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        Legends love again in each Regency romance novel.

      

      

      

      A Legend To Love is a series of full-length Regency romance novels written by nine different authors, where at least one of the main characters in each book is inspired by a legend. In this boxed set you’ll find nine of our stories, and meet our very own versions of Robin Hood, Mulan, Cuchulainn and Emer, Vlad Dracula, Odysseus and Penelope, Romulus and Remus, Beowulf, Tristan and Iseault, and Dick Whittington and his cat. Each novel contains an Author’s Note, too, that talks a bit about each legend and why the author chose it.

      
        
        We hope you enjoy our takes on some of our favorite legends!

      

      

    

  


  
    
      When The Marquess Returns Copyright © 2018 by Alanna Lucas

      

      Lady Soldier Copyright © 2018 by Sherry F. Chancellor

      Edited by EAL Editing Services

      

      Her Wild Irish Rogue Copyright © 2018 by Saralee Etter

      

      Between Duty and the Devil’s Desires Copyright © 2018 by Louisa Cornell

      

      A Wulf In Duke’s Clothing Copyright © 2018 by Renee Reynolds

      Edited by Koinonia Creative

      

      The Promise of the Bells Copyright © 2018 by Elizabeth Ellen Carter

      

      Rogue of the Greenwood Copyright © 2018 by Susan Gee Heino

      

      A Gift from a Goddess Copyright © 2018 by Maggi Andersen

      Edited by D. Coleman, BK Editing Services

      

      The Duke of Darkness Copyright © 2018 by Cora Lee

      Editing by Jude Simms. Special thanks to Miranda Bly, Karen Simpson, Lori Farner Dykes, Heather Cuva, Regina Thewise, Peggy Collins, Frankie Reviews, and Roxane Twisdale for help with Rhuddlan’s name.

      

      His Duchess at Eventide Copyright © 2018 by Wendy La Capra

      Developmental Editing by Lindsey Faber & Copy Editing by Louisa Cornell

      

      All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.

      

      This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner.

      

      The authors and publisher do not have any control over and do not assume any responsibility for third-party websites or their content.

      

      More Than Words Press

      PO Box 480 042

      New Haven, MI 48048

      

      http://coraleeauthor.wordpress.com/more-than-words-press/

      

      Cover by The Midnight Muse.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            When the Marquess Returns

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

          ALANNA LUCAS

        

      

    

    
    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      A Marquess in Waiting and the Cursed Heiress…

      

      The ton is abuzz and mamas are lining up their daughters; identical twins Maximus and Lucius St. Albans are making their entry into society. But they’re not just eligible―they’re the missing grandsons of the Duke of Warrington, stolen as infants.

      However, Maximus doesn’t relish the battle with his cocky, reprobate brother to be the next Marquess. And he has no time for the simpering misses now vying for his attention. Only Miss Sabina Teverton has his interest.

      

      She was resigned to life as a spinster but from the moment Sabina meets Lord Maximus, her heart is torn. She dreams of a match with him―but how can that be when she’s been branded as cursed…and she knows secrets of that night long ago when Maximus and his twin were snatched from their cradles?
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            Author’s Note

          

        

      

    

    
      I’ve always had a fascination with Rome—it is one of my favorite cities. When deciding on which legend I would choose for A Legend To Love Series, I instantly thought of the tale of Romulus and Remus. There are several slight variations of the legend, but for the purpose of When the Marquess Returns, I followed the most well-known, adding my own twists, and, of course, a Happily Ever After.

      The Legend:

      

      In Roman mythology Romulus and Remus, the founders of Rome, were the sons of Rhea Silvia and Mars. According to legend, their story begins even before their conception when Rhea Silvia—the daughter of King Numitor, was forced to become a Vestal Virgin after her uncle, Amulius, overthrew the king.

      

      However, Rhea Silvia soon became pregnant and gave birth to twin sons. Seeing this as a threat, Amulius ordered the infants to be drowned in the Tiber River. But the servant charged with the gruesome task took pity on the infants, placed them into a basket onto the Tiber, where they were carried to safety. They were found by a she-wolf, who suckled them until they were discovered by a shepherd and his wife, Acca Larentia, who raised the boys.

      After learning their true identity, Romulus and Remus attacked King Amulius, and restored their grandfather to the throne. On April 21, 753 B.C., the twins decided to found a city on the site where they had been saved as infants. However, they became engaged in a petty quarrel after which it is believed that Romulus killed Remus. The city of Rome was named after Romulus.
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        London, May 1819

      

      

      The moment Maximus, his brother, and their adoptive mother entered the spacious hall of the grand theatre, curious eyes settled on them and murmurs encircled their small party.

      Stares were commonplace whenever they entered a room, especially in this new environment. It had always been the case, although the novelty usually wore off within a couple of minutes. However, there was one lady in particular who kept her gaze centered on them, puzzlement streaked across her face. She tilted her brow, looking at them with uncertainty, almost as if she were trying to understand something. She didn’t attempt to approach but continued to peer intently at them.

      “Why is that woman staring at us?” Maximus questioned under his breath, barely able to keep the annoyance at bay.

      “Perhaps she’s never seen twins before,” Lucius rebuffed.

      Maximus and Lucius were not just twins, they were identical and—according to the local girls in the small village close to their childhood home near Plymouth—were “two of the most handsome men alive, and completely swoon-worthy”. It was a moniker that Maximus did not care for, never had and probably never would. He’d rather be known for his intelligence, or skill with a horse, or knowledge of multiple languages, not for something as fleeting as appearance.

      “Perhaps you remind her of someone. Just ignore,” Larentia, their mother, said with nonchalance and a slight wave of her hand. “These women of the ton are often far too absorbed in gossip. Besides, we’ve only just arrived in Town. It couldn’t possibly have anything to do with us.”

      “Miss St. Albans!” a cheerful voice crescendoed above the crowd bringing even further attention to their party. A rather plump woman dressed in deep purple scurried towards them. “You’ve finally returned to London.”

      “Lady Kenton,” Larentia took the woman’s hands in her own. “It has been too long, my dearest friend.”

      “Twenty-three years too long to be exact.” The woman’s warm smile settled on Maximus and his brother. “These must be your adopted sons. It is a pleasure to meet you both at long last. Larentia has written to me often of your adventures. Tell me, how did you enjoy your time on the Continent?”

      Their time touring Europe felt like a lifetime ago. When their adoptive grandfather announced he wanted Maximus and Lucius to follow in his footsteps and embark on the Grand Tour, the brothers were just nineteen and—in Maximus’s opinion—naïve about the world beyond Plymouth. It had been a time of great personal growth for each of them. He’d enjoyed visiting new places, experiencing local customs, honing his drafting skills, and spending time with his brother, but he’d always longed for more. However, before he could conclude what ‘more’ encompassed, they’d been summoned home.

