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            Dedication

         
         
            To our beloved friends Amy and Scott, 

            who left us too early

         
          


            “My candle burns at both ends,

            It will not last the night;

            But ah, my foes and oh, my friends—

            It gives a lovely light.”

            —Edna St. Vincent Millay
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            Chapter 1

         
         
            Hampshire, England, 1877

         

         Phoebe had never met West Ravenel, but she knew one thing for certain: He was a mean, rotten bully. She had known it since
            the age of eight, when her best friend, Henry, had started writing to her from boarding school.
         

         
         West Ravenel had been a frequent subject of Henry’s letters. He was a heartless, hardened case of a boy, but his constant
            misbehavior had been overlooked, as it would have been in nearly any boarding school. It was seen as inevitable that older
            boys would dominate and browbeat younger boys, and anyone who tattled would be severely punished.
         

         
         
            Dear Phoebe,

            I thought it would be fun to go to bording school but it’s not. There’s a boy named West who always takes my brekfast roll
               and he’s already the size of an elefant.
            

         

         
            Dear Phoebe,

            Yesterday it was my job to change the candlestiks. West sneaked trick candles into my basket and last night one of them went
               off like a rocket and singed Mr. Farthing’s brows. I got my hand caned for it. Mr. Farthing should have known I wouldn’t have
               done something so obvyus. West isn’t a bit sorry. He said he can’t help it if the teacher is an idyut.
            

         

         
            Dear Phoebe,

            I drew this picture of West for you, so if you ever see him, you will know to run away. I’m bad at drawing, which is why he
               looks like a pirate clown. He also acts like one.
            

         

         For four years, West Ravenel had annoyed and plagued poor Henry, Lord Clare, a small and weedy boy with a delicate constitution.
            Eventually Henry’s family had withdrawn him from school and brought him to Heron’s Point, not far from where Phoebe lived.
            The mild, healthful climate of the coastal resort town, and its famed seawater bathing, had helped to restore Henry’s health
            and good spirits. To Phoebe’s delight, Henry had visited her home often, and had even studied with her brothers and their
            tutor. His intelligence, wit, and endearing eccentricities had made him a favorite with the Challon family.
         

         
         There had never been a specific moment when Phoebe’s childhood affection for Henry had turned into something new. It had happened
            gradually, twining all through her like delicate silver vines, blossoming into a jeweled garden until one day she looked at
            him and felt a thrill of love.
         

         
         She had needed a husband who could also be a friend, and Henry had always been her best friend in the world. He understood
            everything about her, just as she did him. They were a perfect match.
         

         
         Phoebe had been the first one to broach the subject of marriage. She’d been stunned and hurt when Henry had gently tried to
            dissuade her.
         

         
         “You know I can’t be with you forever,” he’d said, wrapping his lean arms around her, twining his fingers in the loose curls
            of her red hair. “Someday I’ll fall too ill to be a proper husband or father. To be of any use at all. That wouldn’t be fair
            to you or the children. Or even to me.”
         

         
         “Why are you so resigned?” Phoebe had demanded, frightened by his quiet, fatalistic acceptance of his mysterious ailment.
            “We’ll find new doctors. We’ll find out whatever it is that’s making you ill, and we’ll find a cure. Why are you giving up
            the fight before it’s even started?”
         

         
         “Phoebe,” Henry had said softly, “the fight started long ago. I’ve been tired for most of my life. No matter how much I rest,
            I scarcely have enough stamina to last through the day.”
         

         
         “I have stamina for both of us.” Phoebe had rested her head on his shoulder, trembling with the force of her emotions. “I
            love you, Henry. Let me take care of you. Let me be with you for however long we’ll have together.”
         

         
         “You deserve more.”

         
         “Do you love me, Henry?”

         
         His large, soft brown eyes had glistened. “As much as any man has ever loved a woman.”

         
         “Then what more is there?”

         
         They had married, the two of them a pair of giggling virgins discovering the mysteries of love with affectionate awkwardness.
            Their first child, Justin, was a dark-haired and robustly healthy boy who was now four years old.
         

         
         Henry had gone into his final decline a year ago, just before the birth of their second son, Stephen.

         
         In the months of grief and despair that had followed, Phoebe had gone to live with her family, finding a measure of solace
            in the loving home of her childhood. But now that the mourning period was over, it was time to start a new life as a young
            single mother of two boys. A life without Henry. How strange that seemed. Soon she would move back to the Clare estate in
            Essex—which Justin would inherit when he came of age—and she would try to raise her sons the way their beloved father would
            have wished.
         

         
         But first, she had to attend her brother Gabriel’s wedding.

         
         Knots of dread tightened in Phoebe’s stomach as the carriage rolled toward the ancient estate of Eversby Priory. This was
            the first event outside of her family’s home that she would take part in since Henry’s death. Even knowing she would be among
            friends and relations, she was nervous. But there was another reason she was so thoroughly unsettled.
         

         
         The bride’s last name was Ravenel.

         
         Gabriel was betrothed to a lovely and unique girl, Lady Pandora Ravenel, who seemed to adore him every bit as much as he did
            her. It was easy to like Pandora, who was outspoken and funny, and imaginative in a way that reminded her a little of Henry.
            Phoebe had also found herself liking the other Ravenels she’d met when they’d come to visit her family’s seaside home. There
            was Pandora’s twin sister, Cassandra, and their distant cousin Devon Ravenel, who had recently inherited the earldom and was
            now styled Lord Trenear. His wife, Kathleen, Lady Trenear, was friendly and charming. Had the family stopped there, all would
            have been well.
         

         
         But Fate had turned out to have a malicious sense of humor: Devon’s younger brother was none other than West Ravenel.

         
         Phoebe was finally going to have to meet the man who’d made Henry’s years at school so wretched. There was no way to avoid
            it.
         

