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      “Tonight is the start of my grand adventure. And since it’s my birthday, you guys are welcome to join in the fun.” Kat Roberts grinned as she spread out the folded piece of paper on the table so her friends Lacy and Mark could see.

      They were nestled in the corner of the Pickerel Inn just outside Magdalene College in Cambridge, catching a brief break from studying for exams. The pub was full of other students, all enjoying the relaxed atmosphere and the fish and chips the pub served late into the night.

      “What on earth is that?” Lacy asked as she brushed her hair back from her face and peered at the list.

      Kat tapped the paper. “A list of ten things every undergraduate should do while studying and living in Cambridge. Number one? Drink a glass of Nelson’s Revenge at the Pickerel Inn pub on Magdalene Street.”

      Mark, Lacy’s boyfriend, chuckled. “Have too many Nelsons and he’ll definitely get his revenge. You Americans aren’t used to our stout ales.”

      Kat was only half-listening as she studied the list, contemplating the other suggestions it gave. She’d moved to England in August to start college while her dad worked in London, and now more than ever she wanted to do something wild, something fun and crazy. Her parents had divorced when she was a kid, and she’d been living with her father, whose job entailed frequent corporate moves. She’d been too afraid to get close to people and break out of her shell. She didn’t want to make connections with people only to have to leave and never see them again. It reminded her too much of when her mother had left.

      But that’s all changed. I’m finally living in one place for three years. I’m making friends here. Roots. For the first time I can really live.

      Now she yearned for an adventure. She wasn’t used to being wild and crazy or doing things out of her comfort zone, but she wanted to be that way.

      Baby steps, she had to remind herself. That’s why she’d picked this list from an online article about attending school in Cambridge. It had fun things for her to do. Things she might not have otherwise tried. Now that she’d settled into her classes and schoolwork, she could focus on enjoying the whole college experience. She’d picked an easy item from the list first—drinking a pint here at the Pickerel—but she’d work her way up to the bigger items soon.

      Mark leaned forward, his elbows propped on the old wooden table. “Is this really all we get to do to help you celebrate your nineteenth birthday?”

      “He’s right, Kat. We should be doing something really fun tonight. Like going clubbing!” Lacy curved her lips in a charming but teasing smile that under other circumstances would’ve made Kat laugh.

      “Clubbing? Lacy, you know I can’t dance. I’d fall flat on my face. Maybe if I drink enough you can talk me into it.” Kat winked at her friend and gulped down more of the cider and beer blend she had ordered. It wasn’t strong, but she wanted to get warmed up before going for the Nelson’s Revenge.

      Lacy grinned. “You’re officially nineteen, and as this is your first semester at college, we need to make something amazing happen. Leave high school behind. This is your chance. Let’s go dancing, meet some hot guys.” She jerked her head suggestively toward a nearby table where a group of decent-looking men were watching them, pints in hand and friendly smiles on their faces. She nudged Mark in the ribs. “Right?” She winked.

      Mark put an arm around Lacy’s shoulders and shook his head, silently laughing. “You have a hot guy right here for you, no need to find a new one,” he teased.

      Lacy rolled her eyes. “You know what I mean, for Kat. She needs some action.”

      Kat couldn’t disagree. She’d never really dated in high school since she and her dad had moved every couple of years. Maybe Lacy was right. Now was the time to give it a try.

      “First I’ll drink my pint, then I’ll work my way up to meeting hot guys. How’s that?”

      Mark shook his head. “I think you’re underestimating your appeal. British blokes like me would love to date an American. You’ll have no trouble getting a guy.” He nodded at the same group of men his girlfriend had pointed out. “Start with them. They look nice enough, and if they aren’t, I’ll beat them up for you.” Mark put up his fists with a silly, goonish expression that made Kat and Lacy giggle.

      Kat adored her new friends. She’d only known them since August, but something about them, their natural warmth, the way they opened up to her, made her feel like she’d known them for years.

      Maybe it was the magic of the city, too. Ever since she’d come here for university, this little Elizabethan-era town had captivated her. Between the shops tucked in crooked, wandering alleys and the tolling bells of the various colleges throughout the day, Kat had been bewitched by this tiny part of the world. It was more of a home for her than any other place she’d ever lived.

      “Well, don’t tell me you’re afraid to give it a go?” Mark laughed.

      His brown eyes were dark and full of brotherly mischief, offering a friendship Kat hadn’t thought she’d find again since she’d left her last high school boyfriend behind. She and Ben had been good friends, more than she’d ever thought possible with a guy. Like him, Mark was easygoing, with a ready smile and a playful attitude that put her at ease.

      She and Ben hadn’t been serious, and calling him a boyfriend was really more of a stretch. They’d hung out but never even kissed. When she’d confessed this to Lacy, her friend had gasped and immediately informed her that what she and Ben hadn’t been a “real” relationship.

      Kat jerked herself out of the spiral her thoughts had taken and focused on her friends. She tipped back her drink and finished it. She couldn’t believe it was close to the end of November, and the term was winding down. As much as she’d enjoyed her classes, she was glad for the upcoming winter break. What better way to start the holidays than getting a jumpstart on her “Operation Adventure.”

      When the front door of the pub suddenly opened, an icy wind cut through the cozy atmosphere of the building. Despite the dim gold light cast by the fixtures in the pub, Kat could see more than one person at the surrounding tables muttering, clutching at their coats and glancing toward the front door.

      “Oh my,” Lacy murmured, her brown eyes all soft and dreamy as she stared at something behind Kat.

      Mark coughed, catching Lacy’s attention, but Kat was already turning around in her seat. For some reason all of the breath left her body and she blinked, completely spellbound.

      There, framed in the doorway, was a living, breathing god. When he closed the door behind him, snowflakes swirled and eddied around him, clinging to his dark hair and his black knee-length pea coat. He made her think of Hades, the dark god of the Netherworld, in search of his sweet, innocent lover Persephone.

      Kat would never have thought she’d describe a man in such terms, but this man…oh yes, the description was perfect. So perfect it almost hurt to look at him. The kind of gorgeous that made a woman’s body respond instantly. A slow wave of heat overtook Kat as she stared at him, and she clamped her thighs together when a slow throb began to build in her lower abdomen.

      Now that’s the sort of man I want to get involved with. One who would sweep me away, make me forget who I used to be, and show me who I might become. A woman who lives life on the edge, who explores dark passions and truly experiences life. The thought of being with a man like him…it felt right to want him.

      The decent-looking guys a few tables away had nothing on this man. And that was just it: He was a man. Nothing about him screamed “college student.” The way he walked, in an almost predatory, graceful movement, sucked her in, and she couldn’t look away. He was the sort of man who would stop every woman in her tracks as he strode past, demanding their attention, their desire…

      His eyes swept over the room, not even noticing her.

      No surprise. She was just another undergraduate student bundled up in jeans, a thick sweater, and boots.

      Not like him.

      A pinch of pain in her chest made her set her cider down and blink rapidly. She’d never minded being invisible before, but looking at this sexy god of a man…she wanted to get his attention. It was a stupid, girlish feeling, but she wanted him to look her way, see her. The pull he had on her was strange, magnetic, like nothing she’d ever felt before. It was as though something inside her was pulling her toward him, erasing everything else around him.

      Look my way, she silently begged.

      But he didn’t. A knot of disappointment tightened in her chest. There was no way he’d ever notice her.

      He’s way out of my league. We’re in different galaxies.

      Even knowing this, she couldn’t stop looking at him. This man looked expensive, from his shiny, black boots to the sleek look of his trousers and coat. When her gaze locked on his face, she was lost in a study of him. His aristocratic features were stunning. The man had a jawline that looked like it had been cut from marble, and a straight patrician nose that created an aura of entitled ease. He knew he was attractive and exactly how his mere presence could affect a room.

      The hint of an arrogant smile played upon his full, sensual lips, so faint that she wondered if she was imagining it. And there was something about how he surveyed the room, like a ruler among his subjects. It wasn’t surprising. Like King Arthur, but with dark, chocolate hair rather than fair. He was tall and lean with wide shoulders, and she could tell there were muscles beneath those fine clothes by the way the fabric clung to him. As he strode over to the bar and leaned against it to order a drink, the focus of the room went with him.

      A stir of whispers started up a table behind Kat, Lacy, and Mark. A group of college students, three girls, were watching the new stranger, too. Their heads were bent together, and their hushed voices carried just enough that Kat caught snippets of their conversation.

      “I think that’s….yes, I’m sure it’s him. You go, Talia, ask him…” one girl suggested.

      “No way, if that’s who he is…He’d never…Too hot though right? I’d let him do anything to me…” More giggles. “Can you imagine having sex with him? I heard he’s a god in bed. I’d like Mr. Sexy to take me home.”

      The third girl fanned herself. “He’s got a bad reputation, though…total heartbreaker. Never dates, only fucks them, you know…but I’ll be damned if I don’t want to…”

      The conversation was muffled when a waiter delivered the girls more beers, and Kat couldn’t hear anything else. So whoever Mr. Sexy was…these girls knew him or knew of him. And he had a bad reputation? What kind of bad reputation?

      Kat turned her focus back to him, gazing longingly, watching him slide his black leather gloves off to reveal long fingers and elegant but masculine hands. A gold signet ring gleamed on the little finger of his left hand. She swallowed hard as a wave of heat rippled through her so fast beads of sweat gathered at her temples. She reached for her empty glass of cider again, never taking her eyes off the gorgeous man.