      So much had happened since they’d returned two years ago.

      “It was most enjoyable,” Maximus answered in a tone he hoped did not invite further questions. He was not in the mood for reminiscing, for sharing those intimate details of their travels, with someone he’d just met.

      His brother on the other hand…

      “I particularly enjoyed the opera in Milan, e le belle donne,” Lucius said before adding his infamously charming smile that quite frequently landed him in trouble.

      “Ricorda il nostro accordo,” Maximus warned under a hushed tone as Lady Kenton watched their exchange with interest. The brothers had already argued once today about Lucius’s indiscretions since arriving in London a few days previous.

      Lucius raised a brow in defiance, but kept his tone jovial. “Lei non capisce l’italiano.”

      “Oh my, and you both speak Italian?” A slight giggle escaped Lady Kenton’s mouth as a deep blush stained her entire face. Turning back to Larentia, she said, “I have not a clue what they are saying, however, I do believe the mamas had best keep a close watch on their daughters with your sons in Town this season.”

      Larentia shot Maximus and Lucius her best “behave yourself” warning before clearing her throat. “The play is about to begin.”

      “Oh yes, and it should be quite a spectacular performance this evening. Madame Hébert is performing the aria this evening.” The trio followed Lady Kenton up the grand staircase toward her box, passing even more curious eyes. “We’ll have plenty of time to get acquainted later.”

      The gentle hum of conversation and general merriment that had filled the theatre lessened—only slightly—as the production began. Even as Maximus tried to focus on the stage and ignore the chatter echoing across the vast gold and green space, his mind wandered, contemplating the disagreement he’d had with his brother earlier regarding Lucius’s current paramour. The woman in question had actually snuck into their townhome and cornered Maximus, believing he was Lucius. Then, upon discovering they were identical twins, offered her services to both brothers. Maximus lost his temper with the woman, which angered his brother.

      Why did he and his twin have to constantly be at odds? It never had been this way until their grandfather had passed away and they’d learned they would have to leave St. Albans Manor for London. Looking back, something had begun to change with Lucius that day.

      Maximus adjusted himself for the umpteenth time, swiveling this way and that, trying to find a comfortable position. It wasn’t that the seat was uncomfortable, or that he could even place blame on his surroundings—despite all the stares, it was that he was uncomfortable; uncomfortable and restless.

      He stretched his legs and, in the process, made contact with his brother’s chair. Two glaring blue eyes met his. “What is wrong with you?” Lucius’s scold rumbled above the performance.

      He shook his head, brushing off his brother’s question. They’d already had one argument this evening, and he would be damned if they had another—and this one not in the privacy of their home. He couldn’t do that to Larentia…again.

      Damn. Why couldn’t he relax?

      He turned his focus to the stage, trying to enjoy… Hell, he couldn’t even recall what he was supposed to be enjoying. A long sigh escaped his lips, earning a glare from all in their box. He attempted to adjust his legs again, this time kicking his brother’s ankle. Lucius eyed him with annoyance, his mouth opened as if to argue, then he snapped it shut.

      This was pointless.

      Maximus left the box before he annoyed his brother further, and ducked into the hall, his muscles instantly relaxing. Perhaps he just wasn’t used to the city. Except for those couple of years spent traveling across the Continent, he had spent little time in any city, much preferring quiet country life. A quick walk should ease whatever was plaguing him.

      Strolling casually, ignoring the couple of theatregoers loitering at the far end of the hall, he began to make his way toward the grand staircase. Before he reached his destination, a muffled argument from one of the boxes halted his retreat.

      No sooner had the sounds reached his ear when a woman stormed out of the box in question, colliding with him. He wrapped his arm about her waist to keep her from landing on the floor. They stood chest to chest, hearts beating rapidly.

      “Oh,” she gasped. “I…” Her words halted as she glanced up at him. Warm vanilla and sweet lavender encircled them.

      Maximus stared into the most enticing eyes he’d ever seen—one emerald green, one deep brown. Her compelling eyes riveted him in place as his heart pounded against his chest anew.

      Time halted, and energy surged between them. She stared at him with a tender longing.

      Who was this woman?

      Countless moments later, the lady spoke. “I apologize for ruining—”

      “You didn’t ruin anything,” he quickly reassured her, but couldn’t the find words to say more.

      Her mouth curved into a beautiful smile, revealing matching dimples, which sent a whirlwind through his world. He’d always had a fondness for dimples. “I…I best be returning to my party.”

      “I suppose I should release you,” he said with reluctance.

      “Yes, I suppose,” the words brushed past her pink lips with the same reluctance.

      Several seconds passed before he actually did release her, his body instantly feeling the loss. Before he could ask her name, she retreated back into the box, leaving him wondering what the hell had just happened. If not for the remnants of lavender and vanilla clinging to his coat, he might have believed he dreamt the entire scene.

      He paced a short length several times trying to convince himself he should not sneak into the box and discover her identity. They had not been properly introduced. It would create a scene. In the end, common sense won, and he decided it was best to rejoin his party.

      Maximus took in a deep breath, the muscles tightening in chest, as he reluctantly walked back to his box.

      “So nice of you to join us again.” His brother’s tone was laced with sarcasm as Maximus entered the loge. “I hope you’ve settled down.”

      His patience was being tested at every turn this evening. Before he could remark, Larentia stated, “Lady Kenton has offered to show us around Town later this week. Perhaps we may see the Egyptian Hall.”

      Maximus simply nodded as he took his seat. He had other things on his mind presently. He desperately wanted to discover more about the woman he’d encountered in the hall, and what had caused her to be so upset, and….

      His heart sank. What if she was married and had quarreled with her husband? If that were the case, it was probably fortunate he hadn’t barged in on her party. Before too long, he had conjured an entire scenario that had him enraged and wanting to call out the bastard who had upset her.

      Damn. He needed to stay calm. He didn’t even know her name. What if she wasn’t married? How would he discover her identity without a proper introduction? He pondered the question for several minutes before an idea struck.

      As soon as the play finished, he would rush to her box and casually bump into her again. It was a simple plan without the possibility of scandal. He would be able to talk to her again, and with any luck, acquire her name.

      With his plan settled, he rather impatiently waited for the play to end. At least this time he knew what was disrupting his senses—a blonde-haired beauty, with the most intriguing eyes, four boxes away.

      Loud clapping thundered through the theatre bringing him back to the present. Larentia and Lady Kenton were deep in conversation about the quality of the play and Madame Hébert’s performance, while Lucius seemed distracted by something, or rather someone, near the stage.

