding.” Mrs. Flannery shooed them both forward as she stepped out the door. Anne followed with baby Thomas.
Rex grinned again and wrapped his arm around her as the small party moved down the hall. “Will Sanders be in attendance?” Anne called.
“Of course, he’ll be officiating. I’ve made him Captain.” Rex winked at Sarah and she grinned back. There was some mutual interest between her friend and Captain Sanders.
“But what will you do, if you’re not captaining this ship?” Sarah asked. 
“I will be helping you make the transition to countess,” he whispered as his pulled her into his arms. His hand made gentle circles on the small of her back, any cares she had fell away. She was making the right choice. Mrs. Flannery was correct in trusting Rex, and deep in her heart, Sarah knew it too. Rex was her future.
As they reached the deck, the afternoon sun glinted off the water. Captain Sanders stood at the bow of the ship, looking fit for the affair. His eyes glowed as he looked at the couple and Sarah’s heart swelled. How could she ever have doubted?
A few of the officers and her friends stood just behind her. Several of the passengers from the Anna Marie also joined them.
“We are here today to unite Sarah Wentworth and Alexander Masters in matrimony.” His level voice carried over the deck and as they said the words that bound them together.
Rex turned and clasped her hands. “I will care for you, honor you, keep you from harm till death do us part.”
Sarah beamed up at him. “I will care for you, honor you, and cherish you until death do us part.”
Gently Rex pulled her into his arms, his lips covering hers. Her hands splayed across his chest, his warmth seeping into her fingers. This had to be right. 
As the sun began to set, the assembled guests ate together. Sarah picked at her food, glancing often at the man next to her. Eating seemed ridiculous compared with the delights that the evening would surely hold. 
Finally, after dessert, Rex stood, pulling her up with him. The guests and sailors began to cheer and call as the couple moved out of their chairs.
“I’ll get the lady ready,” Mrs. Flannery stood.
“There’s no need, I’ll attend her myself. Stay and enjoy.” He winked at her as he took her hand.
 Anticipation skated along her skin. He pulled her down the hatch and towards his quarters and away from hers. Would she have to walk back to her room? “Where will I sleep tonight?” she asked breathlessly as he pulled her along. There were no his and her quarters as the peerage usually arranged. 
“You will sleep with me.” He tugged her closer. 
“And tomorrow night?” Her lips turned up playfully. 
“With me. I will have my wife with me at night rather than in a separate room. I assumed you would not object since you said you felt better having me close.” He pulled her into the circle of his arms and lifted her up as he spoke so that his lips could press to her ear while they sped down the hall. 
His muscular arms wrapped around her waist like a hard band of steel. While they were not too tight, she found herself gasping for breath. He barely paused at the threshold and threw open the door, then kicked it closed behind him. His lips found hers, and with the slightest pressure her lips opened under his to allow his tongue to enter. Heat radiated from her as a longing uncurled inside of her.
Finally, he set her on her feet and then began to undo the tiny buttons of her dress. His fingers deftly opened them and the dress loosened, skimming down to the floor. His lips found hers for a moment before he turned her around and began to untie her corset, all the while kissing her neck. Down came her petticoats and suddenly she was in her barest clothing. Rex pulled her to him, his hands travelling all over her as she tugged at the buttons of his shirt.
“Slow down, Mrs. Masters.” He bit playfully at her lip.
“You are completely dressed, while I am decidedly not, and I need to slow down?” She quirked a brow at him.
He stepped back, his eyes smoldering, as he unbuttoned his shirt and let it fall to the floor. The sight of his bare chest made Sarah gasp with delight. Corded muscle came off broad shoulders, tapering down to a trim waist. She reached her hand out to touch his chest.
“You’re not afraid?” he asked as he stepped closer, gathering her back in his arms.
“Of you? No. I trust you.” Her camisole fluttered over her head as he removed it. She stood, naked before him, completely comfortable. She was meant to be with this man. “My head has finally caught up to my sense and I know that you will never hurt me.”
“Oh Sarah, I spent the first part of this journey lamenting that I had lost you. I never thought I would find you out here. What an unexpected treasure this is, to have you here with me now.”
He unbuckled his pants and slipped his remaining clothes off as Sarah stared at him in fascination. They stood before each other stripped of all clothing and, for Sarah, it was as though she saw clearly for the first time who he was. “Tell me we can always be together. Tell me I am a treasure you will keep forever.”
He pulled her back into his embrace, as their skin met, Sarah shivered with need. Her fingers twined into his hair, pulling his face closer.  “Always. You are mine Sarah and I am yours.”
Gently he picked her up and placed her on the bed. Her legs automatically wrapped around him as he slid inside of her. She let out a small gasp of pain, but there was something so satisfying about the sensation too. A connection to him from her very center was forming. She didn’t have the words to describe it.
“Oh Rex, I want…” she sucked in her breath as he moved inside of her.
“Does it hurt, love?” He trailed kisses along her neck as he stilled his pelvis.
“No, well only a little. But more than that…” she paused holding him closer. “Don’t stop.” She breathed as he moved again.
As the pain subsided the pleasure built and she was swept away on waves of passion. Everything tightened as they moved together, grasping each other. “Rex,” she cried wrapping her arms tighter around his neck tighter.
“Oh love,” his lips found hers as he spoke. “Even this afternoon, I never imagined it would be like this.”
Too swept away by passion, Sarah couldn’t ask what that meant or how he felt. She could barely hold on as she shattered into a thousand beautiful pieces. She felt, deep inside her, the moment he joined her in ecstasy.
 They lay there, entwined together, breath mingled until Rex rolled to his side, pulling her with him. Tucked against him, Sarah closed her eyes. Her mind, for the first time in weeks, was deliciously blank. Safe and warm, she fell fast asleep.
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CHAPTER EIGHT
Rex did not. He lay awake for the longest time looking at his wife’s face. Wife? He could hardly believe it. She was as near a miracle as he would ever experience in his lifetime. How could the Prince Regent have possibly known that this was the perfect woman for him? He couldn’t have. But he must surely have understood that Sarah was on the Anna Marie and that was why he sent Rex after the vessel. All that time, he thought he was being punished for losing Sarah when actually he was chasing her.
Why hadn’t Rex been told? Would he have done things differently? He held Sarah tighter. Neither her uncle, nor anyone else, would ever hurt her again. He didn’t blame her for not trusting, but he would find a way to prove to her that she could trust him.
His hand whispered along the skin of her back. He didn’t want to wake her but he couldn’t keep his hand still. The more he touched her, the greater his need. His other hand tangled into her soft golden tresses. They were softer than silk and they slid easily through his fingers. He knew exactly what was happening to him. With every touch, glance, he was falling more in love with her. With that love came a certainty that no one could tear them apart. Not ever.
 