         
         West lived on the estate, no doubt puttering about and pretending to be busy while sponging off his older brother’s inheritance.
            Recalling Henry’s descriptions of the big, lazy sloth, Phoebe envisioned Ravenel drinking and lying about like a seal on the
            beach, and leering at the housemaids as they cleaned up after him.
         

         
         It didn’t seem fair that someone as good and kind as Henry should have been given so few years, whereas a cretin like Ravenel
            would probably live to be a hundred.
         

         
         “Mama, why are you cross?” her son Justin asked innocently from the opposite carriage seat. The elderly nanny beside him had
            leaned back to doze in the corner.
         

         
         Phoebe cleared her expression instantly. “I’m not cross, darling.”

         
         “Your brows were pointed down and your lips were pinched up like a trout,” he said. “You only do that when you’re cross or
            when Stephen’s diaper is wet.”
         

         
         Looking down at the baby in her lap, who had been lulled by the repetitive motion of the carriage, she murmured, “Stephen
            is quite dry, and I’m not at all out of humor. I’m . . . well, you know I haven’t kept company with new people for a long
            time. I feel a bit shy about jumping back into the swim of things.”
         

         
         “When Gramps taught me how to swim in cold water, he told me not to jump in all at once. He said go in up to your waist first,
            so your body knows what’s coming. This will be good practice for you, Mama.”
         

         
         Considering her son’s point, Phoebe regarded him with fond pride. He took after his father, she thought. Even at a young age,
            Henry had been empathetic and clever. “I’ll try to go in gradually,” she said. “What a wise boy you are. You do a good job
            of listening to people.”
         

         
         “I don’t listen to all people,” Justin told her in a matter-of-fact tone. “Only the ones I like.” Kneeling up on the carriage seat, the child stared
            at the ancient Jacobean mansion in the near distance. Once the fortified home of a dozen monks, the huge, highly ornamented
            structure bristled with rows of slender chimneys. It was earthbound, stocky, but it also reached for the sky.
         

         
         “It’s big,” the child said in awe. “The roof is big, the trees are big, the gardens are big, the hedges are big . . . what
            if I get lost?” He didn’t sound worried, however, only intrigued.
         

         
         “Stay where you are and shout until I find you,” Phoebe said. “I’ll always find you. But there’ll be no need for that, darling.
            When I’m not with you, you’ll have Nanny . . . she won’t let you stray far.”
         

         
         Justin’s skeptical gaze went to the dozing elderly woman, and his lips curled in an impish grin as he looked back at Phoebe.

         
         Nanny Bracegirdle had been Henry’s beloved primary caretaker when he was young, and it had been at his suggestion that she
            oversaw his own children’s nursery. She was a calm and comfortable woman, her figure stout in a way that made her lap the
            perfect place for children to sit while she read to them, her shoulders just right for crying babies who needed soothing.
            Her hair was a crisp white meringue swirled beneath the cambric pouf of her cap. The physical rigors of her occupation, such
            as chasing after rambunctious children or lifting chubby infants from the bath, were now largely left to a young nursemaid.
            Nanny’s mind was still sharp, however, and aside from needing an extra nap here and there, she was as capable as she had always
            been.
         

         
         The caravan of fine carriages progressed along the drive, conveying the entourage of Challons and their servants, as well
            as a mountain of leather-bound bags and trunks. The estate grounds, like the surrounding farmland, were beautifully maintained,
            with deep mature hedges and old stone walls covered with climbing roses and soft, fluttery bursts of purple wisteria. Jasmine
            and honeysuckle perfumed the air where the carriages came to a slow halt in front of the portico. 
         

         
         Nanny awoke from her light snooze with a start and began to gather odds and ends into her carpetbag. She took Stephen from
            Phoebe, who followed Justin as he bounded out.
         

         
         “Justin . . .” Phoebe said uneasily, watching him dart through the mass of servants and family members like a hummingbird,
            chirping little hellos. She saw the familiar figures of Devon and Kathleen Ravenel—Lord and Lady Trenear—welcoming the arriving
            guests. There were her parents, and her younger sister Seraphina, her brother Ivo, and Pandora and Cassandra, and dozens of
            people she didn’t recognize. Everyone was laughing and talking, animated by excitement over the wedding. A shrinking feeling
            came over Phoebe at the thought of meeting strangers and making conversation. Sparkling repartee wasn’t even a possibility.
            If only she were still dressed in protective mourning, with a veil concealing her face.
         

         
         In the periphery of her vision, she saw Justin trotting up the front steps unaccompanied. Aware of Nanny starting forward,
            Phoebe touched her arm lightly. “I’ll run after him,” she murmured.
         

         
         “Yes, milady,” Nanny said, relieved.

         
         Phoebe was actually glad Justin had wandered inside the house—it gave her an excuse to avoid the gauntlet of guests being
            received.
         

         
         The entrance hall was busy, but it was calmer and quieter than outside. A man directed the tumult of activity, giving instructions
            to passing servants. His hair, a shade of brown so dark it could easily have been mistaken for black, gleamed like liquid
            as the light moved over it. The man listened closely to the housekeeper as she explained something about the arrangement of
            guest bedrooms. Simultaneously he tossed a key to an approaching under-butler, who caught it with a raised hand and dashed
            off on some errand. A hall boy carrying a tower of hatboxes stumbled, and the dark-haired man reached out to steady him. After
            adjusting the stack of boxes, he sent the boy on his way.
         

         
         The man radiated a crisp masculine vitality that seized Phoebe’s attention. He was easily over six feet tall, with the athletic
            brawn and the sun-bronzed complexion of a man who spent a great deal of time outdoors. But he wore a well-tailored suit of
            clothes. How curious. Perhaps he was an estate manager?
         

         
         Her thoughts were interrupted as she noticed her son had gone to investigate the elaborate wood carving on one side of the
            grand double staircase. She followed him quickly. “Justin, you mustn’t wander off without telling me or Nanny.”
         

         
         “Look, Mama.”