      Adrenaline rushed through his veins. There was no time to lose. He would worry about the next step once he found her again.

      Emerging into the hall, excitement quickly gave way to frustration as his progress was hindered by several parties loitering in the hall engaging in lively talk about the evening’s festivities, both on stage and in the audience. Maximus edged around them and waited near the box the lady had retreated to. With each passing minute, he became more anxious as more and more people filled the corridor. He watched as Larentia and Lady Kenton strolled past, and Lucius disappeared in the opposite direction. He could not be bothered with his brother’s antics at the moment. Besides, he was his twin, not his keeper. He watched as the crowd dispersed and still no one emerged from box number four.

      His insides turned as he struggled to formulate a new plan. Perhaps he could enter the loge, mistaking it for his own, claiming he’d forgotten…well, he didn’t know what, he’d conjure some item when the time came. He maneuvered past the strolling guests, sucked in his breath, and pulled back the curtain.

      Empty.

      A heavy sigh escaped his lips. Where had she gone?

      

      “Renovations on the cottage are almost complete. You’ll finally be able to leave Warrington Hall.”

      “I enjoy spending time with Lady March,” Sabina corrected her brother. Plus, she couldn’t imagine being alone day after day, removed from Warrington Hall and those she held dear.

      Titus ignored her comment, continuing on to extol the positives of the renovation. “I believe you will be most pleased with the small library,” he said with much enthusiasm.

      Since her lifelong dream to marry and have a family of her own would never be, it was nice to know that she would have a lovely cottage, far away from the gossips, to call her own. Despite her circumstances, she still fared better than most spinsters, thanks to her brother. He might be several years younger than her, but once he reached his majority, he had always ensured her future was secure.

      Before she could express her appreciation for what Titus had arranged, her sister-in-law—Eunice, interfered. “The final steps into spinsterhood,” she said with a snicker. “And a fitting end for the Cursed Heiress.”

      “Eunice, that’s enough,” Titus half-scolded. Sabina could not blame her brother for not taking a firmer approach with his wife. He had to endure her—and their mother—every day he took a breath, not to mention still being in need of an heir. She truly felt for him.

      “You shouldn’t take that tone with your wife,” their mother said as she took Eunice’s hand, lovingly folding it within her own.

      Eunice raised a triumphant chin before taking another jab at Sabina’s expense. “I suppose living the life of a spinster in the old hunting cottage is better than being at Lady March’s side constantly.” Eunice clearly had learned the disagreeable art of insulting Sabina from her husband’s mother. For two women not related, the similarities and jibes were endless.

      As if enduring her sister-in-law wasn’t trying enough, Mother decided it was her turn to chime in, “I still can’t quite comprehend how you managed to swindle His Grace and Lady March into letting you reside with them all these years.”

      Mustering what little bravado she had left in her soul, Sabina retorted, “Perhaps if you had been more—”

      Mother’s eyes turned ice cold and filled with hatred. “What? More of a mother?” She clutched her hand to her chest, her performance rivaling those of the actors on stage. “I was grieving the loss of my husband.”

      “And my father.” Sabina shook her head, trying to erase the memory of that horrible day and her mother’s unkind words. She did not want to suffer another lecture, followed by an argument, and conclude with more insults. Instead she settled for a plea. “I rarely see you and Titus. Do you not think it possible that we could have a pleasant evening just this once, Mother?”

      “I agree with Sabina.” For the second time that evening, her brother came to her defense, but she was certain he would pay the price later.

      “Of course, you do,” cried Eunice. “You always side with your dearest sister. You don’t care for me.” Sniffling, she buried her face in her hands.

      Or sooner it would seem.

      “There, there, Eunice, darling.” Sabina’s mother, the woman who’d given birth to her, who was supposed to love her, was comforting the instigator. Mother raised her gaze to Sabina. “Look what you’ve done.” Hatred blazed in her eyes. “What have I done to deserve a daughter like you? I’ve been cursed since the day you were born.”

      The words seared straight through Sabina’s heart, striking at her very core. Tears burned the corners of her eyes as she fought to control her breathing. One would think she would be used to the barbs after enduring so many years of them, but they still hurt. Since her father’s passing, all she had ever wanted was her mother’s love.

      Desperate to escape, even if only for a moment to regain her composure, Sabina swallowed the hard lump in her throat, raised her chin, pulled back the curtain, rushed from their box none-too-gracefully, and straight into a wall. Only this wall was warm and smelled like a pleasant autumn afternoon in the country.

      Firm arms wrapped about her waist, keeping her from falling. She glanced up into the most handsome face she’d ever seen.

      “Oh…I…I’m…” She sounded like such a ninny instead of a woman of thirty.

      She lost herself in the sea of his clear blue eyes. The theatre, her mother’s cruel words, the constant stares, all faded away and settled into this one perfect moment. His warm hands penetrated through her satin dress, searing her skin and sent her heart thundering.

      She tried to think of something intelligent—or at least somewhat witty—to say but she was not used to conversing with handsome men who disrupted her senses. “I…I apologize for ruining—”

      “You didn’t ruin anything,” the handsome stranger’s deep masculine voice quickly set her at ease. His fervent gaze stirred a long-forgotten flutter in her stomach.

      She did not want the moment to end but did not want him to be caught with her either. She fought to control her swirling emotions. “I best be returning to my party.”

      “I suppose I should release you.” It almost sounded like he didn’t want to.

      Her heart soared for a brief moment before reality pierced it with an arrow, sending it crashing to the ground. Although there was something familiar about him that she couldn’t quite place, it was clear this gentleman was new to London, otherwise he would have already set her to her feet, bid adieu, and run the other way. The gossipmongers could be altogether too cruel to those who came near the Cursed Heiress.

      “Yes, I suppose,” she whispered. Despite the glorious feel of his warm hands holding her, it was for the best. Her life’s path was clear, straight and narrow.

      Although not quite ready to face her family, she slipped quietly into the box and took her seat, praying her mother might have some compassion for her frayed nerves.

      “So, you’ve decided to return?” Mother’s tone was hard and disapproving.

      Sabina had hoped to have a pleasant visit with her brother, but current company made it impossible. Rigidly holding her tears in check, she tried to maintain her composure for peering eyes, tried to ignore her mother’s slights and Eunice’s harsh glare, tried to ignore the stares and hushed mockery from the gossipmongers, but she was only human.