***
 
Sarah woke as the first rays of sun peaked into the room. She was still curled into Rex’s side. Her head rested on his shoulder and his arm nestled her against him, while his hand curled around her backside. One of her hands was splayed out in the hair of his chest. He had said they would sleep like this every night. It filled her heart to know it. Being with him like this made her more certain that he would never hurt her but would protect her as he had promised.
She lifted her head to look at his face. His lips parted as he breathed, the hard angles of his chin and cheeks softened by sleep. Warmth spread though her. Sarah loved this man, he had restored her life and her faith.
Her hand moved over his torso, longing to touch him more. Even in sleep, he was strong and muscular.
Laying her head back down, she snuggled closer. He inhaled deeply and gave her a squeeze. “Good morning,” his deep voice rumbled through her body. Sleep added even more roughness to his timber. The vibration of it sent little shock waves coursing through her body.
“Good morning,” she purred back. 
Quick as a snake, he pulled her body on top of his. “I’d ask how you slept but I know it was well. You didn’t move for hours.”
“How do you know that?” she gasped.
His lips feathered over the skin of her neck, “I watched you.”
“You weren’t sleeping?” Her breath came out in short pants as his hands travelled up and down her back, his lips caressing her collar bone. 
“No love. I couldn’t resist watching my angel.” His fingers found her soft core.
She moaned as he pulled his digit out and slipped his member inside of her. “You’re teasing me.”
“I’m not.” He guided her movements. “You are more perfect than I could have ever imagined. We have a week before we reach London. I plan to spend many more nights watching you sleep.”
She forced herself to focus despite the mind shattering sensations shooting through her body. She knew they had to return to face her uncle but it still filled her with dread, “Whatever happens, I want you to know--”“
He rolled them over, so that he was on top of her. “I’ll keep you safe, I swear to you.”  
Sarah forgot to answer as her body took over. She held on tight to him as they came together in a perfect union.
Slowly, Sarah drifted back to reality. Rex sat up, getting out of bed. “Where are you going?” she cried.
He grinned back at her, taking her breath away all over again. “To get you some breakfast. You’ll need your energy.”
Raising her eyebrows, she arranged her features into an innocent look. “Whatever for?”
Now in his breeches, he climbed back onto the bed, pinning her down and giving her a long kiss. “You’ll find out after breakfast.” Jumping back up, he tossed on a shirt and his boots before heading out the door. “Now, don’t move, my angel. I’ll be right back.”
As soon as he was gone, Sarah jumped out of bed. Washing up, she brushed her hair and checked her reflection in the mirror. Taking a deep breath, she returned to the bed. She pulled the covers up over herself and then slid them down. Shifting onto her side, Sarah brought the covers to just over her breasts. Looking down, she tried to assess how she looked.
Last night had been the most amazing of her life. More than anything, she wanted Rex to feel the same way. She bit her lip. He was the son of a duke and a man of the world. He had probably been with many women and this was just one more time. But the things he had said about her being his angel and watching her sleep. Surely, she meant something to him.
	The door opened and Rex walked in with a tray full of food. Her stomach growled loudly at the sight and Sarah groaned. All her careful arranging had been for not.
	He chuckled. “I’m hungry too. It takes a lot of energy… we’ll have to keep you well fed.”
He set the tray down and Sarah sat up, pulling the covers up as she went. Her thoughts had made her bashful. “Have you… have you done this with many women?” She looked at the piece of bread she pulled from the tray, picking at it. She couldn’t bring herself to look at Rex, afraid of what she might see. It was silent for so long, that finally, she lifted her head. 
His look was soft. “I won’t lie to you, Sarah. There have been others. But never like this and never again.”
“Oh,” she muttered because she didn’t know quite what to say. Her feelings were a jumble. It somehow hurt to think of him with other women but that wound was salved by his promise to be with only her.
“We are meant to be together, Sarah.” He sat next to her bringing his lips to hers. “I knew it even before I knew who you were. Everything about you fits me. And I think you felt it too. I know you were at ease with me even when you trusted almost no one.”
“I did. Though I doubted it whenever we weren’t together.” She clutched the blankets tighter.
His arms wrapped around her and Rex pulled her into lap. He grabbed a fig and held it before her. He raised his eyebrows in question and she nodded her ascent. His fingers gently placed the fig between her lips and she closed her lips around it. Its sweet flavor was only enhanced by the delivery into her mouth. Squeezing her, he gave the blankets a slight tug. “We’ll never be apart again.” 