      “You should probably go get your pint of Nelson’s Revenge,” Lacy said. “I really want to go clubbing, so get that drink, check it off your list, and let’s go!”

      Her friend’s voice seemed to break through the odd sort of fog in her head. She didn’t want to leave this little pub and go dancing, not when a man like him was here. She could have watched him all night.

      Clubbing was definitely not on the list of things she’d like to do, but it would get her out of her shell. Of course, it would really help if she had that drink. And getting that drink meant a chance to get close to the beautiful stranger.

      “Okay, be back in a second.” She pushed her chair and headed toward the bar. The crowd was thick around the bartender, and Kat could barely see him over the heads of the students laughing and talking as they leaned against the antique wood bar. The only empty spot against the counter was next to Mr. Sexy…

      Raising her chin, she started to walk in his direction, attempting to play it cool, like she wasn’t going to get turned on just by standing so close to this god of a man.

      He probably won’t even look at me…but what if he does? Gotta be cool….I can handle this, right?

      A second before she reached him, her right foot slipped in a spot of melted snow.

      “Ahh!” Kat gasped as she tried to catch herself, but she careened straight into the beautiful stranger. Normally she wouldn’t have been so clumsy, but she’d been too focused on him and hadn’t been watching the floor. Plenty of people had been slipping all night.

      “Oomph,” he grunted and threw his arms out, pulling her to his chest.

      Kat’s head fell back as she clung to his shoulders. He was tall, deliciously so, and her head only just reached the bottom of his chin. His hair was swept back from his face, but it fell across his eyes as he stared down at her, and the light kissed the dark brown strands with a faint hint of gold. The color of his eyes was…stunning and made her almost dizzy when she stared. Like losing herself in a kaleidoscope of blue and green in endless splintering shafts.

      Her knees wobbled, and she dug her hands harder into his shoulders, trying to stay on her feet.

      What is wrong with me?

      “Hello, darling, are you all right? Bit of a slick spot, eh?”

      That rich voice, such decadent, sinful syllables uttered in that oh-so-perfect English accent, made Kat quiver inside. What was it about accents? They made a girl think strange, silly things, like asking him to talk dirty to her. Oh, the things he could say that would melt her into a puddle just like the snow at his feet. It might kill her with pleasure. The thought was so unlike her that she blinked. There was something about this man that made her want things she’d been hesitant to want before now. Like hot, sweaty sex. She was still a virgin, and yet this man was making her want to strip down naked and jump into the nearest bed with him.

      “I…”

      His hands were still holding her waist, his body pressed against hers. She couldn’t think; her brain short-circuited. His hands on her, so hot to the touch…They were standing so close, faces mere inches apart, and the world around her seemed to burn with a heat along her skin. Her breath quickened.

      Kat struggled to think logically, but all she could think about was how much she wanted to kiss him.

      “Are you able to stand on your own?” He smiled, the single flirty twist of his lips making her knees buckle again.

      What the heck? She’d never had a problem with her legs working before.

      “Er…yes,” she finally managed to say.

      “Good.” His hands dropped, but the movement felt reluctant. He trailed his hands down her body, the light but suggestive skimming of his palms over her waist, then her hips, sent little throbbing pulses throughout her entire body. He didn’t step away, either, but kept close to her, his eyes still fixed on her face. “I’m glad to have prevented a nasty fall.”

      Before she could reply, the bartender leaned over the counter and spoke. “What can I get you?”

      Mr. Tall and Sexy shifted slightly, allowing Kat to slip into the space next to him, their shoulders and arms touching as she answered.

      “I’ll have a pint of Nelson’s Revenge, please.”

      The stranger next to her chuckled. “Are you sure about that?” he asked. “That’s a stiff drink and likely to bring tears to your eyes.” There was a hint of teasing in his tone, and Kat couldn’t resist responding.

      “I’m sure. Besides, I’m more likely to start crying at the sight of a butterfly than a stout ale.” She laughed, then realized what’d she said and blushed.

      The man angled his body toward her, propping one arm on the counter as he stared down at her.

      “Butterflies make you cry? What on earth for? Don’t tell me you’re afraid of them.” Humor heated those blue-green eyes of his, and she felt an answering heat sweep through her body.

      “I…well, it’s silly really…” She hedged. She didn’t normally open up to people, let alone strange, beautiful men in pubs. But there was something about the way he was watching her, his intense focus on her and his interest in what she was saying, that gave her courage to continue.

      “I used to live in Texas with my dad, and we saw monarch butterflies when they migrated. But now with their habitats dying out, I rarely see them. When I do get lucky and one flies past me, it’s beautiful…and sad.” She shrugged her shoulders, glancing away. “I know that sounds silly.”

      “Not at all,” he murmured softly. “No sillier than how I feel when I look at stained glass windows. It’s the same for me, that mixture of melancholy and beauty. It’s not often I meet someone else who thinks about things like that.” His intense scrutiny tore her in two directions, between the need to squirm and to go very still.

      The man possessed an overpowering, seductive and masculine presence. She caught the scent of pine and something clean and crisp that sparked her other senses to life. It encompassed her like some dark spell, leaving her with a desperate need to stay close to him. The things those girls had whispered about him came rushing back…“bad reputation”…“god in bed”…Whoever he was didn’t matter, she just wanted him. Wanted to curl her arms around his neck and get as close to him as possible.

      “I think about that stuff all the time,” she said, unable to tear her gaze away from his.

      He lifted his glass to his lips and sipped. It wasn’t ale he was drinking but something else, a dark, warm gold color, probably Scotch. She realized she must have been staring at his mouth when he licked his lips and spoke again.

      “Keep staring at me like that and I’m liable to kiss you.”
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      Desire and hunger lit up his eyes, heating the strange mixture of blue and green. It almost made her forget that she was talking to a stranger. It really was possible to lose yourself in someone’s eyes. Maybe the poets weren’t wrong about love at first sight. She didn’t love this man, but she was…captivated by him, which felt like love, in a strange sort of way. The lightness of her head, the wobbly knees, the fascination with him.

      “There’s nothing stopping you from kissing me,” she breathed. Her heart was pounding against her ribs as excitement skittered through her. Would he accept the challenge and kiss her?

      His eyes softened, but there was a dangerous glint to his expression, one that warned her that if he kissed her…it wouldn’t be chaste, wouldn’t be sweet. It would be the sort of kiss that made a girl forget where she was and moan helplessly for more.

      They were mere inches apart now…When had she leaned into him? Somehow she had shifted closer, fixated on his mouth, the full sensual lips. The bit of the cider ale she’d been drinking earlier made her thoughts a bit muddy. Well, all but one thought.

      I want him to kiss me. If he won’t, I’ll kiss him first.

      Before she let herself think better of it, she seized the chance to be reckless and rocked up on her tiptoes, curling her fingers into the lapels of his coat as she kissed him. Hard. It was wild, the way she let go and just gave herself into kissing him. Her own sexy stranger…

      His hands gripped her waist, fingers digging in slightly, making tingles of excitement shoot down her spine, clear to her toes. His lips were soft and warm, moving against hers hungrily. When he angled his face, he caressed her lips with his tongue. The startling, erotic feel of it had her mouth parting, and he thrust inside. The little teasing strokes of his tongue against hers created shivers deep in her belly. He overwhelmed all of her senses, and Kat couldn’t catch her breath. There was no escaping his strong hold, and she didn’t want to. His lips were a drug, and she couldn’t get enough.

      Every cell in her body pulsed and hummed to life when the kiss turned slightly rough, as he nipped her bottom lip. She rocked her body into his, desperate to get closer, to feel him completely surrounding her.

      All mine. She smiled against his lips just as their bodies separated a few inches and she gasped for a breath. Blood pounded against her temples, and she panted and glanced up at him. Stark, raw lust burned like coals behind his eyes as he stared down at her, an almost animal ferocity in his expression.

      “That was—”

      Before she could finish, he curled an arm around her waist and pulled her flush against him for another kiss. The touch of his lips this time was feather light…as though he were savoring her. A simple, almost innocent brush of mouths, before she shivered, and a little moan of longing escaped. Suddenly he rotated her, pinning her against the bar, his mouth taking her hungrily, seeking entrance to hers. She parted her lips, more from surprise than anything else. When his tongue slid in and teased hers, she whimpered. The bare hint of stubble rasped against her skin as he kissed her, making her sensitive to every sensation.

      More, I need more of this…

      No one she’d dated in high school had kissed like this, as though he had all night to taste her, explore her, excite her. Nothing else mattered, nothing but this man and his life-altering, seductive lips.

      When his mouth parted from hers, she blinked and stared up at him, wondrously dazed.

      “You were too tempting to resist. Makes a man hungry for more when a woman looks at him like that.” He brushed the pad of his thumb over her swollen lips, his eyes tracing the shape, along with his finger.

      “Like what?” she asked, fascinated by his words just as much as his hands and the way they touched her.

      His laugh was dark and rich like a pint of Guinness. “Like she needs to be kissed, to be taken by a man who knows just what to do to make her moan with pleasure.”

      Taken…the word was heavy, dark, forbidding and yet it filled her with a secret thrill. She could picture this man taking her, doing a thousand erotic things that would blow her mind and her body apart.

      She struggled to respond, but what could she say to the man who’d just changed her life with one mind-blowing kiss and talked to her about how he could make a woman moan with pleasure? Had she really just made out with a complete and total stranger? She needed to do something, anything, to lessen the suddenly awkward moment.