         
         Her gaze followed the direction of his small forefinger. She saw a carving of a little nest of mice at the base of the balustrades.
            It was a playful and unexpected touch amid the grandeur of the staircase. A smile spread across her face. “I like that.”
         

         
         “Me too.”

         
         As Justin crouched to stare at the carving more closely, a glass marble dropped out of his pocket and hit the inlaid parquet
            floor. Dismayed, Phoebe and Justin watched the little sphere roll away rapidly.
         

         
         But its momentum was brought to an abrupt halt as the dark-haired man pinned it with the tip of his shoe in a display of perfect
            timing. As he finished his conversation, he bent to pick up the marble. The housekeeper bustled away, and the man turned his
            attention to Phoebe and Justin.
         

         
         His eyes were shockingly blue in that suntanned face, his brief smile a dazzling flash of white. He was very handsome, his features strong and even, with faint, pale whisks of laugh lines radiating from the outer corners of his eyes.
            He seemed like someone who would be irreverent and amusing, but there was also something shrewd about him, something a bit
            flinty. As if he’d had his share of experience in the world, and had few illusions left. Somehow that made him even more attractive.
         

         
         He came to them without haste. A pleasant outdoors scent clung to him: sun and air, a dusty, sedgelike sweetness and a hint
            of smoke, as if he’d been standing near a peat fire. His eyes were the darkest blue she’d ever seen, the irises rimmed with
            black. It had been a long time since a man had looked at Phoebe like this, direct and interested, and the slightest bit flirty.
            The strangest feeling came over her, something that reminded her a little of the early days of her marriage to Henry . . .
            that shaky, embarrassing, inexplicable desire to press her body intimately against someone else’s. Until now, she’d never
            felt it for anyone but her husband, and never anything like this fire-and-ice jolt of awareness.
         

         
         Feeling guilty and confused, Phoebe backed away a step, trying to pull Justin with her.

         
         But Justin resisted, evidently feeling it had fallen to him to begin the introductions. “I’m Justin, Lord Clare,” he announced.
            “This is Mama. Papa isn’t here with us because he’s dead.”
         

         
         Phoebe was aware of a brilliant pink flush racing from her scalp down to her toes.

         
         The man didn’t seem a bit flustered, only sank to his haunches to bring his face level with Justin’s. His low-pitched voice
            made Phoebe feel as if she were stretching across a deep feather mattress.
         

         
         “I lost my father when I wasn’t much older than you,” he said to Justin.

         
         “Oh, I didn’t lose mine,” came the child’s earnest reply. “I know exactly where he is. Heaven.”
         

         
         The stranger smiled. “A pleasure to meet you, Lord Clare.” The two shook hands ceremoniously. He held the marble up to the
            light, viewing the tiny porcelain figure of a sheep embedded into the clear glass marble. “A fine piece,” he remarked, and
            handed it to Justin before standing up. “Do you play Ring Taw?”
         

         
         “Oh, yes,” the boy replied. It was a common game in which players tried to knock each other’s marbles out of a circle.

         
         “Double Castle?”

         
         Looking intrigued, Justin shook his head. “I don’t know that one.”

         
         “We’ll play a game or two during your visit, if Mama doesn’t object.” The man gave Phoebe a questioning glance.

         
         Phoebe was mortified by her inability to speak. Her heartbeat was stampeding out of control.

         
         “Mama isn’t used to talking to grown-ups,” Justin said. “She likes children better.”

         
         “I’m very childlike,” the man said promptly. “Ask anyone around here.”

         
         Phoebe found herself smiling up at him. “You’re the estate manager?” she asked.

         
         “Most of the time. But there’s no job at this estate, scullery maid included, that I haven’t tried at least once, to gain
            at least some small understanding of it.”
         

         
         Phoebe’s smile faded as a strange, terrible suspicion flickered through her mind.

         
         “How long have you been employed here?” she asked cautiously.

         
         “Since my brother inherited the title.” The stranger bowed before continuing. “Weston Ravenel . . . at your service.”

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 2

         
         West couldn’t stop staring at Lady Clare. He had the feeling if he reached out to touch her, he would come away with his fingers
            scorched. That hair, blazing from beneath a simple gray traveling bonnet . . . he’d never seen anything like it. Bird-of-paradise
            red, with glimmers of crimson dancing amid the pinned-up locks. Her skin was flawless ivory except for a tender spray of freckles
            sprinkled across her nose, like a finishing spice on some luxurious dessert.
         

         
         She had the look of someone who had been nurtured: educated and well dressed. Someone who had always been lovingly sheltered.
            But there was a shadow in her gaze . . . the knowledge that there were some things no human being could be protected from.
         

         
         God, those eyes . . . light gray, with striations like the rays of tiny stars.

         
         When she smiled, West had felt a hot tug deep inside his chest. But immediately after he’d introduced himself, her winsome
            smile had faded, as if she’d just woken from a lovely dream into a far less pleasant reality.
         

         
         Turning to her son, Lady Clare gently smoothed a cowlick at the crown of his dark head. “Justin, we have to rejoin the rest
            of the family.”
         

         
         “But I’m going to play marbles with Mr. Ravenel,” the boy protested.

         
         “Not with all the guests arriving,” she countered. “This poor gentleman has much to do. We’re going to settle in our rooms.”

         
         Justin frowned. “Do I have to stay in the nursery? With the babies?”

         
         “Darling, you’re four years old—”

         
         “Almost five!”

         
         Her lips quirked. There was a wealth of interest and empathy in the gaze she bent on her small son. “You may stay in my room,
            if you like,” she offered.
         

         
         The child was appalled by the suggestion. “I can’t sleep in your room,” he said indignantly.

         
         “Why not?”

         
         “People might think we were married!”

         
         West concentrated on a distant spot on the floor, struggling to hold back a laugh. When he was able, he took a steadying breath
            and risked a glance at Lady Clare. To his secret delight, she appeared to be considering the point as if it were entirely
            valid.
         