She let him pull the blankets away, no longer feeling shy. “What shall I do when you sail the pirate ship to my uncle’s?”
Popping another morsel of food into her mouth, he asked, “What do you want to do?”
“I want to face him.” She sat straighter. 
Rex gave her the most beautiful grin she had ever seen. “We had better make some time for shooting lessons. If you’re going into that, you’re going to be armed.”
“I agree. We can go out in just a little bit?” she squirmed in his lap and his made a soft growling sound, his hands began running down her back.
“A little bit.” The tray of food was forgotten as Sarah lost herself in her husband’s arms.
A few hours later they stood on the deck as Sarah fired round after round. “You’re getting much better.”
Taking a final shot, she lowered the weapon and gave a satisfied nod. She was better and learning to fire the weapon made her feel more in control than she had in a long time. Maybe ever.
“I suppose you teaching me how to shoot proves you’re motives are not nefarious. Who teaches a woman they are kidnapping how to defend herself?” She giggled but Rex did not appear to share her humor.
He gave her a fierce scowl, “That is what proves to you that my intentions are honorable? Not marrying you? Protecting you from pirates or spending the night―”
“Have you had honorable intentions for every woman you’ve spent the night with? Or saved from pirates? I suppose I am the only one you married…” Her grin deepened. The entire relationship, she had been insecure. It was nice to see the shoe on the other foot, though she wouldn’t make him squirm too long.
His scowl went from dark to black. “Of course you are the only woman I have ever married. Sarah, how could you think otherwise?”
“Rex, I am teasing you.” Her laugh was swallowed by the waves.
By degrees, his expression softened until he joined her in the laughter. Then, in full view of the crew, he wrapped his arms around her and pulled her close. “I like this side of you,” he whispered in her ear. 
She liked it too. Just days ago, her life had been comprised of fear and worry. Thanks to Rex, that had been replaced with laughter, love, and confidence. Giving her husband an alluring smile, she wrapped her arms around him too. “So what shall we do now?”
“I think I know just the thing.” He swept her into his arms and headed for the hatch.
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CHAPTER NINE
Five days later, Sarah watched the sun set from the deck of The Ghost, One Eye’s pirate vessel. Standing in the bow of the ship, she had left her hair down, so that it would blow in the breeze. She had donned a pair of breeches and had guns tethered to both her hips. Today was the day that she broke free of her uncle forever. 
	Rex stepped up behind her, placing a hand at the small of her back. “You’ll have to step out of sight in just a moment. We don’t want to give up the game before it has even begun.”
Sarah’s insides clenched. She was ready for this fight. But nerves still fluttered in her chest. “Just another moment. It’s feels like a lifetime ago that I was home. I never thought I would see it again.”
“Sweetheart,” his voice filled with compassion. 
“Thank you for bringing me back and showing me that I didn’t have to be afraid. No matter what happens, I am so grateful―“
“Nothing is going to happen to you. I won’t let it. I swear to you, I will keep you safe.” He pulled her into a fierce hug.
“Rex, I love you. I think I knew it from the moment I met you. But I want you to know that. You’ve made my life better than I ever could have imagined.”
“Sweet Sarah. My angel. I love you too. Now let’s get you out of sight.” Grabbing her hand, Rex began pulling her towards the hatch.
Just before her she dropped down, she caught sight of three men standing below the bluffs of her home.
***
Rex watched her blond head disappear and his own chest tightened. He meant every word. He would give his life to protect Sarah. He was hers to command and she belonged to him. While he meant to serve her uncle up for prosecution, Rex would kill him before he let him lay a finger on Sarah. That man would never hurt his beloved again.
He turned to take up Sarah’s place. The sun had nearly set, and with it behind him, his adversaries would likely not notice that he wasn’t the pirate captain until they had boarded the ship. A few of his men were dressed in rags. They would row the dingy out to pick up their guests.
Watching from the bow, the three men boarded without incident and he allowed himself the tiniest trickle of satisfaction. While the game was far from over, the wheels were in motion now.
The dingy bumped the side of the ship as the sound of ropes tying, signaled the men were about to come aboard. He pulled himself into the shadows.
Wentworth came aboard first. Crossing his arms, Rex resisted the urge to pull out his gun and shoot the man here and now. The other two men climbed aboard and Wentworth started towards Rex. One of the other men was clearly a servant. But the other was a gentleman. Rex prayed this was not the man that had sent Sarah back to her uncle. She would be devastated to think a second man had betrayed her.
“Did you get the loot?” Wentworth’s sharp voice carried over the rush of the waves.