      Mustering whatever calmness still within her power, she politely excused herself. It was the one positive aspect to being a spinster—she could come and go as she pleased. No sooner had she retreated down the grand staircase than curious onlookers were weaving tales about the Cursed Heiress. She picked up her pace and never looked back.
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      After spending a restless night begging the nightmare to stop, Sabina was exhausted, and her day was only just beginning. It was the same nightmare she’d had since she was seven years old, but this time…this time the nightmare was so much worse, threatening to swallow her whole. What could it mean? It had been years since her wild, tormented dreams had been this awful. An uneasiness settled in her stomach that had nothing to do with hunger.

      What felt like hours later, she was as ready as she could possibly be to face the world. She didn’t bother to take another glance at her appearance. She could barely focus on her steps, what with the pounding in her head. By the time she neared the breakfast room, not only was her head was aching badly, but her stomach was growling.

      Smells of fresh-baked bread drifted into the hall, pulling her into the bright sunlit room. The promise of food eased some of the tension threatening to cause her world to spin onto its side. As was standard in the Duke of Warrington’s house, the buffet overflowed with a variety of breads, cakes, coffee, tea, and warm chocolate. She made a plate and took her usual place near the head of the table. Warrington did not stand on formality when not entertaining.

      Two nibbles of bread and not enough tea into her meal, Lady March strolled into the room. “Good morning, Sabina. Did you not enjoy visiting with your brother last evening?” Although her tone was pleasant, there was a layer of apprehension lacing her words.

      Her mother’s harsh words from the night before ricocheted off the banging in her head. Sabina rubbed her temple. Don’t think about her, she can’t hurt you here. Never one to complain about her family, she pasted on a smile and questioned, “Why do you believe the evening was poor?”

      Sylvia strolled to the buffet, eyeing the assortment of delicacies. “You returned early and did not visit me.”

      Sabina had been so distraught because of the scene with her mother and sister-in-law that she’d retired the moment she’d got home. “I’m—”

      “Dearest.” Sabina raised her eyes at the endearment, meeting Sylvia’s gaze. “You do not need to apologize. I’m just concerned.”

      It always warmed her heart how much Sylvia cared for her. They weren’t related, or even close in age. Sorrow and grief had brought them together, friendship and love kept them together.

      Icy fear twisted around her heart, as her mother’s hurtful words played over in her mind. “Can I ask you something?”

      Sylvia’s brow creased with worry as she took the seat beside Sabina’s. “Of course, dearest. You know you can talk to me about anything.”

      She took in a deep breath before the words poured form her mouth, “Do you ever regret taking me in all those years ago?”

      “Why would you…” There was a brief pause as dawning settled in. “Oh, your mother.” Sylvia’s tone held only some of the disdain currently coursing through Sabina’s veins. “No, my dearest. You’ve been a constant joy to both Warrington and I.” She took Sabina’s hand. “My only regret is that you never found love.”

      Thoughts of the gentleman she’d bumped into at the theatre, and the way he’d smiled at her, rushed to the forefront of Sabina’s thoughts banishing the unpleasantness with her mother. Warmth filled her cheeks and caressed her body. He was without a doubt the most handsome man…

      Lightning struck her thoughts. Ever since the encounter, she’d been trying to place him. “There was a man at the theatre who reminded me of someone, and it just occurred to me whom. Is one of Warrington’s nephews in Town?”

      “I don’t believe so.” Sylvia leaned forward with great interest. “Perhaps it was one of Lachlan’s sons. They’re not due to arrive until next week, but perhaps they arrived early.”

      Sabina couldn’t restrain the giggle. “If it was, the mamas of the ton best lock up their daughters, bolt the door and, post guards.” She paused for a moment, remembering the feel of the gentleman’s hand on her back as he kept her from falling, and the look in his eyes as he held her in place. He might have looked like one of the Duke’s nephews, but he certainly did not act like one. He hadn’t taken advantage of the situation or suggested anything untoward, and there was nothing rakish about him. She shrugged off her first assumption. “I suppose it was just someone who reminded me of His Grace.”

      “Good morning, Lady March, Miss Teverton.” Picus, His Grace’s most trusted servant― although Sabina would not really call Picus a servant―greeted them. Picus was more like a confidant-cum-valet-cum-investigator. “Who reminds you of His Grace, and please don’t ruin the promise of a good day and inform me that Lord Lachlan’s sons have arrived early?”

      Sabina and Sylvia giggled in unison. Poor Picus. Quite frequently he had to repair any damages Warrington’s nephews caused.

      Sabina did not know all Warrington’s relatives, but over the course of the past twenty plus years, she had heard many fascinating stories involving the Warrington men, and had even met quite a few of them. They all seemed to bear the same remarkable dark hair and blue eyes. “I encountered a gentleman last evening who had similar coloring to one of His Grace’s relations.”

      “Could you tell me more about him?”

      Ever since the Duke’s grandsons were kidnapped more than twenty years previous, Picus and Lord Daniel—His Grace’s younger son—had investigated every lead, no matter how small or impossible. It was the reason they returned to Town this season.

      Warrington had received a cryptic message from the Duke of Rhuddlan informing him that twins, bearing a strong family resemblance, had recently departed Plymouth for London. Several days later, he received a similar letter from his friend, Lord Richard Somerset, who’d spotted the pair at a coaching inn near London. These were vague leads at best, but ones that still required investigation.

      “He looked quite similar to His Grace, just a younger version and taller.” Sabina had always thought the Duke a handsome gentleman, and despite the sadness that marred his features, he had aged gracefully. His once dark hair had greyed with the heartache he’d endured since first his grandsons were stolen in the dead of night, and then his eldest son was killed in a carriage accident.

      “Was their anyone else with him? Did you speak with him? Did you happen to see his direction after the play ended?” Picus’s questions turned almost desperate. The twenty-third anniversary of when Lord Zachary and Lord Richard were taken had come and gone, and still there was no clue as to what had happened, but the family had never given up hope.

      Far too embarrassed about the episode with her mother and sister-in-law, Sabina skipped to the part where she bumped into the mysterious gentleman. She was used to the questioning and took no offense, trying to provide as much detail as she could. “I needed some air, slipped out part way through the first act, and encountered the gentleman in the hall. He was alone, so I am unsure who he attended the theatre with or which box he occupied.”

      She didn’t believe the gentleman she’d seen to be one of the lost heirs. But who was she to deny His Grace and Lady March their hope?

      “Do you recall anything else?”

      “I’m sorry, Picus. It all happened so quickly.”

      “Please do not worry yourself, Miss Teverton.” He offered a slight bow. “I will see what can be discovered. Enjoy your day.”

      “Thank you, Picus.”
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      Rays of sunlight pushed through the morning haze signaling the start of yet another day in London, and still there was no sign of his brother. Maximus rubbed his eyes before running his hands through his hair. He was exhausted, frustrated, and beside himself. He’d spent half the night looking for Lucius, and the other half pacing and waiting for one of the footmen he’d sent out to return.

