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A life-long lover of stories and adventure, it was either become a stuntwoman for the movies or live out those adventures from the safety of her PJ’s and computer. Award-winning author, Robyn DeHart chose the latter and couldn’t be happier for doing so. Known for her unique plotlines and authentic characters, Robyn is a favorite among readers and reviewers. Publishers Weekly claims her books as “sizzling romance” while the Chicago Tribune dubs her “wonderfully entertaining”. Robyn is an award-winning author as well as being a four-time Romantic Times Bookclub Reviewers’ Choice award nominee, and a three-time RomCon Reader’s Crown nominee. Robyn lives in Texas with her brainy husband, two precocious little girls and two spoiled cats.

Connect with Robyn on Twitter: @RobynDeHart or via Facebook: https://www.facebook.com/pages/Robyn-DeHart-Historical-Romance-Author. Or visit her website www.robyndehart.com for a full booklist and to check out her blog.


Praise for Robyn DeHart
   
‘A sensual love story and intriguing mystery’ Laura Griffin, New York Times bestselling author

‘Spine-tingling adventure and sexy secrets! Robyn DeHart’s vibrant characters sweep the reader into a clever and sensual romp that is not to be missed’ Julia London, New York Times bestselling author

‘Fans of Robyn DeHart will thrill to read The Secrets of Mia Danvers. With all the trademarks of a Robyn DeHart novel – sexy, fast-paced, adventurous, and emotionally complex characters – this novel is her most suspenseful yet. DeHart’s heroes always please, but I adored the heroine, Mia Danvers. She’s delightfully endearing, sensual and unconventional. The Secrets of Mia Danvers is another fabulous read from one of the best historical romance authors writing today’ Shana Galen, national bestselling author

‘Sizzling romance . . . DeHart makes the romance believable and enticing’ Publishers Weekly

‘With its wonderfully matched and equally stubborn protagonists, captivating plot, and subtle wit, the first in a new series, based on lost legends, by rising star DeHart is a genuine treasure itself’ Booklist

‘DeHart combines humor, passion and a delightful mystery to charm readers with an enjoyable tale. Her clever balancing of suspense and romance holds readers’ attention’ Romantic Times

‘The way the characters and plot flowed and developed made it very hard to put the book down’ SammySosa for Cocktails and Books


By Robyn DeHart

Dangerous Liaisons

The Secrets of Mia Danvers

The Temptations of Anna Jacobs
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When Drew Foster is released from prison, he doesn’t much care about salvaging his soiled reputation. Though he’s working undercover, everyone in Victorian London believes him guilty of the Jack the Ripper murders and that his brother paid for his “innocence”.

Despite her genteel upbringing, Anna Jacobs is intent on finishing medical school and becoming a physician. Society’s ridicule has never bothered her, but when her brother, the Yard’s best detective, is scorned for letting Drew go, she confronts the one man who can set the record straight at a ball. She certainly doesn’t count on the rogue being dashing and handsome, nor on him stealing a passionate kiss.

Anna’s brazen contempt for his dangerous reputation captivates Drew, but he is harboring secrets that make him unfit to court any proper woman. As he finds himself an outsider among his colleagues at Scotland Yard, the feisty beauty offers up her medical knowledge to assist him on the case. But when the real killer returns to London to continue his reign of terror, can Anna find safety in Drew’s arms?


To the Anna in my life: My sweet goddaughter, you are more precious than you know and I love your little bones.

To my kiddos, M and Z, you have certainly turned my life upside down, but I wouldn’t trade it for anything. Thank you for your patience and unconditional love while I figure out this whole motherhood thing. Someday maybe I’ll get it right.

And as always to my love, Paul, your support seems never-ending no matter how many times you come home to find that I haven’t yet showered and the kids have watched entirely too much television, and that we’re having eggs again for dinner. Love you.
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And finally to my editor, Kerry, who believed in this series and shared my vision to bring Jack the Ripper to the pages of a historical romance. And to my agent, Kevan. You’re just the bomb in every way possible!