         
         “I hadn’t thought of that,” she said. “I suppose it will have to be the nursery, then. Shall we go look for Nanny and Stephen?”

         
         The boy heaved a sigh and reached up for her hand. Looking up at West, he explained, “Stephen is my baby brother. He can’t
            talk, and he smells like rotten turtles.”
         

         
         “Not all the time,” Lady Clare protested.

         
         Justin only shook his head, as if the point weren’t worth debating.

         
         Charmed by the easy communication between the two, West couldn’t help comparing it to the stilted exchanges he’d had with
            his own mother, who had always seemed to regard her offspring as if they were someone else’s children who were bothering her.
         

         
         “There are far worse smells than a baby brother,” West told the boy. “Sometime during your visit, I’ll show you the foulest-smelling
            thing on the estate home farm.”
         

         
         “What is it?” Justin demanded in excitement.

         
         West grinned at him. “You’ll have to wait to find out.”

         
         Looking troubled, Lady Clare said, “You’re very kind, Mr. Ravenel, but we won’t hold you to that promise. I’m sure you’ll
            be quite busy. We wouldn’t wish to impose.”
         

         
         More surprised than offended by the refusal, West replied slowly, “As you wish, my lady.”

         
         Seeming relieved, she curtsied gracefully and whisked her son away as if they were escaping something.

         
         Baffled, West stared after her. This wasn’t the first time a highly respectable woman had given him the cold shoulder. But
            it was the first time it had ever stung.
         

         
         Lady Clare must know about his reputation. His past had been rife with more episodes of debauchery and drunkenness than most
            men under the age of thirty could ever hope to claim. He could hardly blame Lady Clare for wanting to keep her impressionable
            child away from him. God knew he would never want to be responsible for ruining a fledgling human being.
         

         
         Sighing inwardly, West resigned himself to keeping his mouth shut and avoiding Challons during the next few days. Which wouldn’t
            be easy, since the house was bloody full of them. After the newly wedded couple’s departure, the bridegroom’s family would
            stay on for at least three or four more days. The duke and duchess intended to take advantage of the opportunity to spend
            time with some old friends and acquaintances in Hampshire. There would be luncheons, dinners, excursions, parties, picnics,
            and long nights of parlor entertainments and conversation.
         

         
         Naturally all this would have to take place at the beginning of summer, when the estate farms were in a ferment of activity.
            At least the work gave West a justifiable reason to spend most of his time away from the house. And as far from Lady Clare
            as possible.
         

         
         “Why are you standing here dumbfloundering?” a female voice demanded.

         
         Torn from his thoughts, West glanced down at his pretty dark-haired cousin, Lady Pandora Ravenel.

         
         Pandora was an unconventional girl: impulsive, intelligent, and usually filled with more energy than she seemed able to manage.
            Of all three Ravenel sisters, she had been the least likely to marry the most eligible bachelor in England. However, it spoke
            well of Gabriel, Lord St. Vincent, that he was able to appreciate her. In fact, from all accounts, St. Vincent had gone head
            over heels for her.
         

         
         “Is there something you’d like me to do?” West asked Pandora blandly.

         
         “Yes, I want to introduce you to my fiancé, so you can tell me what you think of him.”

         
         “Sweetheart, St. Vincent is the heir to a dukedom, with a large fortune at his disposal. I already find him wildly enchanting.”

         
         “I saw you talking to his sister, Lady Clare, just now. She’s a widow. You should court her before someone else snaps her
            up.”
         

         
         West’s mouth curled in a humorless smile at the suggestion. He might have an illustrious family name, but he had neither fortune
            nor lands of his own. Moreover, the shadow of his former life was inescapable. Here in Hampshire, he’d made a new start among
            people who didn’t give a rag for London society gossip. But to the Challons, he was a man of ruined character. A ne’er-do-well.
         

         
         And Lady Clare was the ultimate prize: young, wealthy, beautiful, the widowed mother of an heir to a viscountcy and a landed
            estate. Every eligible man in England would pursue her.
         

         
         “I don’t think so,” he said. “Courting sometimes has the unpleasant side effect of marriage.”

         
         “But you’ve said before that you’d like to see the house filled with children.”

         
         “Yes, other people’s children. Since my brother and his wife are ably supplying the world with more Ravenels, I’m off the
            hook.”
         

         
         “Still, I think you should at least become acquainted with Phoebe.”

         
         “Is that her name?” West asked with reluctant interest.

         
         “Yes, after a cheerful little songbird that lives in the Americas.”

         
         “The woman I just met,” West said, “is not a cheerful little songbird.”

         
         “Lord St. Vincent says Phoebe is affectionate and even a bit flirtiddly by nature, but she still feels the loss of her husband
            very deeply.”
         

         
         West tried his best to maintain an indifferent silence. In a moment, however, he couldn’t resist asking, “What did he die
            of?”
         

         
         “A kind of wasting disease. The doctors could never agree on a diagnosis.” Pandora paused as she saw arriving guests funneling
            into the entrance hall. She tugged West toward the space beneath the grand staircase, her voice lowering as she continued.
            “Lord Clare was ill since the day he was born. He suffered dreadful stomach pains, fatigue, headaches, heart palpitations . . .
            he was intolerant to most kinds of food and could hardly keep anything down. They tried every possible treatment, but nothing
            helped.”
         

         
         “Why would a duke’s daughter marry a lifelong invalid?” West asked, puzzled.

         
         “It was a love match. Lord Clare and Phoebe were childhood sweethearts. At first he was reluctant to marry her, because he
            didn’t want to be a burden, but she persuaded him to make the most of the time they had. Isn’t that terribly romantic?”
         

         
         “It makes no sense,” West said. “Are we certain she didn’t have to marry in haste?”

         
         Pandora looked perplexed. “Do you mean . . .” She paused, trying to think of a polite phrase. “. . . they may have anticipated
            their vows?”
         