“Aye,” Rex answered. Too many words would give up the game.
“And what about my niece? Did you dispose of her?” 
“Aye,” Rex near growled. He had actually plotted to kill his own niece. His finger twitched near the trigger of his gun. It took all of his energy not to shoot him.
Several crewmen, dressed as pirates, brought out the crates. Wentworth’s eyes travelled to them, greed lighting them in the semi darkness. “You’ve got a lot of new crew. Did you run into some trouble?”
“Aye,” Rex replied again. That was the truth. The pirates had been delivered to London to await their fate.
The men began taking the lids off of the crates. Wentworth and the other gentlemen began pocketing goods. Military maps, stamps, bags of gold, and other assorted items went into their pockets. “The rest is for you, as agreed.”
“Au contraire,” Rex pulled out his pistols and stepped out of the shadows. “You will empty your pockets and then you are all under arrest for stealing from the crown.”
Wentworth drew a weapon and his crew followed suit. 
Rex’s crew, while still in disguise, rushed to his aid. Outgunned by several men, the other two gentlemen put their hands in the air. But Wentworth kept his gun trained on Rex. He needed the man to surrender his weapon before Sarah reappeared. He didn’t want her in any danger.
“I remember you. You were at the club.” Wentworth spat the words.
“Aye,” Rex quirked his eyebrows at the other man.
“You weren’t there to bid.”
“Nay,” Rex was slowly moving closer. He intended to take the weapon from the other man.
“Where is Sarah now? She is my niece. I’ve a right to―“ Wentworth shouted before Rex cut him off.
“You’ve no rights, whatsoever.” Rex’s blood pounded in his ears as he said the words. The audacity off Wentworth to think Rex would ever tell him anything about Sarah. But his anger dulled his reactions and too late, he saw Wentworth squeezing the trigger of his pistol.
A gun roared, and then a brief second later, another let loose. He heard a shot go by and then a burning sensation pierced the top of his ear. Paying it no mind, he raced forward to grab Wentworth’s gun but the man had fallen to the ground. Grabbing the weapon, Rex scanned the other man’s body to see blood oozing from his upper thigh.
Jerking his head to the side, his eyes landed on Sarah. Pistol still held in the air as a thin trail of smoke rose from the barrel. In an instant, he realized that Sarah had shot her uncle a mere second before Wentworth had shot at him. It had saved his life. 
Several of his men rushed forward and seized Wentworth. 
“You,” Wentworth gasped. “You little bitch. I should have―“
Rex cuffed him hard across the face. “You’ll never speak to my wife again.”
“Wife!” Wentworth’s eyes were spitting hatred as he looked from one to the other.
“Uncle, may I introduce you to Lord Alexander Masters.”
“You plotted against me with the crown. You don’t know what you’ve done you stupid―“
Rex backhanded him a second time.
“I know exactly what I’ve done. It’s you who didn’t properly think plans through.” She turned to the other gentleman. “Remy, it’s a pleasure to see you as well.” Sarah raised her pistol towards the smaller man.
“Please Sarah. I had no idea he would try to auction…the audacity…I needed his help. I was failing.” The other man stuttered as she pointed the gun.
“The Prince Regent will deal with you both.” She lowered her weapon and turned to Rex.
As the sailors began lowering the prisoners into a dingy so that they could bring them to his ship, Sarah rushed into his arms. “Are you all right?” she sobbed as her hand touched his ear.
“Fine, love. It is but a scratch. How are you?”
“Better than I have been for a long time, I think.” Giving him a glorious smile, she waved towards the shore. “Will you have a doctor look at my uncle’s leg?”
“Yes, I think I will. We want him nice and healthy for his trial.” His lips came down on hers, giving her a squeeze. “What are your thoughts on the staff?”
“Most are loyal to me while a few others will need to be dealt with.” Her uncle’s most trusted servant had been with her uncle and was now under arrest but a few more had helped her uncle to make her life miserable. Several had gone out of their way to aid her when they could.
“Well, let’s go deal with the staff, shall we?” He wrapped his arm around waist. She looked uncertain as her eyes met his. Something was bothering her. “What’s wrong?”
 “Rex, I don’t mean to stir trouble, but would we still be married if my estate had been entailed? Would you have still wanted me?”
His hand came to her face. She was his soulmate. How did she not know that? “My love, from the first moment I saw you, I wanted you more than I could imagine. Fate has brought us together because we were meant to be. I would have married you no matter what, but the very fact that you were the woman promised to me says that we are destined.” His lips came down on hers. “Have I thanked you yet for saving my life?”
“No, as a matter of fact, you haven’t.” Her eyes shown and he knew that she returned his love. “I can think of a few ways you can thank me.”
His lips came down on hers again in a lingering kiss. “Let’s go set your estate to right. We’re going to be busy tonight.”