Prologue

London 1889

Andrew Foster sat in what he fondly referred to as “the hole” and waited. It was all he could do. Sit, wait and listen. The other inmates fought and wailed and hurled curses at one another. It was a wretched existence.

The metal gates a few cells down from his opened and then closed with a heavy slam, and he heard voices. It was dark in his pit; although torches spit and sparked on the walls outside his bars, they offered no real solace from the black surrounding him. After all those years of heavy drinking, it would have been easier if he had finished the job and drunk himself to death. It would have at least saved him from this wretched fate.

Of course it was the damn drink that had put him here in the first place and made him feel so piss-poor. The retching had stopped, but he still suffered from the tremors.

Footsteps sounded and then his own gate rattled.

“Drew.”

The voice belonged to Simon Jacobs. The lead investigator on the Jack the Ripper case, the series of crimes that had landed Drew in this small piece of hell. Still Drew was thankful for the visit. So far the man came once a day, to check in with him and give him reports of the goings-on in London. Drew knew it was to prevent him from succumbing to the darkness. Simon didn’t believe Drew guilty; he’d merely been doing his job. Drew wasn’t a fool, though. He knew this wouldn’t last forever. Eventually Simon would stop visiting. No one would come to see him and then he would rot in here alone with the rest of London’s criminals.

He inhaled sharply and was pleased to smell something other than the filth surrounding him. “Simon,” Drew said. “Smells as if it might rain.”

“Indeed, dark clouds have been rolling in and collecting all day.” There was a pause as Simon got close to the bars. “I need to speak with you. It is of great importance.”

Drew stepped forward. “I’m not going anywhere,” he said with a shrug.

Simon looked over his shoulder, then gripped two of the bars. “I know you didn’t do this. I know you’re not the killer we seek. And we’ve had a situation. One that will prove your innocence to everyone else.”

Drew’s heart thundered in response. Did he dare hope he would be released from this prison? “What happened?” Drew asked.

“Another attack—another victim—but this time she survived. That is what will keep you in here a little longer.” Simon shook his head. “There are those who believe this wasn’t the same man. But I know it was.”

Drew nodded. “So I might get out. Someday.” Hope crumbled from him and fell to the dirt floor beneath his bare feet.

“You will get out. And when you do, I will need your help.” Simon paused and again looked behind him. “I know you don’t owe me anything, as I’m the one who brought you here. But I think you’re in a unique position to assist in this investigation.”

Drew narrowed in on Simon’s features. The man was sincere and earnest, Drew could plainly see that. “What are you asking, Simon?”

“How would you like to do some work for me? Secret work,” Simon said. “For whatever reason, the Ripper used you to take the fall for his crimes.”

“You believe he framed me?” Drew asked. He had suspected the same thing. The evidence had been too convenient and he’d been too bloody drunk to offer an alternative explanation.

Simon nodded. “He enjoys toying with people. He especially enjoys toying with the police. What better way than to send us off investigating the wrong man? But I believe because he picked you, you were obviously in the same places he was, at least part of the time. Perhaps you even know him. You could be quite useful in this investigation.”

“So essentially you want me to become a spy for you? For the Yard?” It was an appealing offer. Frankly Drew was feeling ready to unmask the real killer and get the hell out of this place.

“I do. I know this is a lot to consider, so I shall give you time. I merely wanted to speak with you first, before you were released.”

Drew shook his head. “I don’t need any time,” he said. There was nothing to consider. If he got out of here, he was going after the bastard who had put him there—might as well have official resources and make some coin while he was at it.

“I should hope you would reconsider—”

“I’ll do it,” Drew said, interrupting Simon.

“Oh. Excellent.” Simon tapped a finger on the bars. “In the meantime, I shall work on getting you released.”

“You do that. The food in here is terrible.”
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