         
         “That,” West said, “or her first child was sired by another man, who wasn’t available to wed.”

         
         Pandora frowned. “Are you really that cynical?”
         

         
         West grinned at her. “No, I’m much worse than this. You know that.”

         
         Pandora moved her hand in a pretend swat near his chin, as if administering a well-deserved reprimand. Deftly he caught her
            wrist, kissed the back of her hand, and released it.
         

         
         So many guests had crowded into the entrance hall by then that West began to wonder if Eversby Priory could accommodate them
            all. The manor had more than one hundred bedrooms, not including servants’ quarters, but after decades of neglect, large sections
            were now either closed off or in the process of restoration.
         

         
         “Who are all these people?” he asked. “They seem to be multiplying. I thought we’d limited the guest list to relations and
            close friends.”
         

         
         “The Challons have many close friends,” Pandora said, a touch apologetically. “I’m sorry, I know you don’t like crowds.”

         
         The remark surprised West, who was about to protest that he did like crowds, when it occurred to him that Pandora knew him
            only as he was now. In his former life, he’d enjoyed the company of strangers, and had lurched from one social event to another
            in search of constant entertainment. He’d loved the gossip, the flirtations, the endless flow of wine and noise that had kept
            his attention firmly fixed outward. But since he’d come to Eversby Priory, he’d become a stranger to that life.
         

         
         Seeing a group of people entering the house, Pandora bounced a little on her heels. “Look, there are the Challons.” A mixture
            of wonder and unease colored her voice as she added, “My future in-laws.”
         

         
         Sebastian, the Duke of Kingston, radiated the cool confidence of a man who had been born to privilege. Unlike most British
            peers, who were disappointingly average, Kingston was dashing and ungodly handsome, with the taut, slim physique of a man
            half his age. Known for his shrewd mind and caustic wit, he oversaw a labyrinthine financial empire that included, of all
            things, a gentlemen’s gaming club. If his fellow noblemen expressed private distaste for the vulgarity of owning such an enterprise,
            none dared criticize him publicly. He was the holder of too many debts, the possessor of too many ruinous secrets. With a
            few words or strokes of a pen, Kingston could have reduced nearly any proud aristocratic scion to beggary.
         

         
         Unexpectedly, rather sweetly, the duke seemed more than a little enamored of his own wife. One of his hands lingered idly
            at the small of her back, his enjoyment in touching her covert but unmistakable. One could hardly blame him. Evangeline, the
            duchess, was a spectacularly voluptuous woman with apricot-red hair, and merry blue eyes set in a lightly freckled complexion.
            She looked warm and radiant, as if she’d been steeped in a long autumn sunset.
         

         
         “What do you think of Lord St. Vincent?” Pandora asked eagerly.

         
         West’s gaze moved to a man who appeared to be a younger version of his sire, with bronze-gold hair that gleamed like new-minted
            coins. Princely handsome. A cross between Adonis and the Royal Coronation Coach.
         

         
         With deliberate casualness, West said, “He’s not as tall as I expected.”

         
         Pandora looked affronted. “He’s every bit as tall as you!”

         
         “I’ll eat my hat if he’s an inch over four foot seven.” West clicked his tongue in a few disapproving tsk-tsks. “And still in short trousers.”
         

         
         Half annoyed, half amused, Pandora gave him a little shove. “That’s his younger brother Ivo, who is eleven. The one next to him is my fiancé.”
         

         
         “Aah. Well, I can see why you’d want to marry that one.”

         
         Folding her arms across her chest, Pandora let out a long sigh. “Yes. But why does he want to marry me?”
         

         
         West took her by the shoulders and turned her to face him. “Why wouldn’t he?” he asked, his voice gentling with concern.

         
         “Because I’m not the sort of girl everyone expected him to marry.”

         
         “You’re what he wants, or he wouldn’t be here. What is there to fret about?”

         
         Pandora shrugged uneasily. “I don’t really deserve him,” she confessed.

         
         “How splendid for you.”

         
         “Why is that splendid?”

         
         “There’s nothing better than having something you don’t deserve. Just say to yourself, ‘Hooray for me, I’m so very lucky.
            Not only do I have the biggest piece of cake, it’s a corner piece with a sugar-paste flower on top, and everyone else is sick
            with envy.’”
         

         
         A slow grin spread across Pandora’s face. After a moment, she said in an experimental undertone, “Hooray for me.”

         
         Glancing over her head, West saw someone approach—someone he had not expected to see on this occasion—and a breath of annoyed disbelief escaped him. “I’m afraid I’m going to have to start off
            your wedding festivities with a small murder, Pandora. Don’t worry, it will be over quickly, and then we’ll go back to celebrating.”
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 3

         
         “Who are you going to do away with?” Pandora sounded more interested than alarmed.

         
         “Tom Severin,” West said grimly.

         
         She turned to follow his gaze, as the lean, dark figure approached. “But you’re one of his close friends, aren’t you?”

         
         “None of Severin’s friends are what I would call close. Generally, we all try to keep out of stabbing distance.”

         
         It would be difficult to find a man still on the early side of his thirties who had acquired wealth and power at the speed
            that Tom Severin had. He’d started as a mechanical engineer designing engines, then progressed to railway bridges, and had
            eventually built his own railway line, all with the apparent ease of a boy playing leapfrog. Severin could be generous and
            considerate, but his better qualities were unanchored by anything resembling a conscience.
         

         
         Severin bowed as he reached them.

         
         Pandora curtsied in return.

         
         West leveled a cold stare at him.

         
         Severin wasn’t handsome in comparison to the Challons—of course, what man would be?—nor was he handsome by strictly conventional
            standards. But there was something about him that women seemed to like. West was damned if he knew what it was. Severin’s
            face was lean and angular, his build lanky and almost rawboned, his complexion librarian pale. His eyes were an unevenly distributed
            mixture of blue and green, so that in strong lighting they appeared to be two entirely different colors.
         