 
UNEXPECTED TREASURE

EPILOGUE
Sarah sat with her feet up on a stool as she glanced out her windows, to watch the water lap at the shore. Around her, Rex, his father, and several staff bustled about. “Are you sure you don’t want me to help?”
“Don’t move a muscle, my love. You will be busy enough over the next few weeks.” Rex grimaced as walked over to her chair, placing his hand on her belly. “The Prince Regent will have many social gatherings planned and you will need your strength.” His lips grazed her temple. 
“I will be fine, honestly. I’ve never felt better in my life.” She made to get up but Rex’s father joined his son and wagged his finger at her. 
“I’m not so sure. You are very far along, perhaps we should cancel this trip. Prinny will understand.”
“Nonsense! I have another month at least.”
“My dear, Rex is right. You carry the first Master’s heir and the next earl or countess. We must keep you in good health.”
Sarah gave them a brief nod. While she would be completely fine, years of being treated harshly made their pampering all the more sweeter, so she indulged them. A little exercise always made her feel good, but they were right. She would be busy over the next few weeks as they made their second visit to see their ruler.
On the last visit, Rex had been bequeathed a title of his own for his service to the crown. He had been given lands that bordered her own estate, though they would continue to live in her home. Rex said he couldn’t want anything more. 
Rex’s family, being in the bordering county, visited often, which delighted Sarah to no end. They had taken her in as family and she had never been happier.
“Mayhap, we could take a short walk. I feel restless. A little exercise may do me good before we board.”
Rex gave his father an anxious glance but nodded his approval. “I really must insist on cancelling this trip, Sarah, I want you in the best health for the birth.”
“I am fine… oh.” Her hands went to her belly as it tightened, sending cramping pains throughout her mid-section. She reached for her husband and his one hand grasped hers and the other came around her back. “Perhaps you are right,” she said breathlessly.
“Call for the doctor and the midwife. Fetch me ink and parchment, I must write to Prinny.”
“Get Anne and Mrs. Flannery. I need them,” she huffed out.
“Of course, my love.” He began walking her towards the bed. 
“I don’t want to lay in the bed yet, keep moving.” Gritting her teeth, she clasped Rex’s hand harder.
After two more laps around the room, Mrs. Flannery bustled in. “Why isn’t she in bed?” 
“She doesn’t want to.” Rex raised his eyebrows as if the question were silly. 
Sarah smiled despite the situation. She wondered if Rex missed the meeker her. “I feel better walking. I’ll move until I can’t.”
“You should save your strength and you should leave.” Mrs. Flannery pointed at Rex.
“I’m staying.” His jaw stuck out.
“And I’m walking. All I’ve done is save my bloody strength. I want to move.” She squeezed Rex’s hand to signal him to start walking her again. He obliged.
“Since becoming a countess, you’ve grown quite stubborn.” Mrs. Flannery crossed her arms.
Sarah raised her eyebrows. Mrs. Flannery had joined her household as a companion but her role was really more of a mother. Anne had also stayed with little Thomas and Captain Sanders was making regular visits. Sarah imagined a wedding was coming soon.
Her stomach tightened again she leaned more heavily into Rex but kept moving her feet. 
“You really should―“ Mrs. Flannery started.
“Not yet,” Sarah held up her hand.
The next few hours passed in a blur and the contractions came with more frequency. In a strange way, she found it easier to give birth than it had been to watch Anne. Seeing her friend suffer had made her feel helpless.
Rex still held her in his arms and as she finally retired to the bed, he climbed in behind her, holding both her hands as he cradled her body. “I dare say, this is most unorthodox,” the doctor grumbled.
“I’ll not leave my wife” Rex all but growled. 
The doctor gave a single nod and Sarah let out a wail. An intense urge to push took over every fiber of her body.
	“It’s time,” the midwife called. “Fetch hot water and rags,” she said to Anne.
	Holding her husband’s hands he whispered softly in her ear. “You are so strong, my love. So brave. I love you. I know you can do this.”
“Here comes the baby, keep pushing Sarah,” Mrs. Flannery urged her on.
“Gah…” Moaning, she pushed again, as the distinct sound of a baby crying filled the room.
“It’s a boy.” The doctor’s triumphant call echoed about the room.
“Oh Sarah,” Rex’s voice caught as he spoke. “A boy.”
“Give him to me,” Sarah demanded and the doctor obeyed.
“Have you ever seen anything more perfect in your life?” Sarah asked as she wrapped her arms around her newborn son.
“Nay, other than his mother.” Rex wrapped his arms under hers and kissed her head over and over. “What shall we name him?”
“Alexander, of course.” She turned to smile at her husband.
“Alex, for short.” He grinned back at his wife.
“Do you want to go tell your father?”
“It can wait. Nothing in the world could tear me from this bed. You’ve made me the happiest man in the world. My angel, my love, providence has brought you to me and I will never leave your side.”
She leaned back against him, looking at the baby in her arms. How could she have ever guessed that her life would turn out so perfectly? She smiled to think of how she had thought Rex was a pirate. “You’ve stolen my heart.”
“And you mine, my treasure.”
 