      She thrust out her hand and said, “I’m Katherine Roberts, but everyone calls me Kat.” It felt silly to introduce herself after the kiss they’d shared, but she did it anyway.

      The man stared at her hand and then took it, raising it to his lips rather than shaking it. He brushed his mouth over the backs of her knuckles in a caress, like an old world prince greeting a lady. Her heart fluttered inside her chest at the little romantic act. She’d never met a man who’d done that before, and it made her imagine what it might feel like to have his lips on other parts of her body.

      “Tristan Kingsley. It’s been quite the pleasure meeting you.” The blue-green of his eyes rippled with glints of light like a summer lake at noon. “I’d like to kiss you again—”

      “Tristan! There you are!” A light, feminine voice shook Kat out of her hazy daydreams of being wrapped in his arms again.

      A tall blonde with stunning, classical features and a killer sense of style stood in the pub’s doorway, watching Tristan and Kat. Her pink lips were curved up in an excited smile, and her blue eyes were bright and merry.

      “So sorry I’m late. The snow is quite wretched on the roads,” she said as she strode over in her too perfect high-heeled boots and skinny jeans.

      Kat wanted to melt into the floor but shuffled her own scuffed boots instead. Her face heated when Tristan released her hand and glanced at the blonde woman. Just like that, Kat was forgotten as he stepped around her. So much for her dreams of a man like that paying attention to her. She was just another passing fancy while he waited for his girlfriend to show up. A wave of nausea mixed with anxiety rolled through her stomach. This was why she was afraid to take risks. Because rejection hurt like hell.

      “Celia!” Tristan grinned, as he opened his arms to embrace the beautiful woman.

      Oh, God. She really is his girlfriend. Of course she is. Tristan looked perfect with Celia. It was obvious they were a couple. A couple of beautiful, sophisticated people. Like a pair of models from a Burberry ad. She’d never had a snowball’s chance in hell with a guy like him.

      Kat slipped away, her pint of Nelson’s Revenge in her hands as she left Tristan and headed back to her friends. Mark and Lacy were watching her when she dropped down into her seat and covered her face with her hand.

      “Wow, Kat, that was…” Lacy reached out and gave Kat’s shoulder a pat.

      “Mortifying? Pathetic?” Kat supplied, as she finally dropped her hand from her face and set her glass down next to Mark, nudging it in his direction. Drinking the pint seemed to pale in comparison to the adventure of being kissed by Tristan Kingsley.

      “Well, the kiss was kind of hot…until that other girl showed up,” Mark observed with a smirk, but he had a point.

      She’d been totally on fire and hadn’t wanted to stop kissing Tristan. It was as though her life had depended on touching him, on feeling his muscles move beneath her hands, and his mouth exploring hers. There had been nothing else in the world she’d wanted more than him in that moment. She’d never felt like that before about anyone or anything.

      “I know, right? What kind of guy kisses someone like that when he has a girlfriend?” Lacy said, crossing her arms over her chest.

      Mark laughed. “Obviously that guy.”

      Kat winced. “Do you mind if I just go back to the dorm? I think I’ve had enough of this place tonight.”

      “But it’s your birthday.” Lacy pouted.

      Kat shrugged. This was the first time she wasn’t celebrating with her father. They’d moved from Chicago to London in August and neither of them had thought about what it would mean when she was two hours away at Cambridge for her birthday. Somehow celebrating without him didn’t feel right.

      “What about cake?” Mark asked before drinking some of his pint.

      “No, thanks.” Kat shook her head and brushed some dust off the table, avoiding looking in Tristan’s direction.

      How was it possible to still feel his lips on hers when he was a dozen feet away?

      “Are you sure?” Lacy asked, her brows knit together in concern.

      “Yeah, I’m sure. I’d rather just go back to the dorms. I have a lot of studying ahead of me in the next couple of weeks before final exams.”

      “Well, drat,” Lacy said. “All right, you go home, then.” She nudged Mark. “Go pay for the drinks. It’s on us tonight, Kat.”

      “Thanks, guys.” Kat stood and tucked her chair under the wooden table. “See you both tomorrow?”

      “Bright and early,” Lacy laughed. “Did I ever say how much I hate 8:30 a.m. classes?”

      Mark leaned over and kissed Lacy’s cheek. “That’s why I’m the smart one. My first class is never before 11 a.m.”

      “That’s right, rub it in,” Lacy grumbled, but she was smiling at him.

      “Bye, guys.” Kat was still laughing as she exited the pub. She didn’t want to think about the mysterious Tristan Kingsley or how he kissed. Better to just forget it and move on. It had been a fun adventure, even if a short one.

      The snow blew in thick currents around her, and the dim streetlights looked like glowing  golden orbs in the darkness. It was a bewitching sight.

      Most of the small shops around the pub were closed, but one was still open. Its merry lights called to her as she approached. A bakery. Cakes, breads, and other sweets filled the windows. Behind the glass counter, a plump woman was checking a tray of cookies, the front of her blue apron dusted with small white splotches of flour.

      “Maybe just one,” Kat murmured, entranced by the sight of the small chocolate cupcakes with elaborate swirls of icing. It was her birthday, after all. Kat entered the shop and the brass bell above her head tinkled.

      “Hello, dearie,” the woman said and wiped flour-covered hands on her apron. “Come to get a late-night snack? You’re just in time, I was ready to close up early due to the weather.”

      Kat peered through the glass cases, trying to decide which one of the little cakes would taste as good as the man she’d kissed only minutes ago. She doubted anything could come close.

      Tristan. Tristan who had a girlfriend. Kat mentally kicked herself. She’d pretty much thrown herself at him and begged to be kissed. Maybe he didn’t normally go around slipping his tongue between a girl’s lips and setting her on fire inside. Then again…if he’d been a good guy, he wouldn’t have done more than a chaste peck on the cheek.

      Focus on chocolate, not hot Brit you’ll never see again. She went back to studying the contents of the case. When the entry bell clinked again, she didn’t turn around.

      “Have a need for something sweet?” A rich, decadent voice, smooth as chocolate, filled her ears.

      She spun to find Tristan standing there, snow dancing about him as he let the door close behind him. He walked toward her with lithe, graceful steps. Her body trembled with a little wave of excitement at the mere sight of him. I shouldn’t be happy to see him, he has a girlfriend…But that didn’t change the rapid beat of her heart.

      “Evening,” the baker said merrily.

      “What are you doing here?” Kat sputtered. The moment the words were out, she slapped a hand over her mouth.

      His chuckle made a warm flush creep down her cheeks. “I saw you left the pub and…” He paused, his brows drawing together. “Well, I didn’t want you to go off on your own. I saw that your friends remained behind.” It was a lame excuse, and they both knew it. For some reason that made her want to smile.

      “So you’re protecting me from snowflakes?” She couldn’t help the partly amused and partly sarcastic tone of her voice.

      Tristan shrugged and joined her at the counter, peering at the desserts. “Snowflakes can be treacherous buggers.”

      This time she couldn’t stop her laugh. “I’ll bet. Death by ice fractals sounds horrifying.”

      He quirked a brow. “Ice fractals?”

      God, I’m an idiot. Sure, Kat, show him what a nerd you are. “They’re the mathematical phenomena of a repeating pattern that displays on every scale. Snowflakes are one of nature’s fractals.” She wasn’t a science wiz, but learning was something she enjoyed, no matter what subject. Ben had always teased her about it. Not that she’d minded being called a nerd. There were worse things than being addicted to learning.

      Tristan glanced over his shoulder at the dancing snow, then turned back to her. “I’m surprised you know what fractals are. Most people don’t.” He leaned forward then and caught a lock of her hair, playing with the strands. Kat held her breath as every nerve in her tingled to life. He was touching her again, and she could feel every cell of her body humming with excitement.

      Please kiss me again.

      When he didn’t, her mind attempted to return to reality, and she remembered Celia.

      “What about your girlfriend?” she blurted out.

      “Girlfriend?” He let her hair drop from his fingers and met her gaze.

      “That woman in the pub…” The one he looked so perfect standing next to.

      “Celia?” The responding smile that lit his face filled her with envy. Would a man ever smile like that when he thought about her? Something about Tristan and the way he smiled, she couldn’t help but wish one smile was for her.

      “Right, Celia,” she echoed. Her heart twinged a little at the mention of the other woman.

      “She’s my cousin, not my girlfriend.”

      Kat stared. This total stranger had abandoned his cousin to chase after her? Tiny flutters of excitement stirred in her stomach.

      “You seem surprised.” His sensual lips—lips she couldn’t get out of her mind—twitched, as though he was fighting off a smile.

      “Why ditch your cousin when you don’t even know me?” This entire evening was surreal. God-like men coming in from snowstorms to kiss her senseless…What next? Winning the lottery and moving to the Bahamas?

      Tristan’s gaze dropped to her mouth.

      “When a lovely woman kisses me and runs off into the snowy night…well, the temptation to go after her is irresistible. I don’t let lovely women escape, not until I’ve tasted them properly.” He licked his lips and everything south of her waist throbbed to life.

      What? Was he kidding?

      “So here I am, in a bakery with you. Is there a reason we’re staring at cakes?” He moved a step closer, even though he was facing the desserts again.

      His arm brushed her right shoulder. The man was tall, but not too tall. Just enough to make a girl feel small, in a good way, like he could protect her if she needed it. A masculine scent, warm and clean, filled her nose. His scent. It was an enticing one she could’ve inhaled forever.

