
  
  
      
        
          A Beau for Christmas

          
		      
          Aileen Fish

        

        
          
          Aspendawn Press

        

      

    


  
  
Copyright © 2023 Aileen Fish
All rights reserved.
No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form without written permission from the publisher or author, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law.






  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Free Gift!
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter One
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Two
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Three
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Four
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Five
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Six
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Seven
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Eight
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Nine
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Ten
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Eleven
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Twelve
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Thirteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Fourteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Fifteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Sixteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Epilogue
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Excerpt: The Mistletoe Mishap
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        About the Author
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Other Books by Aileen Fish
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    
  


  
  Free Gift!


Sign up for my mailing list to be notified of sweet new releases, giveaways, and fantastic book sales, and get my sweet Regency romance novella, The Duke Who Loved Her! 
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  Chapter One


October, 1815
Lady Evelyn Sinclair glanced out the window of the drawing room, watching the villagers go about their daily business in the quaint streets of Lyminster. Though she missed the excitement of her Season in London, for now she was content to stay with her sister-in-law’s aunt, Lady Agnes Phillips, in this sleepy coastal village for a month or two while her companion was away. 
“The post has arrived, my lady,” said Lady Agnes’s maid. 
Evie eagerly took the stack of letters. Perhaps one was from her friend Charlotte, full of gossip from London. Or news from her mother. 
As she shuffled through the pile, her face fell. No letter had come for her, they were all addressed to Lady Agnes. With a sigh, she set the post aside. Another dull day in the country, she thought.
Still, Lyminster had its charms. She could call on her sister-in-law Julianna, who was just beginning to show with her first child. Or explore the shoreline, watching the ships come into port. Perhaps one of those ships would carry the man of her dreams to her.
Somewhere, there was a man worthy of her affections, she was certain. A gentleman as honorable and loving as her brother Nash. He didn’t need a title like her father the earl. He didn’t need to be wealthy. What she longed for was someone to enjoy life with, some shared interests, perhaps. He must be intelligent and kind, of course, and if he were handsome, that would be a delight.
A glance at the clock told her Lady Agnes would likely be napping for another hour, so now was the perfect time to call on Nash and Julianna. They only lived a few blocks away.
When a servant showed her into their home, Evie made her way to the drawing room, where she found Julianna resting on the settee, one hand placed gently on her belly, which to Evie’s eyes looked no larger than before she became pregnant.
“Good morning, dear sister,” Evie said brightly. “How are you feeling today?”
Julianna smiled. “Rather well, thank you. My morning illness is not such a bother anymore.” 
Evie sat down beside her. “Have you and Nash thought of any names yet?”
“Oh, it’s far too soon for that,” Julianna laughed. “We’ve barely had time to adjust to the idea that we’re to be parents. I can scarcely believe it’s real sometimes.”
Evie squeezed her sister-in-law’s hand excitedly. “Just imagine—in a few months you’ll be holding your precious babe. You’ll be such a wonderful mother, I just know it.” 
Julianna tilted her head. “And someday, hopefully soon, we’ll be celebrating your wedding and anticipating a new arrival for you as well.”
Evie nodded. “I do hope to find the right man next spring while I’m in Town. Someone I can truly build a life with.”
Julianna regarded her sympathetically. She was likely thinking about the heartbreak Evie had endured over Captain Carradine the summer she turned eighteen. Was that really only a year ago?
“It will happen for you, dear,” Julianna said gently. “Have faith. Yours is a loving heart, and you will recognize your perfect match when he comes along.”
“You’re right, of course. I must keep faith that the right gentleman for me is out there. And I am determined to find him during the upcoming Season in London.” She brightened as she thought of the balls, parties, and social events ahead. “Just remembering the dancing, the music, the new gowns . . .” She sighed dreamily. 
Julianna smiled indulgently. “You shall outshine them all, I’ve no doubt.”
Evie laughed. “Oh, I don’t know about that. But it will feel wonderful to be back amidst society again. And I am resolved not to pine after Captain Carradine any longer. I cannot fault him, really. He never implied there was more between us than friendship, so his sailing off to the West Indies shouldn’t have been a surprise.”
They continued to make small talk until Evie noticed the time and saw she needed to return to Lady Agnes. She bid Julianna farewell and made her way down the lane, nodding politely to the villagers she passed. She spotted a group of young ladies near a stone bench and altered her course to say hello.
“Good afternoon, Lady Evelyn,” said a pretty brunette named Margaret. “I’m Margaret Mills, and this is my friend, Lucy Edwards. How are you enjoying your visit thus far?”
“Quite well, thank you,” Evie replied, curious. “You know my name.”
The blonde named Lucy leaned in conspiratorially. “We heard you’d arrived with your aunt. She seems intent on making a match for you here in the village.”
Evie flushed. “Does she? I was not aware.”
Margaret smiled sympathetically. “Don’t trouble yourself. We are all well acquainted with Lady Agnes’s matchmaking tendencies.” 
Lucy nodded. “She fancies herself an expert in affairs of the heart. I myself narrowly escaped her machinations to pair me with the local blacksmith. My father would never allow such a match.” 
The girls tittered in amusement as Evie’s eyes widened. 
“Pay her efforts no mind,” Margaret advised kindly. “You need not settle for whomever she deems suitable. Follow your own heart in these matters.”
Evie nodded gratefully. “You are both so kind. I shall remember your wise words.”