      Where the bloody hell was his twin?

      They’d only been in London a few days and already there was a significant change in his brother, and not a good one. His brother was on a downward spiral and there was nothing he could do to change the descension into a less than desirable world.

      Soft footsteps signaled he was not alone. He turned around and looked into a pair of deep brown eyes weighed down with worry. “Any word?” Larentia’s voice cracked. “He doesn’t know anyone. Where could he have gone?” She stepped further into the drawing room, pulling her shawl tighter about her shoulders.

      You didn’t have to know someone to get into trouble, but he wasn’t about to share his opinion with Larentia. Instead, he tried to put her mind at ease. “I’m sure Lucius isn’t in any danger.” Yet. “Why don’t you get some rest? I’ll inform you the moment I receive news.”

      Larentia sucked in a long deep breath, and then simply nodded her acquiescence. Maximus knew she was beyond exhaustion with concern to relent so quickly without so much as a word. She trudged from the room leaving him alone with his thoughts once again.

      Damn his brother. The older Lucius got, the more inconsiderate of their adoptive mother he became. He glanced at the clock on the mantle. He’d give the footman fifteen more minutes before he…

      A cheerful whistle followed by the front door closing drifted up into the drawing room. Storming toward the sound, Maximus met Lucius as he reached the first floor.

      “Where have you been?”

      “Enjoying the city.” Lucius’s nonchalance did not sit well with Maximus.

      “Do you have any idea how much you worried Larentia?” his demand thundered through the room.

      “There wasn’t anything to worry about. I simply wanted to taste the delights of the city, and—”

      “And bring ruin upon yourself.” Maximus narrowed his gaze, looking directly at his brother. “Damn it Lucius, everything we are, everything we have, is because of Larentia and Grandfather.”

      “I don’t have to answer to anybody, especially not you. We’re the same age or have you forgotten? I’m a grown man—”

      “Damn it, then start acting like it.” The words rumbled from Maximus’s mouth, startling his brother. Wide unfathomable eyes settled on him. Bloody hell. He needed to change tactics, finding some middle ground. Softening his tone, Maximus continued, “I don’t want to argue. There have been a lot of changes as of late, and Larentia is still grieving Grandfather’s death. If nothing else, rein in those desires, for her sake.”

      Lucius’s features sagged with remorse. “For Larentia’s sake, I will. And I’ll even find a way to make amends.” He took in a sharp breath. “But don’t expect my good behavior to last for long.”

      It never did.

      

      After a rather tumultuous morning, Maximus wanted to be left alone with his thoughts, and what better way than to spend the afternoon outdoors on a pleasant Spring day. Since a horse was not at his disposal, a long walk would have to suffice.

      “Going somewhere without me?” Lucius called as he strolled down the stairs with Larentia at his side.

      “Like I could ever escape you,” Maximus cautiously teased.

      “I’m afraid we’re bound together for life, my dear brother.” Humor lingered on his words. It seemed as if Lucius was somewhat back to normal—or what passed for normal since their Grandfather’s passing—after this morning’s incident. At the very least, Lucius was attempting to make amends with Larentia.

      “I’m going for a walk. Care to join me?” Maximus offered.

      “That would be lovely. Lucius and I had the same idea.” And without further ado, the trio alighted to the foyer.

      Before too long they were strolling along the footpath toward Kensington Gardens. It was nearing the fashionable hour when it would seem that all of London wanted to see and be seen. Chatter and giggles trumped the sounds of nature, making it nigh impossible to enjoy the outing. His plan for a pleasant walk had been thwarted. Maximus made a mental note to avoid this time of day in the future.

      Even Larentia seemed lost in her own thoughts, while Lucius strutted down the path like a peacock fanning its feathers for all to admire. And because they were identical twins, Maximus was unwillingly put on display as well.

      “Do you not ever tire of being stared at?”

      “No,” Lucius said as he smiled at the passing ladies. “You should follow suit and enjoy being seen. Looks are a fleeting luxury and I intend to take full advantage of mine while I have them.”

      Their good looks might have proven an asset on many occasions, especially while traveling on the Continent, but Maximus wanted more from life than bedding beautiful women in various countries. He inhaled deeply and let out a long slow breath. He wanted so much more. He wanted…

      The lady from the theatre. She was here.

      In the near distance, the object of his thoughts was riding in a carriage. Loose strands of golden hair had escaped her bonnet, gently caressing her face. If he picked up his pace, he might be able to reach the conveyance. There was nothing inappropriate in offering a pleasant afternoon greeting.

      “Oh, Larentia, must we hear about the history of the gardens?” Lucius’s complaint distracted Maximus from his plan. “Can’t we just enjoy the view?” he said as his gaze followed a pretty lady dressed in too much pink.

      He was just about to excuse himself and go in search of the lady when Larentia opened and closed her mouth as if to respond to Lucius. Her brows drew together. She edged closer to Maximus and uttered, “I believe we’re being followed.”

      “Don’t be silly, Larentia,” Lucius announced. “You thought someone was following us earlier when we were shopping, too.”

      She shifted her eyes to the right and then nodded in the same direction. “The handsome grey-haired gentleman has been strolling in the same direction as us since we arrived.”

      “There are plenty of people walking in the same direction,” Maximus said, attempting to reassure Larentia and return to his original goal of finding the lady. He took a quick glance about. She was gone…again.

      “I can’t shake the feeling that someone is watching…” She stopped mid-sentence and turned her attention to Lucius. “Did you do something?”

      “Why must you always assume I am in trouble?”

      Not being able to resist, Maximus jumped in and teased, “In, created, stumbled upon—it’s always the same, and always comes back to you, dear brother.”

      “I am completely innocent of any charges.”

      Larentia shot Lucius an incredulous glare. “If you say so.”

      “I do say so.” He gave Maximus a sideways glance. “I’ve been restricted from engaging in any nefarious activities or private enjoyments with the opposite sex.” Lucius brought a hand to his chest and declared, “I’ve been a perfect saint.”

      Perfect saint? Maximus had not realized his brother even knew the meaning of being virtuous. He wanted to add that it had not even been a full day since Lucius’s last incident but thought better of it. They were having a pleasant afternoon and he didn’t want to spoil it with an argument.

      Shaking her head, a slight laugh lined Larentia’s words. “You are quite the scoundrel Lucius.”

      “Not yet, but one can hope,” Lucius said with a mischievous look and a wink. And that was precisely why Maximus took it upon himself to watch over his brother.