      Focus, Kat. Try to be normal and have a normal conversation. Do not keep staring at Mr. Sexy.

      “It’s my birthday today. I’m nineteen.”

      At her reply, he looked at her again.

      “Well, we must get you a cake. Chocolate, I presume?” He leaned one elbow on the glass counter as he waited for her to answer.

      She nodded mutely.

      Tristan turned back to the woman behind the counter. “What’s the best chocolate cake you have? The richest, most decadent one.” His words were as decadent as his statement. She could practically feel the chocolate melting on her tongue.

      “The Devil’s Triple Layer Cake.” The woman pulled out a small cake for two people. Raspberry sauce was drizzled over the top of the simple yet elegant icing design.

      Tristan took out his wallet and slid a black credit card across the counter.

      “We’ll take it. And a small candle, if you have one.”
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      “But—” Kat’s protest died when the woman took the Devil’s cake from the counter and started to box it up. She didn’t like feeling indebted to him, and he’d already made her feel off balance with his kisses.

      “Consider it a thank-you.” He laughed.

      “For what?” Her tone was a breathless as she watched his dark hair fall into his eyes. Her hands twitched to brush it back from his face, to touch him back the way he’d so boldly touched her earlier. Everything about this man drew her in—his face, his eyes, his rich voice speaking of kisses and passion.

      “You surprised me tonight. It’s been a long time since anyone has done that.” He scrubbed a hand over his jaw, and she saw the hint of stubble there and remembered the way it had tickled her when she’d kissed him.

      I surprised myself, kissing him like that.

      “Allow me to escort you home. Is it a long walk?” Tristan asked Kat, when the woman had returned with the boxed cake.

      “Only a block. I’m staying in a dorm at Magdalene College.” She shouldn’t be telling him something like that. What if he got the wrong idea?

      “A student at university? Excellent. So am I.” He smiled. “I’m not an undergraduate, though. I’m earning a Master’s degree in business.” He thanked the baker and collected the box with the cake. “I’ll walk you home.” It was a statement this time, not a question, and she didn’t want to argue with him, not when it meant spending more time in his presence. She’d just have to be sure he didn’t think she’d…well, she’d worry about that when they got to her dorm.

      “You’re a student? How old are you?” Kat could’ve smacked herself for being so rude. “I’m sorry, I shouldn’t have asked.”

      “I’m twenty-five.” He held the door open with one hand, and she had to slide past him to exit the bakery. A gust carrying fresh snow hit her face, and she braced against the frigid air. Her first instinct was to turn around and bury herself against Tristan. He was so warm, she remembered from kissing him at the bar. The way his body had enveloped hers with heat, and the way his hands had gripped her hips.

      “So what brings an American to Cambridge? Is this a semester of study abroad?” He walked alongside her as they went down the street, snow crunching beneath their feet. Kat stayed closer to Tristan than she would have normally, telling herself it was because she was afraid she’d slip on the ice. But the truth was that she wanted to be close to him, feel his warmth, smell that piney scent of his that made her senses come alive. She struggled to focus on their conversation, given how her thoughts kept drifting into dangerous territory.

      “I’m a full-time student. My father travels for work, and he’s living in London for the next couple of years.”

      Tristan made a little hum of interest. “And what does your father do?”

      “He’s an investment banker at Barclays. He’s at their London office, and I wanted to be close to him.” It was so easy to talk to Tristan. Maybe it was because she knew she’d likely never see him again after tonight. But it wasn’t just that. Something about talking to him just clicked.

      It reminded her of a day when she’d been a young girl, crawling through her parents’ attic searching for treasure maps and wardrobes that opened to snow-swept worlds lit by solitary lampposts. She’d come across a large, weather-beaten, locked trunk. After hours of digging through boxes, she’d found an ornate key in an antique lacquered jewelry box heavily covered with dust.

      Eyeing the lock and the key, she’d given it a chance. The satisfying click-click of the key in the lock had made her heart pound and her hands tremble as she’d opened the trunk. It had contained old books, the very best kind, of course. But she’d never forget the moment of fitting that key into place, and the feeling of connectedness it had made. Being near Tristan, talking to him, was like fitting that key into the lock all over again, and she couldn’t fathom why that was, only that it was true. It scared her a little, but she wasn’t the kind of woman to turn her back on something amazing just because it sent her nerves skittering inside her.

      “And your mother?” Tristan paused as they reached the main door to her college grounds. The massive, ten-foot-high door had a smaller door built into its frame that everyone used to enter the grounds. It was a bit like a scene from Alice in Wonderland.

      The smaller door to the college was unlocked, and Kat entered, Tristan following behind her. A cheery porter came out of his booth to greet them.

      Tristan caught her arm, halting her in the middle of the snowy courtyard so she had to face him. The hold was firm, and the subtle sign of power rippling through that touch made her shiver. She remembered how he’d grabbed her in the pub, kissing her, forcing her to enjoy his kiss without escaping. It was madness to desire that, to let him take control and allow her the freedom to just…feel. But that was the thing about this man she couldn’t get out of her head. If he could affect her in public, in a pub, what would it be like when they were completely alone?

      “You didn’t answer my question about your mother.” There was a gentle reprimand in his voice. Their warm breaths billowed out in soft, white clouds in the Magdalene courtyard.

      Those unique eyes of his held her spellbound. It was like watching the tide pulling out to sea and being sucked deeper into the water.

      “I…my mother isn’t part of my life, hasn’t been for quite some time.” For some reason, admitting that out loud stung. Thinking about the woman who’d abandoned her hurt, but saying it aloud made it too real, too painful. She and her father never talked about her mother and how empty her leaving had left Kat feeling. No one to talk to, bake with, laugh about boys with, see mushy romantic movies with…those were all the things mothers and daughters were supposed to do. But not me.

      “I didn’t mean to open old wounds, darling.” Tristan’s eyes softened, the colors changing yet again, and she was lost in their depths. The way he’d called her “darling,” that intimate word surrounded her heart with a cottony warmth. This beautiful stranger was offering her comfort, and she wanted it, wanted him. And that need scared her. She’d needed her mother, and her mother had left. The only person who hadn’t let her down was her father. Kat couldn’t let herself need Tristan, not when it might lead to more heartache.

      He cupped her cheek, the gesture tender. How could he be such a contradiction? Bold and seductive, then tender and compassionate.

      “They’re divorced?” he asked. That focused intensity only seemed to deepen as the snowfall muffled the world around them. Like they were cocooned in the shelter of a snow globe holding only them and the falling white flakes.

      She licked her lips. “Yes. For a long time now.”

      Tristan nodded. “My parents are divorced, as well. My father is an overbearing, pompous arse.” He chuckled, but there was a bite to the sound that caught her attention.

      “You don’t like your father?” she asked.

      The flash of cold in his eyes made her shiver more than the snow falling around them. He continued to stroke her cheek with one of his hands, which softened the hard look in his eyes.

      “I don’t like to talk about him.” It was clear from the steel in his voice that she wouldn’t get anything else from him about his father. But she wanted to know more about this mysterious, seductive stranger whose kisses burned straight through her. There were hidden depths to him, dark, deep, flowing underground rivers and she wanted to dive in and discover who he really was.

      “What about your mother?”

      The defensiveness evaporated as he grinned. “One of the best, as far as mothers go.”

      “That must be nice, to have a mother around, I mean.” A part of her still felt like maybe she had been the cause of her parents’ breakup. Maybe she’d been too much for her mother to handle.

      “It’s not your fault, you know. Sometimes it feels like it is, but it isn’t.” His hand on her cheek moved to her hair, threading through the wild strands that were slightly damp with melted snow. The heat in his eyes burned slowly, like a fire in a hearth.

      Kat’s body responded, her thighs clenching together and her nipples hardening. From a single hot, tender look, she was melting for this intense, handsome stranger. A shiver racked her, and he chuckled. Did he know how much he was affecting her? He had to, with that pleased look gleaming in his eyes, and his lips twitching in bemusement.

      “Let’s get you inside so you can warm up and eat your birthday cake.”

      She came back to herself and realized they’d been standing inside the courtyard, unmoving, just standing so close, breaths mingled and almost whispering as they opened up about their lives.

      They walked up to the front of the red brick dormitory, and he followed her up the small set of steps to her door on the first floor. She turned, ready to thank him for walking her home, but he caught the door, preventing it from shutting.

      “May I come inside?” He tilted his head toward the door, and she saw he was still carrying the cake.

      “I…” she swallowed down the nervous lump in her throat. She wasn’t ready to say good night, or good-bye. But she didn’t want him thinking she was the sort of girl who slept with someone she just met. He seemed to sense her indecision.

      “Just for cake,” he said. “You have my gentleman’s promise.” He used his index finger to draw a cross over his heart.

      A gentleman’s promise? She remembered the things those girls had said back in the pub. Was he the sort of man to break a promise? Or just a girl’s heart?

      Take a chance, a little voice whispered inside her head. He’s a risk worth taking, at least tonight. If she did let him inside, she’d get to spend more time with him. She didn’t want to let him out of her sight, not until she’d figured him out. She’d always loved puzzles, and this strange, sexy man was more of a puzzle than anything she’d ever seen.

      “Okay. But just for a few minutes.” She let him follow her inside. It was large for a dormitory room, with a tiny kitchen counter against one wall and a small bathroom. Flicking on the one overhead light, she took the bakery box from Tristan and set it on her desk before turning around to face him. She couldn’t help but wonder what he’d think of the world she’d built in the few short months she’d lived here.