         
         “London was boring,” Severin said, as if that explained his presence.

         
         “I feel quite sure you’re not on the guest list,” West said acidly.

         
         “Oh, I never need invitations,” came Severin’s matter-of-fact reply. “I go wherever I want. I’m owed favors by so many people,
            no one would dare ask me to leave.”
         

         
         “I would dare,” West said. “In fact, I can tell you exactly where to go.”

         
         Before West could continue, Severin turned quickly to Pandora. “You’re the bride-to-be. I can tell by the sparkle in your
            eyes. An honor to be here, delighted, felicitations, et cetera. What would you like for a wedding present?”
         

         
         Despite Lady Berwick’s rigorous instruction in etiquette, the question caused Pandora’s propriety to collapse like a pricked
            balloon. “How much are you going to spend?” she asked.
         

         
         Severin laughed, delighting in the innocently crass question. “Ask for something big,” he said. “I’m very rich.”

         
         “She needs nothing,” West said curtly. “Especially from you.” Glancing down at Pandora, he added, “Mr. Severin’s gifts always
            come with strings. And the strings are attached to rabid badgers.”
         

         
         Leaning closer to Pandora, Severin said in a conspiratorial aside, “Everyone likes my presents. I’ll surprise you with something
            later.”
         

         
         She smiled. “I don’t need any gifts, Mr. Severin, but you’re welcome to stay for my wedding.” Seeing West’s reaction, she
            protested, “He’s come all the way from London.”
         

         
         “Where are we going to put him?” West asked. “Eversby Priory is packed full. Every room that’s slightly more comfortable than
            a cell in Newgate has been taken.”
         

         
         “Oh, I wouldn’t stay here,” Severin assured him. “You know how I am about these ancient houses. Eversby Priory is charming,
            of course, but I prefer the modern conveniences. I’ll be staying in my private train carriage, at the quarry railway halt
            on your property.”
         

         
         “How appropriate,” West remarked sourly, “in light of the fact that you tried to steal the mineral rights to that quarry,
            even knowing it would leave the Ravenels financially destitute.”
         

         
         “Are you still miffed about that? It wasn’t personal. It was business.”

         
         Hardly anything was personal to Severin. Which begged the question of why the man was really here. It was possible he wanted
            to become acquainted with the well-heeled Challon family with future business dealings in mind. Or he could be trolling for
            a wife. Despite Severin’s staggering fortune and the fact that he owned majority shares in the London Ironstone railway company,
            he wasn’t welcome in upper-class circles. Most commoners weren’t, but Severin especially wasn’t. So far, he hadn’t found an aristocratic family that was sufficiently desperate to yield one of their wellborn daughters
            in matrimonial sacrifice. However, it was only a matter of time.
         

         
         West scanned the gathering in the entrance hall, wondering what his older brother, Devon, made of Severin’s presence. As their
            gazes met, Devon sent him a grimly resigned smile. Might as well let the bastard stay, was his unspoken message. West responded with a short nod. Although he would have enjoyed throwing Severin out on his arse,
            no good would come of making a scene.
         

         
         “I’ll need only the slightest excuse,” West told Severin, his expression deceptively pleasant, “to send you back to London
            in a turnip crate.”
         

         
         The other man grinned. “Understood. Now if you’ll pardon me, I see our old friend Winterborne.”

         
         After the railroad magnate had sauntered away, Pandora took West’s arm. “Let me introduce you to the Challons.”

         
         West didn’t budge. “Later.”

         
         Pandora gave him an imploring glance. “Oh, please don’t be stubborn, it will look odd if you don’t go to greet them.”
         

         
         “Why? I’m not the host of this event, and Eversby Priory isn’t mine.”

         
         “It’s partly yours.”

         
         West smiled wryly. “Sweetheart, not one speck of dust in this place belongs to me. I’m a glorified estate manager, which I
            assure you the Challons will not find compelling.”
         

         
         Pandora frowned. “Even so, you’re a Ravenel, and you have to meet them now because it will be awkward if you’re obliged to
            introduce yourself later while passing one of them in the hallway.”
         

         
         She was right. West cursed beneath his breath and went with her, feeling ill at ease.

         
         Breathlessly Pandora introduced him to the duke and duchess; their teenage daughter, Seraphina; their youngest son, Ivo; and
            Lord St. Vincent. “You’ve already met Lady Clare and Justin, of course,” she finished.
         

         
         West glanced at Phoebe, who had turned away on a pretext of brushing invisible lint from the back of her son’s jacket.

         
         “We have one more brother, Raphael, who’s traveling in America on business,” Seraphina said. She had reddish-blond curls and
            the sweet-faced prettiness usually depicted on boxes of scented soap. “But he couldn’t return in time for the wedding.”
         

         
         “That means I can have his cake,” said the handsome boy with deep red hair.

         
         Seraphina shook her head and said drolly, “Ivo, Raphael would be so glad to know you’re managing to carry on in his absence.”
         

         
         “Someone has to eat it,” Ivo pointed out.

         
         Lord St. Vincent came forward to shake West’s hand. “Finally,” he said, “we meet the least seen and most often discussed Ravenel.”

         
         “Has my reputation preceded me?” West asked. “That’s never good.”

         
         St. Vincent smiled. “I’m afraid your family takes every opportunity to praise you behind your back.”

         
         “I can’t fathom what they find to praise. I assure you, it’s all in their imagination.”

         
         The Duke of Kingston, the groom’s father, spoke in a voice that sounded like expensive dry liquor. “Nearly doubling the estate’s
            annual yields is no figment of the imagination. According to your brother, you’ve made great strides in modernizing Eversby
            Priory.”
         

         
         “When one starts at a medieval level, Your Grace, even a small improvement seems impressive.”

         
         “Perhaps in a day or two, you might give me a tour of the estate farms and show me some of the new machinery and methods you’re
            using.”
         