      They continued along toward Kensington Gardens. Every so often, Maximus glanced over his shoulder to pacify Larentia’s suspicion, but he did not espy anything unusual. Numerous couples were enjoying the fine day, the gray-haired man Larentia had noticed earlier was strolling casually in the distance looking up into the trees—presumably at birds, and several ladies giggled behind gloved hands. There was nothing out of the ordinary around them.

      Before Maximus could offer further reassurances, a rather portly woman wearing a bright crimson hat almost as wide as she, scurried toward them. “Oh, my dearest Miss St. Albans. I heard you were in Town via Lady Kenton, and could hardly believe it, but here you are! And with your sons!”

      “Good afternoon, Lady Craythorne. It is true, we’re residing in London.” Larentia introduced Maximus and Lucius, and as per usual, there was much commentary.

      “You’re both quite similar and quite handsome. I believe it shan’t be too much trouble to find a wealthy heiress for each of you.”

      A horrified look crossed Larentia’s features that bordered on comical. “They are not in the marriage mart quite yet, Lady Craythorne. We’ve only just arrived—”

      “Not in the marriage mart, pshaw!” Lady Craythorne ended with a dismissal of her hand. “Whether they know it or not, all men are in search of a bride. That’s why they come to Town.” She shifted her attention to Maximus and Lucius. “And how are you enjoying London?”

      “Very much—” Lucius began but was interrupted by yet another question.

      “Have you been to the theatre?”

      Maximus had the suspicion that Lady Craythorne did not let anyone finish a thought and rather enjoyed hearing herself speak. Of course, the pitch of her voice made it rather impossible for those within ten feet not to hear. However, he suspected her knowledge of the ton to be quite limitless. He still did not know how to go about discovering the identity of the lady he’d met last evening. Damn, he thought of nothing else. From the moment he’d held her in his arms, he’d wanted to know more about her. He’d never experienced such an instant attraction to a woman before.

      “Lady Craythorne, perhaps you could solve a slight mystery for me?”

      Eyes wide, she leaned forward intently. “Of course.”

      Maximus kept his tone low with the hope Lady Craythorne would follow suit. “There was a lady—”

      “You didn’t tell me you met a willing woman,” Lucius jested.

      Maximus narrowed his eyes and shot his brother a glare before continuing, “As I was saying, I left our box to stretch my legs. And happened across a lady. She had the most remarkable eyes—one green and one brown.”

      At the mention of the eyes, Lady Craythorne inhaled quickly, “Oh, you must be referring to Miss Teverton. I have never known it even possible to have two different-colored eyes, but she is proof.” The spot between her dark brows narrowed. “She rarely comes to Town however, and has been firmly on the shelf for quite a few years now.”

      On the shelf? The woman he encountered could not be that old, and certainly not a spinster. Perhaps Lady Craythorne had her gossip confused. Maximus attempted to ask another question but before he could formulate a sentence, Lady Craythorne veered off on another tangent about an Italian actress and the nephew of a duke.

      At the very least he knew she wasn’t married, and now was in possession of a name. Miss Teverton.
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      After a couple of wet days, Maximus was aching for exercise. He was not used to being cooped up inside with nothing to do. He missed the country, missed riding, missed tending to the land, but most of all, he missed his grandfather. On days such as this, they would spend hours in the library, researching, discovering, sharing. At least his mind would have been stimulated. The library at their London townhouse was lacking at best with only a handful of books, most of which on poetry.

      Maximus followed Lucius into the sparse space. Larentia had told them the room had once been reserved for her great aunt’s collection of porcelain animal figurines, which had ranged in size from quite small and dainty to life size. Thankfully, those items had been removed years ago and, until Larentia made other plans, the room was ideal for what the brothers had in mind.

      “Ready to try your luck again?” Lucius taunted Maximus as he took off his shirt and tossed it on the wooden floor, then stretched his fingers.

      “It does not take luck to best you, but skill, my dear brother.” Maximus tossed his shirt on top of his brother’s. “As I’ve proven many times in the past.”

      A heavy exaggerated sigh rushed from Lucius’s mouth. “You’re not going to bring up the horse races again, are you?”

      “Of course not. Why would I mention your lack of riding—”

      “Ho there, that’s enough.” Lucius raised his fists. “Just because you’ve won every race doesn’t—”

      “Not to mention stayed on the horse for an entire race.”

      “A minor technicality.” Lucius jabbed with his right arm. “Come on. Enough chatter. Are you ready?”

      “I believe I am up to the challenge of besting you again,” Maximus teased as he took his stance. At least in this arena, they were equally skilled, but he wasn’t about to admit that to his brother.

      Lucius stretched his arms wide several times before hopping from side to side.

      “Are you going to dance around with fancy footwork or engage?” Maximus jeered.

      “Fancy footwork? I think you’ll change your words once my fist makes contact with you.” Lucius extended his arm with short jabs. They sparred for several minutes before Lucius began with the inevitable siege of questions that always were par for the course during their fights. “Why didn’t other relatives search for us?”

      Since they were adolescents, it seemed the only time the two brothers had felt completely at ease expressing themselves—even though they always seemed to know what the other was thinking but rarely spoke of it—had been while boxing.

      Lucius had asked that question more times than Maximus could remember. He had often pondered the very same one and always reasoned through the possibilities. “Perhaps there weren’t others.” He attempted to change the subject. “Did you read your letter from Grandfather yet?”

      “No.” Lucius shifted his weight and the topic he’d been avoiding since their grandfather passed away. “What about our mother?”

      “She could have died in childbirth.” Their father had died protecting them, that much they had known.

      Lucius dropped his hands. “You always have an answer, don’t you?”

      He let out a long sigh. “It had always been easier to not think about who she might have been, and besides, Larentia and Grandfather gave us an exceptional life. I would rather focus on the good, rather than the why or why nots.”

      Lucius raised his fist and started prancing back and forth. “Aren’t you curious?”

      Maximus swung his own fist, narrowly missing Lucius’s jaw. “No.” It had taken years to bury that curiosity and he did not want to think about the what-ifs.

      “Remember the rules, gentlemen,” Larentia said as she entered the room, her brown hair streaked with silver shimmered in the rays of sunlight now cascading into the empty space. “I still don’t understand why it is so appealing to try and prove your manliness in such a barbaric way.”

      “Would you rather it be swords at dawn?”

      “Or perhaps pistols?” Maximus added with a wink.

      “Not amusing. And both of you well know that I’m a better shot than either of you.”

      When the day had come for Grandfather to teach the boys how to handle a pistol, Larentia had insisted on being present for fear one—or possibly all three—had got into trouble. Much to everyone’s surprise, and Grandfather’s delight, Larentia had proved to be quite proficient with a gun.

      She strolled further into the room, lines of concentration deep along her brows.

      Maximus dropped his fists. “What’s wrong?”