      The walls were a pale, eggshell white, and she’d covered most of them with posters of famous British people. Tristan eyed one above her bed.

      “Lord Nelson? Good God, that sure explains your drink tonight at the Pickerel.” He burst out laughing. “What is it like to wake up to that each morning?” The rich sound of his amusement warmed her insides all over again, and she started laughing, too.

      “My father got it for me as a joke, and I loved it. I thought he deserved a place of honor.”

      The throaty laugh that escaped his lips was husky this time. “Above a woman’s bed is certainly a place of honor.” His gaze roved over her full-sized bed, with its dark royal blue and white fleur-de-lis pattern.

      Simple and elegant. Just like him. He’d look so good on my bed. The thought made her blush.

      It was the first time she’d really let herself go there. When she’d dated in high school, she’d never let herself think about sex. It was pointless to build that connection with someone when her father might be transferred to a new location at any time, and they’d have to pack up their lives again. But she wasn’t going to be moving for the next three years. Maybe now was the time to give it a chance.

      Tristan stripped off his coat and laid it over the back of her desk chair. She had a brief moment to admire his body from behind, the lean lines of his legs, the broad, muscular shoulders outlined by his sweater, before he would notice her staring. The man was gorgeous. Too gorgeous. It was intimidating, yet she didn’t want to look away.

      She was still staring when he straightened and faced her. Oh, what he could do to her with that body…Tristan was making her feel a little crazy. Okay, really crazy. She wanted to touch him, to put her hands on his chest, feel that heat she remembered from the pub, and kiss him again. God, she wanted to kiss him, and it almost made her hurt with hunger.

      “How about we taste that cake?” He grinned almost lazily, as if he’d known she’d been thinking sinful thoughts.

      “Uh…right.” She dug through her cabinet and found a pair of blue plates, a knife, and two forks. She cut two slices and held one out to him.

      He didn’t take his plate right away, instead reaching into the bag from the bakery and retrieving the little packet of candles. He nestled one on the top of her slice.

      “You don’t need to—”

      “Of course I do.” He produced a small lighter with a silver crest embossed on it and flicked it on, the flame sparking as he put it to the wick of the candle. The crest matched the one engraved on the gold signet ring on his left hand.

      Another part of the mystery. What sort of man wore a signet ring? Given what she knew about history, especially English history, she had to wonder if he might be…No that was silly. He couldn’t be royalty. She knew enough about the current monarchy to know he wasn’t related to Prince William or Prince Harry. Was he titled? A lord? If so, what was he doing studying at Cambridge? It wasn’t unusual for nobles to send their children to study at Oxford or Cambridge, but after they’d gotten their undergraduate degree they didn’t normally pursue graduate studies. Of course, the simpler explanation was that he was simply wearing the ring as a fashion statement. A lot of British movie stars wore signet rings to give themselves an aura of mystery.

      “What’s the symbol on your ring?” she asked, nodding at his hand.

      A shadow flickered across his eyes, and he glanced away before he replied. “A family heirloom.”

      That only created a hundred other questions, but she was prevented from asking anything else because he’d successfully lit the candle.

      Once the wick caught fire and burned steadily, he pocketed the lighter and took the plate from her hands.

      “Now make a wish and blow it out.” Tristan’s eyes locked with hers, and that enchanting blue-green was now bright with fire. They were so close, only the plate separating them, as he watched her, waiting.

      She leaned down, closed her eyes.

      I wish…What did she wish for? A funny thought popped into her head, and she felt strange enough to go with it.

      I wish to have an adventure. She was tired of reading about them between the pages of old books, she wanted to live one. Standing here with Tristan and kissing him tonight was the start, and she wanted more, so much more. With a puff, she blew out the candle, and smoke curled up from the blackened tip of the wick.

      “Happy birthday, Kat,” Tristan whispered.

      “Thank you.” Kat meant for more than just his sweet words. She meant for the cake, for the kiss in the pub, for setting her down a path of living. She flicked her gaze up to his again as she removed the candle from the slice of cake and set it aside on the counter.

      A slow smile curved his lips as he handed back her plate and collected his own. Then he walked over to her bed and sat down.

      Tristan tasted his cake, and she wished he were tasting her. She wanted to be back in his arms, kissing him. And part of her was curious to know what made him so notorious that women were whispering about him in pubs.

      I have to be smart about this. There was no way she could ask him to kiss her again and open that door to more intimacy. Not after he’d made a promise to behave like a gentleman and just eat his cake. But she was torn. Wanting him to stay, wanting more, and being afraid of that desire and where it could lead. After just a short while of being around him, she could see that heartbreaker side to him, the one that would hurt her if she fell for him. He was full of charm, sex appeal, and mystery. There wasn’t a woman in the world who wasn’t intrigued by that, or seduced by that…

      “Mmm…The baker wasn’t lying. This cake is sinful.” He patted the bedside next to him. “Come sit.”

      Kat tried to ignore her confusion about Tristan and the way he made her feel. Hesitant, excited, off balance, fascinated. He was too handsome to be in her room and on her bed. And his simple presence on her bed made her mind go to wonderful places. The images he put in her head with just a thought should have scared her. She wanted to do things with him that she’d never thought about before. Like having him push her flat onto her back and pin her wrists on either side of her head while he kissed her, ruthless, seductive, hard, as she wriggled beneath him, desperate for more. His eyes promised that and so much more as he licked his lips and watched her.

      She was finally nineteen, but he made her want to be twenty-five, worldly and experienced. Being around Tristan, she wanted to be someone interesting. Which brought her back to a question that plagued her: Was he pretending to be interested, wanting another notch on his bedpost and thinking she’d be an easy target?

      Or does he really like me? A nervous flutter stirred in her stomach again.

      “Why did you really follow me to the bakery?” she asked.

      For a man like him to come after her when the pub had been filled with plenty of pretty college girls, there had to be a reason. She wasn’t exactly the type of girl guys flocked after. She was a size twelve, definitely curvy, with brown hair and gray eyes. Not a stunning model or even like the prettier girls she’d seen on campus, those tall leggy British beauties who were similar to his cousin Celia.

      Tristan bit into a forkful of cake, sucking chocolate off the prongs.

      Kat stared at his mouth, remembering all too well how his lips had felt on hers.

      “You’ve caught my attention, Kat.” He set his plate on the table by the bed and folded his arms over his chest.

      “Your attention?” She avoided the bed and sat at her desk, where she nibbled on the cake. The flavors were decadent. The zing of the raspberry, the dark, almost erotic taste of the semi-sweet chocolate. Sinful.

      “Yes.” He reached up to stroke his jaw. “Very few things attract my attention. But you did.” His brows drew together.

      What did that mean? Kat had trouble swallowing. Maybe if she drank something…Kneeling by her fridge, she retrieved a small carton of milk.

      “Want something to drink?” she offered.

      “Yes. Thank you.” He rose from the bed and came up behind her. The warmth of his body seared hers as he reached around her to grab one of her mugs and fill it himself.

      A shiver rippled down her spine, and she closed her eyes a brief moment, until he stepped back again. Then she raised her glass to her lips and hastily drank, trying to quench the thirst chocolate always created, and this newer thirst for the man not two feet from her. He was like a drug—one hit and she needed more. To feel that giddy rush when he pinned her against a wall, his hands exploring her curves, his mouth possessing hers…She was supposed to be playing it cool, and not letting him think he could get her into bed, at least not tonight. The fact that this was exactly what she wanted was very…very bad.
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      “I find you fascinating,” Tristan said. Their faces were so close, his lips a mere breath from hers, and it made her head spin a little with a strange, excited dizziness. His gaze dropped to her lips as his voice softened to a low murmur. “I made a promise tonight, and I won’t break it, even it if bloody well kills me.”

      Kat shivered and when she spoke her voice was husky. “But after tonight?”

      With a curve of his lips, Tristan leaned in half an inch closer. “After tonight…I could fuck you here, in this bed, and leave you so sated you’d wouldn’t want to get up for days. The things I could do to you to make you purr, make you moan and beg…After being with me, no other man would satisfy you.” The tips of their noses brushed as he leaned a tiny bit closer. Every muscle in her body tensed in heady anticipation, and her heart thudded against her ribs so hard it hurt.

      Those images his words created, his body on top of hers, his weight trapping her while he owned her in every way…why did it sound so wonderful and frightening all at the same time?

      Kat’s lips parted, but no words came out at first. He seemed like a man who, up to now, had gotten everything he ever wanted. She didn’t want to be another thing he got simply because he wanted it. She was a woman worth fighting for, and Kat wanted him to earn her. Her father used to say, “A good man will climb to the highest branch for the ripest apple, rather than pluck the low-hanging fruit.” She deserved a man who was willing to work for her.

      “But not tonight,” she replied softly, almost teasing. Her heart pounded at a wild pace and her hands shook as she clenched them together.

      As though it were the most natural thing in the world, he slid an arm around her waist, pulling her in to his body. Her hands came up on instinct, settling on his chest, but she didn’t push him away.

      “Not tonight,” he agreed. “But that one kiss at the Pickerel? It was only the beginning.” His arm around her waist tightened.

      His words, so determined and confident, made her shiver. There was no denying his confidence was appealing, but this was her sex life they were talking about. She had never been the type of girl to just give in to a guy, so why was saying yes so tempting?

      I need to put some space between us. When he’s too close I can’t think.