 
EXCERPT

STEALING A LADY’S HEART
Cumbria, 1812
 
The Fairfield boys had scattered to the four winds. More precisely, their father, Baron Fairfield, had sent each of his four sons to learn a trade. The baron grew poorer by the day. Should his house fall to ruin, his sons would have something to fall back on, a means to support themselves and help reestablish his title.
Everyone, but the baron himself, knew that it would take more than his sons learning a trade to save his barony. It would take a miracle.  
All was not lost for the Fairfields, however. For miracles don’t always happen suddenly.  Sometimes they creep along, winding their path with the course of men. And they stay with the men who are truly worthy.
 So it happened on May the 25th, the year 1812, that the four Fairfield Brothers made their way home.  Each returning from a different direction. Each having traveled a different path. Each bringing a different skill from his new trade. Each reaching the final crossroad before their home in Cumbria at the exact same moment.
It was astonishing to come upon one another in such a way after four years, but Graham, the third brother and the handsomest in that rugged, manly way, recovered first.
“You have all gotten fatter and uglier,” he chuckled good-naturedly as he climbed off his horse. His brothers did the same and they embraced as they laughed, hugged, and teased one another.
William, the oldest, was also tall and broad but more serious and less handsome. He was second to speak, “It is good to see all of you but we should head on to Father’s house.”
Thomas, the second brother and Nickolas, the youngest, agreed and the brothers started up the long drive to their father’s home, Harlington Manor, talking and laughing as if they had never parted.
    The men approached the large, crumbling manor. Their father appeared on the balcony. “My sons, the four winds have blown you back to me,” their father called with delight.
And indeed the winds had. And not just for a happy family, but for a purpose.
“Just in time. The King Regent’s beloved cousin is passing through on her trip to Scotland. We must entertain her along her journey and your presence will make this stop all the merrier,” Baron Fairfield called before disappearing from view.
The four sons waited for their father on the drive, but worry now marked each of their faces. The manor was in even more disrepair than when they had left. It was hardly fit to entertain the upper crust of society. Not to mention, the cost of such a visit, even for a few days, could be expensive if the lady was particular.
But to refuse the Prince Regent would be unheard of and so there was nothing to do but help their father prepare.
Baron Fairfield stepped out the massive front entrance as the wagons full of gifts began pulling into the circular drive.  Each son would bestow items he had earned from his trade onto his father.
William had studied under a great huntsman. He had brought wagons of pelts and cured meat to feed the family.  The pelts could be used or sold and would bring a nice sum to the manor.
Thomas, the second son, had studied in the art of building. He could now fashion anything out of wood or stone.  Wagons of lumber began rolling up the drive and Thomas would begin the arduous process of repairing the crumbling manor.
Graham had studied under a locksmith. He could fashion a safe with the most sophisticated of locking mechanisms and he could pick the most complicated of locks. Men of his trade were sometimes associated with thieves because of their skills but Graham had studied with a man of honor. Only a single wagon rolled up for Graham to gift his father. In it was a large safe of the best quality. “It is for all the riches we will yet acquire Father,” Graham assured the patriarch of his family.
His father slapped his third son on the back. “Truly, it is a blessed day that brings you all back to me.” 
His final son had studied with a merchant. Nickolas Fairfield had learned the ins and outs of negotiating for goods and spent most of his time in ships seeing to the transport of merchandise. Wagons of items from all over the world began to arrive.
Baron Fairfield laughed with delight. The few servants who remained began unloading the goods. The four sons, not afraid of hard work, began to help.
 