      “Along with Lady Kenton, we’ve received an invitation to dine with The Duke of Warrington and The Dowager Marchioness of March.”

      “Seems like quite an illustrious pair.” Lucius took the words right out of Maximus’s mouth. “Why did we receive an invitation?”

      “Honestly, I have not a clue.” Larentia picked up their shirts and tossed them to them. “Perhaps Lady Kenton thought to introduce us to those in her circle and…” Her words died off as she whipped around. She eyed them both before she began her interrogation. “Neither of you have been engaging in something you shouldn’t, have you?”

      “And by neither of us, do you mean me?” Lucius teased, before turning serious. “No, I have not done anything, Larentia.”

      Maximus took the invitation card from Larentia’s hand and read through it. “Lady Kenton’s influence must be the reason for this request. There could be no other…” He paused as a thought came to mind. “Do you believe Grandfather could have been acquainted with His Grace?”

      “He did dictate numerous letters each month, but I don’t remember one to the Duke of Warrington.” Although illness had weakened his body, Grandfather’s mind had remained sharp till the end. He had taken great pride in keeping up with his correspondences until the pain had become unbearable. A slight laugh, followed by a heavy sigh escaped Larentia’s lips. “I do miss him.”

      Maximus strolled up to Larentia, Lucius right behind him, and brought his surrogate mother into his embrace. “We miss him too, but you have us.”

      A sad sort of smile crossed her face. “I know, but someday even the two of you will marry and then—”

      “We will never desert you,” Lucius said as he placed a kiss on the top of Larentia’s head.

      “We will always take care of you,” Maximus added. “You are the only family we have, and even if we marry into the largest family in all of England, you are still our family, and always will be, nothing can change that.”

      The sadness lingered for just a moment before the full weight of their words seemed to absorb into her thoughts. “Thank you.” She tightened her hold on Maximus as if afraid he would be snatched from her. “Sometimes I do wonder if Father and I did you a disservice by not training you for an occupation.”

      “Let’s not focus on that topic again.” Maximus did not want to think about the future at the moment. “You said it yourself, something will come to fruition and until then we will enjoy the city.”

      “And dine with a duke.”
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      If it hadn’t been for Lady Kenton’s occasional comment about the pleasant weather London was now experiencing after the rain, the ride to The Duke of Warrington’s residence in Mayfair would have passed in silence. It wasn’t every day that the daughter of a baron, accompanied by her two adopted sons of unknown lineage, were invited to dine by such an esteemed peer.

      As the carriage slowed to a gentle stop, Maximus peered through the window. On the outside, His Grace’s residence was everything he’d imagined it would be—grand and impressive, stark and uninviting. Dread settled into his gut. What on earth were he and Lucius doing here? He glanced over at his brother who was shaking his head, brows drawn together, and knew his twin was wondering the same.

      However, the moment they entered the illustrious townhouse, they were treated as esteemed guests. Servants in red and gold livery bustled about their duties, each staring inquisitively at their party as they were escorted into the grand foyer. Even Lady Kenton was silent. Everything about this household was larger than life and on such a grand scale. Not that the home they’d shared with Larentia and Grandfather was paltry—Grandfather had been a baron after all. This residence was palatial, extravagant, exquisite, and…impersonal. There was no sense of who lived here. It was just a place to reside when in Town.

      Before Maximus could formulate an opinion about everything surrounding them and why they were here, a tall, thin gentleman approached. His crest of hair was completely white, a stark contrast to his dark brown eyes. He looked vaguely familiar. Where have I seen him before? He searched his memory looking for answers.

      “Thank you for accepting the invitation, Lady Kenton, Miss St. Albans. You may call me Picus, I am His Grace’s assistant.” His greeting was warm and friendly, and nothing that should alarm them. “And these are?”

      “My adopted sons, Mr. Maximus St. Albans and Mr. Lucius St. Albans.”

      “Good evening, gentlemen. I must say it is a pleasure to make your acquaintance,” his voice brimmed with excitement.

      Maximus thought Picus’s greeting far too enthusiastic. Why would meeting him and his brother garner such a reaction? Picus then went on to eye Maximus from top to bottom, before shifting his gaze and performing the same inspection of Lucius. Maximus was certain a comment about their identical appearance would be forthcoming, but much to his astonishment, the man held his tongue.

      Lucius eyed Maximus. He could practically read his brother’s thought—What the bloody hell is this all about?

      “His Grace and Lady March are waiting in the gold parlor.” Picus did not wait for a response but ushered their party toward an impressive hall lined with large paintings.

      Except for the soft cadence of their footsteps, they followed in silence. Maximus admired canvas after canvas of what looked like the Italian countryside. But there was one in particular that caught his attention. He stopped in front of a painting of the Temple of Vesta. The rotund structure with a columned portico set against a clear blue sky reminded him of his time in Rome. Exploring ancient ruins ravaged by time and neglect had been part of his daily routine while visiting The Eternal City.

      “This way, please,” Picus called to Maximus, bringing him back to the present.

      The moment they walked into the parlor, all eyes turned toward them. Maximus followed behind Larentia, but came to an abrupt halt when he saw the woman who had been plaguing his thoughts for the past several days. Miss Teverton. What was she doing here? As their eyes met, shock jolted his body. However, she did not appear surprised to see him.

      “Oh my!” A woman seated beside an older gentleman gasped, disrupting Maximus’s thoughts. Despite being clad in black, her appearance was elegant, regal.

      The older man—presumably His Grace—patted the woman’s hand gently but said nothing. Maximus continued to stare at him. He looked like an older version of himself. Surely his eyes must be deceiving him. Confusion, uncertainty, and curiosity wrestled in his mind, colliding with a surge of unnamed emotions.

      “Your Grace, you’re already acquainted with Lady Kenton. This is Miss St. Albans, and Mr. Maximus St. Albans, and Mr. Lucius St. Albans,” Picus introduced them, then took a step back and said no more.

      Silence engulfed the room as all parties just stared at each other.

      His Grace stood and strolled toward them, his gaze never wavering. “You’re probably wondering why Lady March and I asked you here.” His tone was cautious. “I only have one question for you, Miss St. Albans, at this time. How did these two men come to be in your care?”

      Lady Kenton looked at Larentia, who glanced at Maximus, who looked over at his brother, who was looking back at him. He knew Lucius was thinking the same thing. This is all very odd.

      Larentia swallowed hard. “Your Grace, I do not understand why we were invited here today, but I will share with you the events which brought Maximus and Lucius into my care.” She paused a moment and, in a fashion only she could do, questioned His Grace. “And in turn, I hope you will explain why you’re so interested in my adopted sons?”