      She pressed her hands against his chest and, after a long moment, Tristan released her. Kat took a few steps back, heart hammering. He didn’t come after her, but instead studied her room again, his eyes fixing on the bookshelf near her door. Kat watched him as he approached the books and studied the titles.

      “Jules Verne? Are you a fan of his?” He used one long index finger to tug a book out of her shelf. It was a well-worn paperback version of The Mysterious Island. One of her favorites.

      Her nervousness was momentarily forgotten. Talking about books was safe. A lot safer than talking about kisses and where they might lead. “My father read them to me when I was a kid. Verne, Burroughs. They’re like my comfort food. I read them over and over.”

      “Which do you like best?” He nodded at her shelf. She couldn’t help but smile as she walked over to him and took the book from his hands, flipping through the pages before meeting his gaze again.

      “This one is by far my favorite,” she said, indicating the book she now held. Even though she’d put space between them a moment ago, she felt safe now, standing here, talking about books. It helped her think clearly, past the hazy desire that filled her whenever he was too close.

      Tristan watched her, his captivating eyes darkening with emotions she couldn’t quite understand.

      “A woman who appreciates classic literature that isn’t Austen, Hardy, or one of the other stereotypes of the classic literature world. What a rare find you are. Do you know most women your age haven’t even read a book in years? It’s all magazines and online gossip sites. Bloody empty-headed creatures, the lot of them.” There was something about his words, the way he spoke…it was as though he were frustrated and annoyed.

      Kat wondered if Tristan had tried to talk to other women he’d slept with and found them lacking. The idea that she might be different from those women…hope stirred inside her.

      “Don’t get me wrong. I like Austen and Hardy, but an author’s works should move you. I don’t want to claim an author is a favorite just because they’re considered a classic. Verne’s diction, his imagination, his characters—they leap off the page and sweep me away.” As she spoke, she gazed fondly at the titles lining the bookshelf. So many wonderful memories, so many stories. All with the power to make her forget the pain she’d had in life, the way her mother had abandoned her, the way her father buried himself in his job. With books, she’d found the solace she needed. The stories didn’t change, the characters didn’t leave, and she didn’t have to leave them behind when she moved. Not like her real life.

      But I’m done hiding. Cambridge is home for three years. I can take a risk now.

      It was a lot easier to go out and try new things if people like Mark and Lacy were there with her as a safety net. Lacy had taken her clubbing the first night they’d met. Kat had hated the whole experience, but she’d been glad she’d had Lacy to go and try it out with. And Mark had talked her into learning how to punt on the River Cam even though she was convinced she’d never be able to stay on the boat while standing, let alone steer it. But she had, because he’d been there to help her.

      It was definitely time to try any- and everything because she had the chance to.

      “And you want to be swept away?” Tristan moved, reaching up to trap her between himself and the wall.

      Her body jolted at the sudden vulnerable position, every muscle twitching as though she were a live wire. How could he do that to her? Make her body act so crazy with just the simple act of caging her in? His eyes searched hers, his face completely focused on her as he seemed to be waiting for an answer, and she struggled to remember his question.

      “Sometimes I do,” she admitted, her gaze landing on his lips. They were such soft, kissable lips, but the rest of him was lean, strong, hard. She couldn’t forget the way it felt to be pressed up against him, his body dominating hers as he kissed her senseless.

      He made a low, throaty sound, almost between a hum and a growl as he leaned down, ever so slowly, and touched his lips to hers.

      There was ample time to push him away, but the memory of that first kiss…it was seared into her. Kat had to know if Tristan could make her feel like that again.

      It’s not seduction, it’s just another little harmless kiss…

      The soft brush of their mouths was gentle, but heat began to build. The way he licked at her lips, entreating her to open her mouth, was erotic, dangerous. There was nothing sweet about it.

      Could a man’s kiss feel hotter than sex?

      She’d never had sex before, and she couldn’t help but wonder if it felt like this with everyone or if it was just Tristan—the all-consuming hunger and the languorous feel of her body as she arched her back, pressing closer to him.

      One of his hands gripped the back of her neck as he deepened the kiss. The feel of his tongue playing with hers as his hips rocked forward, pinning her against the wall, sent them both climbing toward something powerful together but he was in charge and she liked it, oh how she liked it. Everything he did was overpowering, and he worshipped her with his mouth until she was ready to come undone.

      There was no ignoring the impressive bulge of his arousal when it pressed into her stomach through her jeans.

      A gasp escaped her, but he swallowed her sounds of shock and pleasure. He cupped her ass, lifted her up, and held her trapped between the wall and his body.

      “Tristan!” she breathed between his heady kisses. It stunned her that he could hold her up, one-handed, their bodies as close as two people could get with their clothes on.

      “You are…quite the most—” he panted against her mouth, “exquisite creature. All honey and fire…” He stole another deep, lingering kiss. The kind that made her body flush and a quiver of longing fly through her like quicksilver. She didn’t want it to ever end, this feeling of rushing wildly toward something immense and wondrous, just within reach—

      Tristan let her feet drop to the floor but didn’t put any distance between them as he continued to trail kisses from her mouth down to her throat, nipping and sucking at newly sensitive spots that made her whimper. He continued to encroach upon her space, his muscular build and height making her feel small and vulnerable as he kept her caged in his arms.

      Kat never had wanted to feel small or vulnerable before but, in that moment with Tristan, it was wonderful. She was a woman, utterly feminine, full of new passion and desire, not a girl with no sexual experience. His kisses had changed her. Hating to admit it, she knew he was right. Whatever this was between them, it was explosive.

      He caressed the back of his knuckles across her cheek before he stepped away.

      “I should go…Wouldn’t want to break my promise.”

      She bit her bottom lip, holding back the words that would make him stay. Kat wasn’t ready to take the next step, no matter how much her body screamed for her to keep him here.

      “Okay.” The word came out breathless and a little shaky. Her entire body was strung out on an edge, craving him, wanting more of what his kisses hinted was to come, but she wasn’t ready.

      “Happy birthday, darling. I’ll see you soon.” His eyes held a merry twinkle that softened his intensity, making him more playful.

      He slipped out the door, and she shut it behind him, then leaned against it, catching her breath.

      Raising a hand to her mouth, she explored her tender lips, swollen from his ravaging kisses.

      How strange and wondrous the night had turned out. She’d gotten her wish. Spending tonight with Tristan had been an adventure. Kissing him, the feeling of being in his arms, it wasn’t something she’d ever forget.

      He’d been so…dominant and assertive, and taken control, as though he’d known it was what she needed.

      I shouldn’t like that. I know I shouldn’t. But I do…

      Kat nibbled her lip in frustration. What was wrong with her? She’d never cared this much about any guy before, and had certainly never let one twist her into knots before, either. There was just something about him, and she couldn’t get him out of her mind.

      It wouldn’t be like this tomorrow, when she’d be busy cramming for final exams and shouldn’t be thinking about him. But tonight, she could close her eyes and still feel that devilish and delicious brush of Tristan Kingsley’s kiss upon her lips. Seductive, mysterious, and all too dangerous because of what his kiss promised.
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      Tristan walked out of Magdalene College’s dorms and waved at the porter. Snow crunched beneath his boots, and he grinned at the flurry of memories from the evening. He’d gone to the pub to meet his favorite cousin, only to have the most tantalizing little creature just grab him and kiss him. Her bold, open responses had lit a fire inside him. He didn’t often pursue Americans for even one night of passion, but with Kat he wanted to make an exception. Risking his father’s wrath to taste her sweetness was an added incentive he couldn’t pass up.

      There was no way he’d let a woman like her vanish, not after the kiss they’d shared. There was something about her, the way her eyes had softened into a dreamy look just after he’d stopped kissing her, like a princess born in a garden who’d only ever seen the beauty of blooming flowers. It had been…fascinating, addictive to watch the passion darken her gray eyes to a rich silver.

      And it wasn’t just her body that intrigued him. This was a woman who talked of fractal snowflakes and kept old Victorian adventure novels as her closest friends. He had sensed how lonely she was when he’d glimpsed the inside of her dorm room. The walls had been covered with portraits of people long dead with no connection to her, beacons of history, but cold, empty companions. She’d only had a few photos of her and a man he guessed was her father, posing awkwardly before various venues. There hadn’t been the usual collage of pictures of smiling girls he’d expected to see. His little American was afraid to make friends, to get out and experience things.

      One night with me will change that.

      And he planned to have that night, show her how hot the fire between them could burn, soon.

      When he’d touched her books and asked about her taste in literature, the way her eyes had lit up! It had aroused him. A woman talking about books, of all things, had made him so bloody hard he’d been glad his coat had concealed his condition, at least until he’d pinned her to the wall for another kiss. There was something deeper though, that loneliness in her eyes had called to him, and he’d felt that answering echo from deep within. Despite his close relationship with his cousin Celia and his best friend Carter, he had little in the way of friends. His father had seen to it that his only connections had been other highborn children, and he hadn’t liked the company. They were all vain, arrogant, highbrows, just like his father.

      A charming innocence clung to her, and when he kissed her, everything inside him seemed to go still and explode at the same time. He wanted to know everything about her. What made her tick, what went on inside that head of hers, and then he wanted to get her beneath him on a bed and take her to places of pure pleasure she’d never dreamed she could go.

      The need to possess her in every way possible was so strong, his body vibrated with it. He was Tristan Kingsley, a man who could have any woman he desired for the night, according to Carter, but after meeting Kat, he was convinced that wasn’t true. She’d let him kiss her, but she hadn’t agreed to climb into his bed. She’d issued him a delightful challenge by not letting him stay the night—she just didn’t know it. This was a woman who needed not only her body, but her heart and mind to be seduced as well.