         
         Before West could reply, Justin broke in. “He’s going to take me on a tour, Gramps, to show me the smelliest thing on the farm.”
         

         
         A glow of errant tenderness softened the duke’s diamond-blue eyes as he looked at the boy. “How intriguing. I insist on coming
            along, then.”
         

         
         Justin went to the duchess, locking his arms around her hips with the familiarity of a well-loved grandchild. “You can come
            too, Granny,” he said generously, hanging onto the complex draperies of her blue silk dress.
         

         
         Her gentle hand, adorned only with a simple gold wedding band, smoothed his dark, ruffled hair. “Thank you, darling boy, but
            I would rather spend time with my old friends. In fact”—the duchess sent a quick, vibrant glance to her husband—“the Westcliffs
            have just arrived, and I haven’t seen Lillian for ages. Do you mind if I—”
         

         
         “Go,” the duke said. “I know better than to stand between the two of you. Tell Westcliff I’ll be along in a moment.”

         
         “I’ll take Ivo and Justin to the receiving room for lemonade,” Seraphina volunteered, and sent West a shy smile. “We’re parched
            after the journey from London.”
         

         
         “So am I,” Phoebe murmured, beginning to follow her younger sister and the boys.

         
         She stopped, however, her back straightening as she heard Lord St. Vincent remark to West, “My sister Phoebe will want to
            go on the farm tour. It’s fallen to her to maintain the Clare lands until Justin comes of age, and she has much to learn.”
         

         
         Phoebe turned to St. Vincent with mingled surprise and annoyance. “As you’re well aware, brother, the Clare lands are already
            being managed by Edward Larson. I wouldn’t dream of insulting his expertise by interfering.”
         

         
         “Sister,” St. Vincent replied dryly, “I’ve been to your estate. Larson’s a pleasant fellow, but his knowledge of farming hardly
            counts as ‘expertise.’”
         

         
         West was fascinated to see a tidy spot of unruly pink sweep up Phoebe’s chest and throat. It was like watching a cameo come
            to life.
         

         
         The brother and sister exchanged a hard stare, engaging in a wordless argument.

         
         “Mr. Larson is my late husband’s cousin,” Phoebe said, still glaring at her brother, “and a great friend to me. He is managing
            the estate lands and tenants in the traditional manner, exactly as Lord Clare asked him to do. The tried-and-true methods
            have always served us well.”
         

         
         “The problem with that—” West began, before he thought better of it. He broke off as Phoebe turned to give him an alert glance.

         
         It felt like a collision, the way their gazes met.

         
         “Yes?” Phoebe prompted.

         
         Wishing he’d kept his mouth shut, West summoned a bland smile. “Nothing.”

         
         “What were you going to say?” she persisted.

         
         “I don’t want to overstep.”

         
         “It’s not overstepping if I’m asking.” She was irritated and defensive now, her face turning even pinker. With that red hair,
            it was a riveting sight. “Do go on.”
         

         
         “The problem with traditional farming,” West said, “is that it won’t work anymore.”

         
         “It’s worked for two hundred years,” Phoebe pointed out, not incorrectly. “My husband was opposed to experimentation that
            might put the estate at risk, and so is Mr. Larson.”
         

         
         “Farmers are experimental by nature. They’ve always looked for new ways to get the most they can from their fields.”

         
         “Mr. Ravenel, with respect, what qualifications do you have to speak on the subject with such authority? Did you have farming
            experience before you came to Eversby Priory?”
         

         
         “God, no,” West said without hesitation. “Before my brother inherited this estate, I’d never set so much as a foot on a farm.
            But when I started talking to the tenants, and learning about their situations, something quickly became clear. No matter
            how hard these people worked, they were going to be left behind. It’s a matter of simple mathematics. They can’t compete with
            cheap imported grain, especially now that international freight prices have dropped. On top of that, there are no young people
            left to do the backbreaking labor—they’re all heading north in search of factory jobs. The only solution is to modernize,
            or in five years—ten at most—the tenants will be gone, your country manor will have turned into a big white elephant, and
            you’ll be auctioning its contents to pay your tax bill.”
         

         
         A frown knitted Phoebe’s forehead. “Edward Larson has a different view of the future.”

         
         “While trying to live in the past?” West’s mouth twisted derisively. “I have yet to meet a man who can simultaneously look
            over his shoulder and see straight ahead.”
         

         
         “You’re impertinent, Mr. Ravenel,” she said quietly.

         
         “I beg your pardon. In any case, your tenants have been the lifeblood of the Clare estate for generations. You should at least
            learn enough about their situation to provide some oversight.”
         

         
         “It’s not my place to supervise Mr. Larson.”

         
         “Not your place?” West repeated incredulously. “Whose stakes are higher in all of this—his or yours? It’s your son’s inheritance,
            by God. If I were you, I’d have a hand in making the decisions.”
         

         
         In the weighted silence that followed, West realized how presumptuous he’d been to lecture her in such a fashion. Looking
            away from her, he let out a taut sigh. “I warned you I’d overstep,” he muttered. “I apologize.”
         

         
         “No,” Phoebe said curtly, surprising him. “I wanted your opinion. You’ve made some points worth considering.”

         
         West’s head lifted, and he looked at her with unconcealed surprise. He’d fully expected her to give him a sharp set-down,
            or simply turn on her heel and walk off. Instead, Phoebe had set aside her pride long enough to listen to him, which few women
            of her rank would have done.
         

         
         “Although next time you might try a gentler manner,” she said. “It usually helps criticism go down easier.”

         
         Staring into her silver eyes was like drowning in moonlight. West found himself at a complete loss for words.

         
         They were within arms’ reach of each other. How had that happened? Had he moved closer, or had she?

         
         His voice was a husk of sound as he managed a reply. “Yes. I . . . I’ll be gentle next time.” That hadn’t sounded right. “Gentler.
            With you. Or . . . anyone.” None of that sounded right, either. “It wasn’t criticism,” he added. “Just helpful hints.” Christ. His thoughts were in a heap.
         