  
  Chapter Two


The sun shone brightly through the stained-glass windows of St. Mary’s Parish as the children’s choir filled the church with their angelic voices. Evie, seated beside her Lady Agnes in one of the pews, found solace in the harmonious atmosphere—a welcome distraction from her thoughts about Captain Carradine, who refused to leave her memories no matter how hard she pushed them away. 
“Evie, my dear,” whispered Lady Agnes, leaning close so as not to disrupt the practice, “you must meet Dr. Cuthbert Walsingham and his children, Edward and Sally. He is a widower, you know, and quite eligible.”
Evie took in the man Lady Agnes indicated with a discreet nod of her head: a tall gentleman of around thirty-eight, with thinning, sandy blond hair and an air of quiet intelligence. Near the end of the front row of singers stood what must be his children, both bearing a strong resemblance to their father. The boy, who appeared to be about eight years old, exuded confidence, while the girl, perhaps five or six, simply mouthed the words the others sang.
“Of course, Lady Agnes,” replied Evie politely, though her heart was not in it. She had no desire for matrimony with a man nearly a decade her senior. Yet, she couldn’t deny that he had a certain charm, and the way his eyes sparkled when he smiled at his daughter endeared him somewhat to her.
“Dr. Walsingham is very well-respected in the village, and his children are delightful,” continued Lady Agnes, clearly intent on her role of matchmaker. “I believe a union with him would provide a stable and comfortable life for you, my dear.”
With a sigh, Evie decided to humor her aunt, despite her reservations. As the choir practice drew to a close, she accompanied Lady Agnes to greet the Walsingham family. Dr. Walsingham had a kind smile and a gentle demeanor that made it easy for Evie to converse with him.
“Edward and Sally are lovely, Dr. Walsingham,” Evie said, her eyes straying towards the two children playing nearby.
“Thank you, Lady Evelyn. Ned can be a handful, but Sally is rather shy in company.”
Evie found herself drawn to the merry group of children as they took a break from their choir practice. She approached them with a tentative smile, and soon enough, she was surrounded by their youthful exuberance.
“Are you learning a new song for Sunday service?” Evie asked a young girl with rosy cheeks and bouncing auburn curls.
“Yes, Lady Evelyn,” the girl replied enthusiastically, tugging at her skirt as she twisted and turned. “It’s called ‘Amazing Grace.’ Would you like to hear it?”
“Of course. I would be delighted,” Evie replied. The children gathered around her, their voices lifting in unison as they sang the hymn with unbridled joy. Evie clapped her hands in delight, laughing along with them.
“Bravo,” she exclaimed, earning a chorus of giggles from the children. Even Sally joined in the laughter, momentarily forgetting her shyness.
Evie turned to look for Lady Agnes, who seemed to have faltered, leaning heavily against a nearby pew. Her face was ashen, and beads of sweat dotted her brow. Evie hurried over to her side, concern tightening her insides.
“Lady Agnes, are you unwell?” she asked, supporting the older woman’s weight.
“Perhaps only a touch of fatigue, my dear,” Lady Agnes replied weakly, attempting a reassuring smile. “But I fear I may not be up to the walk home.”
Dr. Walsingham stepped forward. “Lady Agnes, please allow me to escort you and Lady Evelyn home. I shall call for your carriage, and it would be no trouble at all.”
“Thank you, Dr. Walsingham,” Lady Agnes replied gratefully. “Your kindness is most appreciated.”