      And I’m certainly up to the challenge.

      When he reached his Aston Martin, he brushed a gloved hand over the light dusting of snow on the side mirror before he unlocked the car. As he got inside and the engine purred to life, he closed his eyes and rubbed his hands together, attempting to restore some warmth to them.

      Unbidden, a sinful memory of how good it felt to have Kat in his arms took hold. She was the perfect size for him, with healthy curves, a short but not too petite frame, hair that begged a man to grasp it and keep her captive during a hard fuck or a slow kiss. It’d been a long time since he’d wanted a woman so badly.

      Heat flooded him at the thought of bedding his sweet little Kat. Tristan smiled and started the drive back to his home. He lived outside of the city’s main center in a country house his mother owned called Fox Hill. She was currently in residence in London, and he had the good fortune to stay there while he completed his Master’s degree. He felt more connected to Fox Hill and Cambridge that he ever had to his father’s estate of Pembroke outside of London.

      The streets were empty, the wintry weather keeping everyone indoors. There was something about a snowy night with not a soul around. It made him think of that line from a Robert Frost poem, “The woods are lovely, dark and deep, but I have promises to keep, and miles to go before I sleep.” His headlights cut through the veils of snow as he drove through the tiny streets onto the road that would take him to Fox Hill.

      His Bluetooth lit up, catching his attention. He pressed the button to answer the call. “This is Kingsley,” he said.

      “Tristan.” His father’s stoic voice came through the car speakers.

      Tristan gritted his teeth before replying. “Yes?”

      “Your mother informed me that you have agreed to spend the Christmas holidays with her.”

      His father, the twelfth Earl of Pembroke, was a cold-hearted bastard, and there was no love lost between him and Tristan. They’d never been able to agree upon anything, especially his future.

      His parents had separated when he was thirteen, and his life had changed drastically. While they still fought over him on the holidays, he had been able to spend more time with his mother and less with his father.

      “Is she telling the truth? I thought perhaps she was attempting to provoke me into another heart episode.”

      Tristan clenched his teeth to keep from replying with a biting comment. The heart attack his father had suffered six months before hadn’t managed to kill him. The earl would likely outlive everyone out of spite, and no amount of preparation to take over the estate on Tristan’s part would matter.

      “Don’t say that about her,” Tristan warned. If there was one thing about the old man Tristan couldn’t stand, it was his father’s poor treatment of his mother.

      Ignoring Tristan’s outburst, his father continued. “Your place is here. You will be my successor, the thirteenth Earl of Pembroke, and it is imperative that you do your duty. I can’t spend all my time chasing after you to come home where you belong. I’ve been busy in the House with the European Union discussions and don’t have time to babysit you. You should be here at home, at my side, or have you forgotten that this is the life you were born into?”

      He gripped the steering wheel so hard his hands ached. “Forget? How can I? Ever since I learned to walk and talk, that’s all you’ve ever told me. My duty. God forbid I want to have a life of my own.”

      The biting laugh on the other end of the phone line cut him to the bone. “Your own life? Tristan, you understand nothing. Your life doesn’t and will never belong to you. It belongs to your country, to the government, to the people of Britain. You, just like any king or prince, must do your duty.”

      “I’m not a bloody prince, Father. Even William and Harry have more freedom than I do!” he snapped.

      “Freedom is a fickle creature, Tristan.” His father’s voice was suddenly quieter. “You don’t need it as much as you think you do. Once you settle down at the estate, you’ll realize that.”

      A strange, choking despair seemed to fill Tristan’s lungs, and he couldn’t speak. He had bigger plans, and he wasn’t going to let his father trap him into the same unhappy existence that had broken his parents’ marriage. A life to live that would never really be his…He knew what his father wanted. No more wild nights in Monte Carlo, no more classes at Cambridge, no more kissing a certain American girl. That would give his father a heart episode for sure.

      “Tristan, you are coming here for Christmas, do you understand?” His father’s imperial tone was frosted with ill humor and plenty of anger. It was the one emotion he never seemed to have an issue displaying.

      “Whatever you say, Father,” Tristan said, but it was a flat-out lie. He had no intention of showing up at the estate for Christmas holidays. The old bastard could rot and die for all he cared.

      “Good.” His father disconnected the call.

      Tristan turned his car into the short, curved driveway and parked it in front of the main entrance. The only other people in residence were a small staff, consisting of a cook, a maid, a butler, and Tristan’s best friend Carter Martin.

      Carter was the son of John Martin, the current steward of the Kingsley estate. Tristan and Carter had grown up together, playing in secret when Tristan’s father wasn’t around. The old man was bloody strict about knowing one’s place in society. The future Earl of Pembroke could not be friends with a steward’s son. But Tristan rarely obeyed his father’s dictates, which meant that he and Carter had been inseparable since they’d been old enough to toddle about the Kingsley gardens.

      Fox Hill was quaint in comparison to his father’s home, but it was fairly large as cottages went, with six bedrooms, a library, two drawing rooms, one study, a kitchen, and a dining room.

      The electric lamps in their gilded sconces were dim as Tristan entered the front hall, but he could see the delicate gold arms of the grandfather clock at the foot of the stairs, showing that it was half past midnight. Everything in the house had that old English feel to it, unsurprising given that the house itself was over a hundred years old. His mother had kept the property updated but the look was relatively unchanged.

      His mother, Elizabeth, was an only child and had married well in hopes of pleasing her parents. As the daughter of a viscount, her marriage to an earl had been one well above her station and quite an accomplishment. But his father saw her social climb differently; as he had once put it, “I was young and let beauty foolishly lead my decisions.” He failed to value Elizabeth and didn’t even care to acquire her “quaint little country home,” which had suited his mother just fine. She’d kept the cottage outside of their marriage arrangements, and when the time had come for Tristan to go back to university for his Master’s degree, he’d asked his mother if he and Carter could stay there. They both attended Cambridge, and the cottage was a short drive away.

      “You’re back late.” Carter stood in the doorway leading to the library, a grin on his lips. “Up to trouble again?”

      Tristan smiled. He and Carter were the same age, though Carter was fair where Tristan was dark, and his eyes gray where Tristan’s were blue-green. Celia often called them her pair of angels, one fair and good, the other dark and fallen. Accurate to some degree. Carter was a good man and one of Tristan’s confidantes. He often reined in Tristan’s reckless impulses. However, Carter was no angel himself.

      “How was Celia?” Carter asked.

      Tristan flashed him a smirk. “Well, I suppose.”

      “You suppose? Does that mean you didn’t see her?” Carter pushed away from the door frame he’d been leaning against. “Weren’t you having drinks with her tonight?”

      “I did see her,” Tristan admitted. “But I had to leave before I could really talk to her.”

      “What on earth for?” Carter’s puzzlement only made Tristan want to laugh.

      “Because I had to chase down a most fascinating little creature instead.”

      Carter rolled his eyes. “You and your women. What’s this one like?”

      My women. Tristan shrugged. He’d slept with his fair share of them, but never anything serious. Women were fun distractions.

      Kat, though…His blood heated at the mere thought of her. She’d captivated him tonight at the Pickerel, and he’d chased after her.

      He’d finally caught up to her and seen her through the ice-frosted windows of the bakery…her hair wild and free about her shoulders, the classically beautiful features of her face temporarily caught in an expression of hunger and desire as she’d eyed the cakes. He’d wanted to take her to bed then and there, to make her look at him with that expression of need.

      “Let’s just say, this particular woman is different.”

      “Different, eh?” Carter laughed. “Well, I hope Celia wasn’t too upset.”

      Tristan slipped out of his coat and raised an eyebrow at his friend. “Not terribly. We’re having lunch tomorrow, if you’d like to join us.” He waited to see if Carter would rise to the challenge. For as long as Celia had been in their lives, Carter had been in love with her. Not that he would ever admit to it.

      “Lunch tomorrow?” Carter mused.

      “Yes. I know she’d love to see you.” Tristan hung his coat in the closet by the door. Mr. Whitney, the butler, was usually asleep after ten. Tristan and Carter had grown accustomed to taking care of themselves in the evening.

      “Perhaps I shall. Are you going up?”

      Tristan nodded. “It’s been a long day, and I have much to do tomorrow.”

      “Do you ,now?” Carter followed, a hint of teasing in his voice.

      “I do. You ought to worry about what you’ll wear when you see Celia.” Tristan left his friend with that parting shot as he reached his bedroom.

      With a sigh, he leaned against the door once he was inside and tilted his head back. As tired as he was, he wouldn’t sleep well, not when he knew he would dream about her.

      She will be mine. She just doesn’t know it yet.
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      Kat settled into a corner of Pepys Library, taking advantage of the quiet reading rooms. With its many windows framed by buttery gold brocade curtains and rich blue carpets, the atmosphere felt cheery even during the winter months.

      Tall, dark wooden bookshelves lined the wall opposite the row of windows. Reading desks and display cases alternated through the middle of the room. The library had originally belonged to Samuel Pepys, who had served as secretary to the admiralty for many years. He’d contributed a unique collection of three thousand books and manuscripts to Magdalene College.

      Everything was preserved the way Pepys had left it, right down to the glazed bookcases that he’d had made by the dockyard joiners over the years.