         
         She was breathtaking up close, her skin reflecting light like the silk of butterfly wings. The lines of her throat and jaw
            were a precise framework for a mouth as full and rich as flowers in deep summer. Her fragrance was subtle and dry and alluring.
            She smelled like a clean, soft bed he would love to sink into. The thought made his pulse thump insistently . . . want . . . want . . . want . . . God, yes, he’d love to show her all his gentleness, browsing over that slender body with his hands and mouth until she was
            quivering and lifting to his touch—
         

         
         Stop this, you sodding idiot.
         

         
         He’d gone without a woman for too long. When was the last time? Possibly a year ago. Yes, in London. Good God, how could so
            much time have passed? After the summer haymaking, he would go to town for at least a fortnight. He would visit his club,
            have dinner with friends, see a decent play or two, and spend a few evenings in the arms of a willing woman who would make
            him forget all about red-haired young widows named after songbirds.
         

         
         “You see, I have to keep my promises to my husband,” Phoebe said, sounding nearly as distracted as he felt. “I owe it to him.”

         
         That rankled far more than it should have, jolting West out of the momentary trance. “You owe the benefit of your judgment
            to the people who depend on you,” he said in a low voice. “Your greater obligation is to the living, isn’t it?”
         

         
         Phoebe’s brows rushed down.

         
         She had taken that as a jab against Henry, and West couldn’t say for certain that he hadn’t meant it that way. It was absurd
            to insist the work of farming be done exactly as it had always been, without regard to what might happen in the future.
         

         
         “Thank you for your helpful hints, Mr. Ravenel,” she said coolly, before turning to her brother. “My lord, I would like a
            word with you.” Her expression didn’t bode well for St. Vincent.
         

         
         “Of course,” her brother replied, seeming not at all concerned about his imminent demise. “Pandora, love, if you don’t mind . . . ?”

         
         “I’m fine,” Pandora told him airily. As soon as the pair departed, however, her smile vanished. “Is she going to hurt him?”
            she asked the duke. “He can’t have a black eye for the wedding.”
         

         
         Kingston smiled. “I wouldn’t worry. Despite years of provocation from all three brothers, Phoebe has yet to resort to physical
            violence.”
         

         
         “Why did Gabriel volunteer her for the farm tour in the first place?” Pandora asked. “Even for him, that was a bit high-handed.”

         
         “It pertains to an ongoing quarrel,” the duke said dryly. “After Henry’s death, Phoebe was content to leave all the decisions
            to Edward Larson. Lately, however, Gabriel has been urging her to take a stronger hand in the management of the Clare lands—just
            as Mr. Ravenel advised a minute ago.”
         

         
         “But she doesn’t want to?” Pandora asked sympathetically. “Because farming is so boring?”

         
         West gave her a sardonic look. “How do you know if it’s boring? You’ve never done it.”

         
         “I can tell by the books you read.” Turning to Kingston, Pandora explained, “They’re all about things like scientific butter
            making, or pig keeping, or smut. Now, who could possibly find smut interesting?”
         

         
         “Not that kind of smut,” West said hastily, as he saw the duke’s brows lift.

         
         “You’re referring to the multicellular fungi that afflicts grain crops, of course,” Kingston said blandly.

         
         “There are all different kinds of smut,” Pandora said, warming to the subject. “Smut balls, loose smut, stinking smut—”

         
         “Pandora,” West interrupted in an undertone, “for the love of mercy, stop saying that word in public.”

         
         “Is it unladylike?” She heaved a sigh. “It must be. All the interesting words are.”

         
         With a rueful smile, West returned his attention to the duke. “We were talking about Lady Clare’s lack of interest in estate
            farming.”
         

         
         “I don’t believe the problem stems from a lack of interest,” Kingston said. “The issue is one of loyalty, not only to her
            husband, but also to Edward Larson, who offered support and solace at a difficult time. He gradually assumed responsibility
            for the estate as Henry’s illness worsened, and now . . . my daughter is reluctant to question his decisions.” After a reflective
            pause, he continued with a slight frown, “It was an oversight on my part not to anticipate she would need such skills.”
         

         
         “Skills can be learned,” West said pragmatically. “I myself was prepared for a meaningless life of indolence and gluttony—which
            I was thoroughly enjoying, by the way—before my brother put me to work.”
         

         
         Kingston’s eyes glinted with amusement. “I was told you were a bit of a hellion.”

         
         West slid him a wary glance. “I suppose that came from my brother?”

         
         “No,” the duke said idly. “Other sources.”

         
         Damn. West recalled what Devon had said about the gaming club, Jenner’s, started by the duchess’s father and eventually landing
            in Kingston’s possession. Of all the clubs in London, Jenner’s had the deepest bank and the most select membership, which
            included royalty, nobility, members of Parliament, and men of fortune. An endless flow of gossip and information was passed
            upward from the croupiers, tellers, waiters, and night porters. Kingston had access to the private information of England’s
            most powerful individuals—their credit, their financial assets, their scandals, and even their health issues.
         

         
         My God, the things he must know, West thought glumly. “Whatever unflattering rumors you’ve heard about me are probably true,” he said. “Except for the really
            vile and disgraceful ones: those are definitely true.”
         

         
         The duke seemed amused. “Every man has his past indiscretions, Ravenel. It gives us all something interesting to discuss over
            port.” He offered Pandora his arm. “Come, both of you. I want to introduce you to some of my acquaintances.”
         

         
         “Thank you, sir,” West said with a negative shake of his head, “but I’m—”

         
         “You’re delighted by my invitation,” Kingston informed him gently, “as well as grateful for the honor of my interest. Come
            along, Ravenel, don’t be a hairpin.”
         

         
         Reluctantly West closed his mouth and fell into step behind them.
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