* * * *
When the work was done, the family sat down to a meal. It had been prepared in a hurry but was filled with delights that had rarely been seen in Cumbria. As the hungry men ate their fill, they turned to conversation.
William spoke first. Never one to linger over words, he was direct and to the point. “Who comes to visit, Father, and why have they traveled so far north?”
“Lady Charlotte Beaumont, first cousin to the Prince Regent and daughter of the Duke of Norfolk.  She is favored among her family both for her position and wealth and her great beauty. I am sure she is accustomed to the finest life has to offer. I hope she will not mind our humble offerings.” The baron grimaced slightly. “Her dear friend has married a Scot, or so I have been told.  Lady Beaumont travels to see her friend who is about to deliver her first child. Her stay should be brief.”
Graham cocked a jaunty grin. “A beauty, huh? This gets more interesting.” He grabbed an apple and took a large bite as he lounged in his chair.
His father gave him a stern look. Despite the absence, he knew his son well. Graham had always been handsome and very popular with the ladies. “She is a maiden, and a favorite cousin of the Prince Regent. You will mind your manners. That goes for all of you.”
Nickolas rolled his eyes. “You only need give the warning to Graham. I have heard of Lady Beaumont. The richest and most noble men press for her favor, but she refuses to choose a husband. She will not be interested in any of us.”
“You know of the lady?” Thomas turned to his youngest brother. Nick tended to be shy.
“Of course, Tom. You can’t be in London and not have heard of Lady Charlotte. Woven hair of gold and eyes blue as the sea. Rosy red lips and as sweet as the summer dawn. She is also well known for her work in orphanages and soup kitchens. She is said to be as beautiful as she is fair. I haven’t actually met her, but she is on the tongue of every man in London and beyond.”
The baron’s grimace had turned to a full scowl. “How are we ever going to entertain such a lady?”
Will patted his father on the back and spoke quietly, “We will do the best we can. How long do we have until she arrives?”  
“Less than a fortnight, depending on the weather,” the baron sighed.
Tom stood, squaring his lean shoulders. “We will begin first thing in the morning. We should get a good’s night sleep. Tails of our adventures will have to wait for another day.”  
The brothers agreed and headed to their old rooms. Tomorrow, the work would begin.
 