      She smiled as she studied the room. So full of history. This was what made her love Cambridge. When her father had taken the job in London and asked if she wanted to attend the university over here, she’d jumped at the chance. Every few weekends, she’d catch a bus back to London to see her father, but hadn’t done so recently. With exams drawing near, she needed to stay focused. Which was hard, given how the previous night had ended—Tristan Kingsley pinning her to the wall and kissing her like…

      A shiver moved through her, and she tried to shake off the wave of desire that accompanied it. What had happened between them had been a one-night experience, nothing more. It’d been an explosive introduction to a passion she didn’t know she had. Kissing him had been like waking up from a strange dream where everything had been dull, quiet, and muted.

      Tristan had burst into her life like a supernova. Overnight he’d given her a taste of sensuality. In the space of a few kisses, he had shown her that some adventures weren’t buried between the pages of her books, but could be experienced in the arms of a dark, handsome stranger on a snowy night.

      A sigh of regret escaped her as she stared out of the library windows. The odds of seeing Tristan again were slim. He was a student here, but not at her college. And it was unlikely that he’d try to find her, not when there were plenty of other girls interested in him, like the ones at the Pickerel Inn. He could have his choice, and she highly doubted that, after her refusal to let him stay the night, he’d go after her again.

      It was almost laughable.

      They were too different, like birds and fish, their worlds infinitely separate. Yet when they’d talked, everything seemed to click and make sense. He seemed to understand her obsession with classic novels, and he liked that she knew strange things like what fractals were. Just as she liked how he responded intelligently when she talked to him, and how he stared at her with such an intensity that she felt he was actually listening to what she was saying. But it was more than that. He seemed to see straight into the heart of her, somehow. They were connected by the need to think about the world on a deeper level than other people and appreciate the beauty of things, even sad things. Anyone could have common interests and discuss books, but with Tristan it was different; he understood her, the way she viewed the world. No one else seemed to understand her the way he did, and she had the feeling that she understood him in the same way, by the way he talked about things. Like Butterflies and stained glass. Anyone else might have laughed at their conversation in the pub, but it had been one of the deepest, frankest discussions she’d ever had with anyone. Tristan had made it easy to open up. Of course, it was also impossible to ignore how irresistible he was. The man had everything a woman could want: looks, brains, and that sheer power of true animal magnetism.

      Kat wouldn’t even start on his drugging kisses…That didn’t need an explanation. She’d wanted so badly for him to stay the night, even though it went against all her instincts to keep herself protected from him, not just physically but emotionally. Kat didn’t think for a moment he would hurt her, but she could fall for a guy like him, and when you fell, it could break you. She’d seen her father live with a broken heart. Never dating, never going out, never living. She didn’t want that to happen to her.

      I want to live…That little voice in the back of her head just wouldn’t shut up. I’m already acting like I’ve had my heart broken. Would it be so bad to take a risk?

      Her exams were too important, and she couldn’t let her focus drift to thoughts of Tristan. Especially not how wonderful it felt to have his body wrapped around hers, his hands exploring places that still tingled with the memory of his touch. Her entire body had threatened to come apart at the seams when his lips and hands traced patterns on her skin.

      “How was last night?” Lacy appeared out of nowhere, breaking into Kat’s naughty thoughts of Tristan.

      “What do you mean? I spent last night with you.”

      Lacy scoffed as she grabbed one of the extra chairs nearby and dragged it across the floor to put it next to Kat. She plopped down into the seat and dropped her backpack to the floor.

      “Oh no, you are not getting out of this.” Lacy shook a finger at her. “Mark and I saw Mr. Hotness ditch his girlfriend and leave the bar to go after you. We were worried, so we followed him. We saw him meet up with you at the bakery and walk you back to the dorms. So…what happened after that?” She brushed her blonde hair out of her eyes and assumed an attentive pose, which, for someone like Lacy, who seemed to be in constant motion, looked a little funny.

      Obviously, Kat wouldn’t escape Lacy’s interrogation. She set her textbook and notebook aside.

      “So…he walked me home.” And rocked my world.

      “Uh-huh. And then what?” Lacy propped her chin in her hands, waiting expectantly.

      Kat would have to edit some of the night’s events or her friend would demand to know everything that’d happened. What she and Tristan had shared was a secret she wanted to keep. Talking about it might make it disappear or fade away. A silly thought, but it was how she felt.

      “He came to my room, and we shared some chocolate cake.”

      “And hot sweaty sex?” Lacy added with a cheeky grin.

      “No!” Kat laughed and tossed a pen at her friend.

      “No hot sweaty sex?” Lacy sighed in disappointment. “Don’t tell me you weren’t tempted. If Mark and I weren’t together, I’d climb that man like a tree.”

      “Lacy!” Kat gasped, torn between horror and amusement. Thank God no one else was in this part of the library. She and Lacy could get kicked out for being too much of a distraction.

      Her friend shrugged. “What? A girl can’t own up to desire? I think it’s healthy.”

      Kat rubbed her eyes, an exasperated laugh escaping her. “You know I’m not like that.”

      “Oh, I know.” Lacy toyed with the pen, tapping it on the polished surface of the reading table.

      “So, who is ‘Mr. Sexy as Hell’?” Lacy asked. “I swear, it’s strange, but I feel like I’ve seen him somewhere before. Maybe on campus?” She pursed her lips.

      “Tristan Kingsley.”

      “Kingsley?” Lacy asked. “I know that name…Let’s see what Google can tell us about him.” She pulled out her tablet and typed away on the screen for a few seconds, then smacked it down on the table. “Oh…he’s…bloody hell. Take a look.” She spun the device toward Kat, who saw a webpage for a magazine.

      “Monarch Magazine?” Kat leaned forward and stared at the website.

      “It focuses on the royals here in England and around the world. My mum’s a huge fan. She reads all the articles and keeps me updated. I thought your Mr. Sexy-as-Hell looked familiar.” She pointed to the article.

      “What’s it say?” Kat sat up in her chair and leaned closer to Lacy.

      “It’s him, your mystery man. Tristan Kingsley. He’s the future Earl of Pembroke.”

      There on the top part of article was a picture of Tristan, her Tristan, in an expensive suit, lounging against the doorjamb of the grand entrance to a huge manor house that looked to be in the country outside of London. The article was titled “Tristan Kingsley—The Life of a British Playboy.”

      Kat slowly scrolled down the page of Monarch’s article, reading the captions and staring at the photos. There was one of Tristan in a tweed hunting outfit, a rifle loose on one arm as he stood at the edge of a field, an older man stood next him holding a string with a pair of dead pheasants hanging from it. The next photo was of Tristan in slacks and a sweater in a beautiful billiard room, bent over, cue in hand as he aimed for the brightly colored balls. His dark hair fell across his eyes and the debonair look of him was all too reminiscent of how seductive he could be.

      The next page displayed a red-and-gold-colored coat of arms. It was the crest she’d seen on his silver lighter and the signet ring he wore. So he hadn’t been lying when he’d called it a family heirloom. Beneath the coat of arms was a lengthy description of the earldom’s history. Twelve names dating back several hundred years showed the lineage. The most recent showed  Edward Kingsley as the current earl. A family tree outlined the latest descendants. Elizabeth Harlow had married Edward Kingsley and given birth to Tristan Kingsley.

      “Heir to the earldom of Pembroke?” Was this real? She’d been kissing a man who was a peer of the realm of England? First in line for the title of “Earl of Pembroke”?

      There was no way she’d spent last night making out with a future earl. No way. It just didn’t seem logical that he’d be here at Cambridge. Didn’t future earls have estates to run or something? What was he doing here? The British aristocracy, even in this day and age, tended to stay with their own kind. They didn’t date American girls. They might sleep with them quietly on the sly, but she hadn’t heard of them actually dating anyone outside their own social sphere.

      “He’s getting a Master’s in business. Why would he need that if he’s going to inherit money, land, and a title?” Kat studied the photos on the Monarch website again. They were stunning, but had nothing on the flesh-and-blood man.

      Her friend shrugged. “Well, running an estate is pretty intense. It’s all about business, so it makes sense for him to get a business degree.”

      Lacy had a point. “Well, if he’s taking business classes, I probably won’t run into him.”

      “Maybe not, but you have to stay away from him if you happen to see him.”

      “I agree. But you were all for climbing him like a tree two seconds ago.”

      Lacy shifted in her chair and brushed her hair back from her face. Only then did she meet Kat’s eyes.

      “He—what’s that thing you Americans say?—“gets around”? Besides, a man like him will be in the spotlight all his life, especially once he takes his title. He’s from one of the oldest families in England, and they don’t often marry outside their own kind. If I remember correctly, he’s supposed to marry a viscount’s daughter. Funny, I never listened to Mum before when she droned on about all this stuff, but now it’s coming back to me.”

      A man who gets around? Those girls from the pub were right about him.

      And one who would end up close to being royalty in a few years? That was definitely the last thing she needed. Someone like him, his life always under a spotlight, and society scrutinizing his every move…If she was with him, she’d be a part of that life. It wasn’t something she wanted, to expose herself like that. What if she let her barriers down and he got inside her heart? When they broke up, it would be so public. The thought made her shudder.

      We never even had a chance to figure out what it might have been like to be together.

      That realization left a burn inside her. She rubbed her chest and glanced away, hating that for some silly reason her eyes stung. She was not going to get upset about Tristan. Not when they didn’t know each other at all.

      Trying to hide her pain, Kat laughed, but the sound was hollow. “Thank God, I’m too young to date anyone seriously. Besides, he’s not my type.”
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Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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