      “Yes, of course, I mean no disrespect,” His Grace quickly reassured in a pleasant tone. “Thank you for your cooperation, Miss St. Albans.”

      Larentia held her head high and related the tale the brothers had heard so many times over the years. She’d never tried to hide their identity or withhold anything she knew. She was the most honest person they’d ever known, so it was of great concern that she was now being questioned, especially about them.

      Unspoken protectiveness passed between the brothers as they stepped forward and flanked Larentia, offering support as she spoke. “Twenty-three years ago, I was in London and—”

      “I don’t mean to interrupt, Miss St. Albans, just as you’re beginning to explain,” Lady March stood and began to apologize, “but do you happen to recall the exact date?”

      “As a matter of fact, I do. My great aunt passed away on the fourteenth of April in the year seventeen ninety-six. Anxious to see my father again, I left London a day later. Travel was made slow by the weather. I was within a quarter day’s journey from my home near Plymouth when we lost a wheel. That was on the twenty-first of April.”

      The Duke edged forward, making direct eye contact with Larentia, as he questioned, “Are you absolutely sure of the dates?”

      “Yes, quite sure, Your Grace.”

      His Grace gave Lady March a curious look before he encouraged Larentia to finish her story. And through it all, Miss Teverton sat perfectly still, her eyes glazed and features grimacing, as if remembering something painful, and yet, she was still the most beautiful, intriguing creature Maximus had ever seen.

      In a matter-of-fact tone, Larentia continued to relay the story of how the twins became part of her family. “The weather cleared, and since the late afternoon sun still provided ample light, I decided to take a walk while my driver and coachman repaired the wheel. I heard babies crying and thought it odd, considering there was no village or homes nearby. I followed the sound and discovered the boys firmly held in the arms of a man who was clinging to life. I asked his name. He mumbled incoherent words before saying, ‘Protect the babies.’ I asked his name again. He fought for air, before murmuring, ‘Malvagio.’ He died moments later before saying anything else.”

      “Oh my,” Lady March gasped prompting Miss Teverton to join her side. “Were the children injured?”

      “No, just hungry. My coachman searched the man. He had several stab wounds and a large gash on his leg that smelled putrid. The surrounding area held no clue as to what might have happened. Except for the name he gave, there was nothing to identify him. I took the children home with me, hired Lupa, a wet nurse from my village, and tried for many years to find information regarding anyone with the name Malvagio, but to no avail. My father was Baron St. Albans and together we brought up the boys. They were educated and cared for as if they were our own kin.” Her voice cracked on the last word but still she carried on with her story. “Four years ago, my father sent them on the Grand Tour, but their time was cut short by his illness. They returned home and helped me care for him. My father passed away last Michaelmas.” Although Larentia’s voice was filled with emotion, she held her composure.

      “Oh, I am sorry for your loss, Miss St. Albans,” Lady March offered with true sincerity.

      Uncomfortable seconds passed while they waited for someone, anyone, to say something. Maximus took Larentia’s cold hand in his and whispered, “Are you alright?”

      Larentia did not answer, but simply nodded.

      On the contrary, Lady March seemed quite overcome with emotion. She wiped a tear from her eye as she whispered something to Miss Teverton.

      A soft gasp escaped Miss Teverton’s lips as wide, surprised eyes settled directly on him.

      After several more minutes, His Grace finally addressed their curious party. “And now it is my turn to explain.” There was a moment’s pause as he seemed to gather his thoughts and emotions. “Twenty-three years ago, this past April, my twin grandsons were stolen from us here in London. The Marquess of March, my late son, searched and searched for his sons, but never found them, or discovered why they were taken.”

      “We never gave up looking for them,” Lady March interjected, raw emotion rendering her features stricken. “But when my husband died unexpectedly, the pain became so unbearable.” She brought a trembling hand to her lips. “I apologize…”

      Miss Teverton took Lady March’s other hand in hers and rubbed it gently. Indiscernible words passed between Miss Teverton and Lady March. Is she Lady March’s companion?

      His Grace’s eyes were clouded with the sadness of a parent who’d lost a child and endured much tragedy. “My other son assumed the title of Marquess and continued the search for his nephews.”

      Maximus squeezed Larentia’s hand. “What does this have to do with my brother and me? You can’t possibly believe we’re the missing twins?”

      His Grace paced back and forth for a brief moment before explaining, “Through the years, many have tried to deceive us, to claim they were our lost boys, but each time, they were discovered to be frauds. You did not come to us with claims of lineage, we asked you to come here. Miss Teverton mentioned your resemblance to one of my nephew’s sons. Picus instantly saw the similarity to my Martin.”

      Maximus suddenly realized why the man looked so familiar. “You’ve been following us.”

      “Yes. I apologize if I caused any concern, but after so many years of searching and much disappointment, I needed to verify your intentions for myself before raising His Grace’s hopes once again.”

      “Intentions?” Maximus could feel the anger bubbling within. “We have no intentions. Miss St. Albans has not lied and—”

      “Maximus, please,” Larentia whispered. “I don’t believe His Grace, Lady March, or Picus meant any disrespect.”

      Lady Kenton gasped as if the situation just dawned on her. She glanced from one brother to the other. “I hadn’t realized before, but my goodness, they do look much like the late Marquess.”

      Whispers and chatter swirled about. They couldn’t possibly believe Maximus and Lucius were the lost heirs, could they?

      As if sensing the direction of Maximus’s thoughts, His Grace questioned, “How do we know if they are truly our boys?”

      “I wish there was a way to know.” Lady March’s words hung in the air as if they were independent from her body.

      “There must be a way,” Picus said as he continued to stare at Maximus and Lucius.

      And still through it all, Miss Teverton remained utterly still, jaw tight, eyes glassy and fixed on some distant time or place.

      Larentia sucked in a deep breath, turned to Maximus and then to Lucius. “There is a way to settle this.” Maximus could feel her bravado weakening. She turned her attention back to His Grace and Lady March. “Everything I have told you is true, but perhaps there is something...”

      “What proof could you offer?” The words rushed from His Grace’s mouth, lined with hope.

      All eyes settled on Larentia, waiting for her next words. “This may seem quite unorthodox and unacceptable under normal conditions.”

      “This entire situation has been anything but normal, Miss St. Albans.” His Grace’s voice softened. “Please continue.”

      “If you would allow the boys to remove their coats and cravats, this may be settled within a matter of moments.”

      The Duke nodded his head, and with keen interest, watched Maximus and his brother take off the aforementioned clothing. Out of the corner of his eye he spied Miss Teverton worrying her bottom lip, while watching intently.

      “When I found the babies, I was amazed at how similar they were in appearance.” Larentia took in a deep breath, her
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