“Think nothing of it, madam,” he said, offering his arm to the older woman. Turning to Evie, he added, “My children’s nanny will accompany Ned and Sally home.”
“Thank you, sir,” Evie replied.
The two children waved goodbye before scampering off with their nanny, their laughter fading into the distance.
As they began their slow journey towards Lady Agnes’s carriage, Evie was grateful Dr. Walsingham had been on hand. The vicar likely would have helped Lady Agnes out to the carriage, but if she was truly ill, it was nice to have the doctor there to take care of her.
As the carriage ambled gently through the village streets, the doctor cast a watchful eye over Lady Agnes, occasionally smiling at Evie reassuringly.
“Dr. Walsingham, I am certain Lady Agnes will be well after a night’s rest,” Evie said quietly. “Her niece tells me she has spells like this on occasion.”
“Indeed, Lady Evelyn, I do hope that is the case,” Bertie replied, his gaze still fixed on Agnes’s pale countenance. “Nevertheless, I’ll feel better when she reaches home safely.”
She nodded her agreement. She glanced at her aunt, who appeared fatigued but steadfast, offering a reassuring smile to both Evie and their escort.
A comfortable silence settled between them as they continued their journey home, passing neat rows of cottages and the occasional well-tended garden. Evie found herself observing the doctor more closely, noting the kindness in his eyes and the firm set of his jaw. If he were closer to her own age, she might find herself attracted to him. But she wasn’t about to admit that to Agnes. That would be an open invitation to meddle.
The carriage arrived at the doorstep of Lady Agnes’s house, with its ivy-covered walls and neatly trimmed hedges. The sun had begun to dip below the horizon, casting a warm, golden glow upon the brick facade.
“Thank you ever so much for accompanying us home, Dr. Walsingham,” Agnes said with genuine gratitude, her voice still somewhat weak from her earlier spell. “I do hope you’ll join us for tea before you leave.”
“Of course, Lady Agnes, it would be my pleasure,” he replied with a sincere smile, his concern for her well-being evident in his eyes.
Agnes made her way slowly into the house, leaning on the doctor’s arm for support. Once inside, she paused and turned to face him. “If you’ll excuse me, I think I shall retire to my bedchamber for a short while to rest. In the meantime, please make yourself at home in the drawing room. I’m sure Evie will be more than happy to entertain you.”
“Please, Lady Agnes, take all the time you need. Your health is of the utmost importance,” he assured her, his gaze flickering to Evie as he offered a reassuring nod.
With that, Agnes disappeared upstairs, leaving Evie and the doctor to go sit in the finely appointed drawing room. A fire crackled in the hearth, casting dancing shadows across the walls as the light outside continued to fade.
Evie fidgeted with the lace trim of her sleeve, feeling suddenly self-conscious in the doctor’s presence. She searched for something to say, anything to fill the silence that stretched between them like a yawning chasm.
“Um, Dr. Walsingham . . . I, uh, wanted to thank you again for your help today,” she stammered, her cheeks flushing with embarrassment at her own awkwardness. “I don’t know what we would have done without you.”
“Please, Lady Evelyn, think nothing of it,” he replied warmly, his easy manner and gentle smile helping to soothe her nerves. “It is a physician’s duty to assist those in need, and I
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