* * * *
Charlotte Beaumont sat atop her dappled white horse. Her father would have preferred she ride in the carriage, but she couldn’t abide it.  It was hot and dull. Her chaperones, because her father insisted she have two, talked incessantly. It was also, in her opinion, more dangerous. She was clueless to the world around her in that carriage. It made her feel like a pheasant waiting to be shot and roasted.
She didn’t blame her father. Most men would think a lady should ride in the carriage. Certainly Lord Bolton, the gentleman she had just visited, would think that it was necessary. 
Her father had insisted that she stop and stay with aristocrats along the journey. He said it was for her protection, but she was no fool. Each of her stops had included eligible and acceptable men for marriage. 
She knew this was the only reason her father had allowed her to visit Elizabeth; he was trying to marry her in the process. He reminded her constantly that she was almost one and twenty and should be married. Although he had been unusually insistent recently, almost as though he was possessed.
The visit with Lord Bolton had been particularly painful. He was full of praise, of course. “Your hair is like spun gold. Your eyes are like the sea.  Such a small waist you have compared with…” He had let his words fall off but she could see the lust in his eyes. She tried not to roll her own. She had heard it so many times, it had lost meaning to her.
She knew she was beautiful. Big blue eyes that tilted up at the corners.  She had a straight nose and full lips. Her jaw was a little strong for a woman but her high cheekbones mostly hid it. Her breasts that were almost overlarge for her waist and her hips flared out suggestively.  Honestly, Charlotte found her looks to mostly be a curse. Between her beauty and the title her husband would inherit, men rarely left her alone. It was so difficult to sort out who truly cared for her and who just lusted after her or her title or both.     
It wasn’t that she was opposed to marriage. Look at Elizabeth―she had fallen madly in love with a Scot, and now she was having his child.  Her letters glowed with happiness. Charlotte wanted what her friend had. She wasn’t going to marry for less than love. Unlike many titles and estates, her father’s was not entailed which meant she was free to inherit it. She didn’t need a husband or a male relative.
With all that said, she had met a few men she had considered as suitors. Men she at least thought she could grow to love.  But six months ago, that had all changed. She couldn’t explain it and it was particularly troubling. It almost felt as though she had been cursed. If a lady could believe in that sort of thing.
She had first met him at a dinner party held by the Earl of Winthrop. Allister Bard, the Marquess of Huntly had singled her out almost immediately. He walked straight up to her and looked her over from top to bottom.  There was something sinister in the way his narrow beady eyes traveled over her. His greasy black hair was slicked back and pulled into a ponytail at the nape.  He was tall and broad but the set of his shoulders was rigid and angry.  His thin lips were set into a hard line. There was no softness about him.  
“You are Lady Beaumont, cousin to Ewan MacPherson?” The Marquess’ eyes narrowed and his lips thinned even more. She shivered at the sound of his voice.
“Y-Yes. It is a p-p-pleasure to meet you,” she stuttered out.
He smiled slightly, twisting his face even further. Charlotte felt herself cringe. “You’ll do,” he spoke softly, almost to himself. Then he turned and walked away.
He had made her shiver in fear. She would risk being trapped by any man to avoid the Marquess of Huntly. She shivered again despite the heat. The Marquess had continued to pursue her over the last year making her increasingly uncomfortable. No wonder her father had arranged these visits.
Now she was to stay in the home of the Fairfields. Not one but four eligible brothers lived at the manor. They must be hideous to all still be unwed. The house was set to ruins which meant that their father would surely want to match her with one of the brothers. 
Her own father would approve. He wouldn’t have arranged the visit if he didn’t. He must be getting desperate or he wouldn’t be suggesting sons of a poor baron for her suitors. Her close relationship with the prince regent meant that her husband would be accepted by society.
Charlotte came to a crossroads. The sun was setting to her west. Night would fall soon. Her two servants riding with her, stopped just behind her. There was a sign for the Fairfield Manor, but it was pointing the way she had just come. Her eyebrows furrowed. Her thought was to head north but she had no way of knowing if that was the right path. Should she take the wrong one, she could be stuck in the woods for the night.
Suddenly a fierce gust of wind whipped the still summer air. The sign began spinning around its post.  Around and around it went until slowly, it creaked to a stop.  The sign now pointed due north. The wind had slowed to a gentle breeze that tickled her cheeks after a long day in the saddle. It seemed almost delighted with its own antics.  Charlotte laughed at the absurdity of a moving sign but somehow, it seemed right to be guided by the wind.  She kicked her horse forward.



ABOUT TAMMY ANDRESEN
Tammy Andresen lives with her husband and three children just outside of Boston, Massachusetts.  She grew up on the Seacoast of Maine, where she spent countless days dreaming up stories in blueberry fields and among the scrub pines that line the coast.  Her mother loved to spin a yarn and Tammy filled many hours listening to her mother retell the classics.   It was inevitable that at the age of 18, she headed off to Simmons College, where she studied English literature and education.  She never left Massachusetts but some of her heart still resides in Maine and her family visits often.
You can learn more about Tammy by visiting her website. www.tammyandresen.com
Twitter: http://twitter.com/tammyandresen
Facebook: http://facebook.com/authortammyandresen
 
 
What the Critics are saying
“The characters are well-developed and interesting, the plot is edge-of-your-seat intriguing, and the setting is one with so much history. If you are a fan of history mixed with mystery and intrigue, you won't be disappointed.” Linda Thompson THE AUTHOR SHOW
“While the relationship between Lily and Eric is the primary focus of this story, the mystery/supense factor is what kept this from being JUST a historical romance. Lily in Bloom was a fast-paced, romantic read that I absoutely LOVED.” http://alysenovak.blogspot.com
”…  it held not only a pure romance but the simple magic that goes with it. I was enchanted with this story from the beginning until the end and I didn’t want it to end. I wanted it to go on.” Robin
 
 




Table of Contents
Unexpected Treasure
Copyright
Titles by Tammy Andresen
Dedication
Chapter One
Chapter Two
Chapter Three
Chapter Four
Chapter Five
Chapter Six
Chapter Seven
Chapter Eight
Chapter Nine
Epilogue
Excerpt of Stealing a Lady's Heart
About Tammy Andresen


cover.jpeg
AUTHOR





images/00002.jpg





images/00001.jpg
& STSELLL @N AUTHOR
q%m*.mgh[) RESEN





