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Learn the origins of the Great Family!

 

The Great Family was not always a great family.

In October 1843, Anna & Rhys, Natasha & Seth, Elisa & Vaughn all face problems, their hearts heavy with the challenges of life.

This is the origins story of the Scandalous Scions series—the first great family gathering, where traditions that will last a generation are born and Anna & Rhys, Natasha & Seth, Elisa & Vaughn meld into a single, united family.

Find out how the couples of Scandalous Sirens learn that together, they are stronger.
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About Queen of Hearts

In America, she met an Indian called River.

Sadie travelled to America when she was nineteen, leaving behind her great family, to learn more about her real parents and how they died.  While traveling in the Columbia River territories, her party is attacked by Indians and saved by a different tribe. Among them is the brave she comes to know as River.

Sadie learns that not only is River an Englishman, he is the son of the Duke of Caldwell. When his family learns he survived his parents’ death when he was an infant, River faces a choice: Leave Sadie and his tribe behind, or let the people of Caldwell suffer at the hands of his indifferent and selfish uncle…

This book is the thirteenth and final book in the Scandalous Scions series, bringing together the members of three great families, to love and play under the gaze of the Victorian era’s moralistic, straight-laced society.

This story is part of the Scandalous Scions series:
0.5 Rose of Ebony
1.0 Soul of Sin
2.0 Valor of Love
3.0 Marriage of Lies
4.0 Mask of Nobility
5.0 Law of Attraction
6.0 Veil of Honor
7.0 Season of Denial
8.0 Rules of Engagement
9.0 Degree of Solitude
10.0 Ashes of Pride
11.0 Risk of Ruin
12.0 Year of Folly
13.0 Queen of Hearts

A Sexy Historical Romance



 

Praise for the Scandalous Scions series

If you haven't started this series, start right now and you will fall in love with this very unconventional family during a time when rules, etiquette and unwritten rules had to be followed or the lack of them would bring scandal and ruin to an entire family.

I love these books. Tracy creates these characters so well and with such care. I really recommend reading this series.

I am overwhelmed by how much I have enjoyed this series so far. It was not superficial fluff as I thought it might be when I began. Cooper-Posey books have touched on so many universal themes.

Her characters are admirable people who love their family and are capable of deep romantic love as well.

I just love this series and the books just keep getting better and better. This series takes us on a romp through historical times, which I love.

If you haven't read this magnificent series you must do so now; you will love each story, be moved by each of them, fall in love with the heroines and heroes, you will cheer for them and just as loudly boo the villains.

Love this series and have bought them all.

This entire series is filled with so much love for each other and family, that there is no way you cannot be emotionally drawn into each story.
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The Great Families

 

Elisa and Vaughn Wardell 

Marquess of Farleigh, Viscount Rothmere

1825 Raymond, Viscount Marblethorpe (stepson)

1839 William Vaughn Wardell

1839 John (Jack) Gladwin Lochlann Mayes (fostered in 1846)

1842 Sarah Louise Wardell (D)

1843 Peter Lovell Wardell (January)

1844 Gwendolyn (Jenny) Violet Moore Wardell (adopted in 1848)

1844 Patricia Sharla Victoria Mayes (fostered in 1846)

1849 Blanche Brigitte Colombe Bonnay (adopted in 1851)

1853 Emma Jane Wardell (adopted at birth)

 

Natasha and Seth Williams

Earl of Innesford, Baron Harrow (Ire.)

1839 Lillian Mary Harrow

1840 Richard Cian Seth Williams 

1841 Neil Vaughn Williams

1843 Daniel Rhys Williams (February)

1846 Bridget Bronte Williams & Mairin May Williams 

1849 Annalies Grace Williams 

 

Annalies and Rhys Davies 

Princess Annalies Benedickta of Saxe-Weiden, of the royal house Saxe-Coburg-Weiden, Formerly of the Principality of Saxe-Weiden.

1835 Benjamin Hedley Davies (adopted in 1845)

1842 Iefan William Davies 

1843 Morgan Harrow Davies (October)

1843 Sadie Hedley Davies (adopted in 1845)

1846 Bronwen Natasha Davies 

1848 Alice Thomasina Davies (adopted at birth) 

1849 Catrin Elise Davies

 

And their children:

Natasha and Raymond Devlin

Viscount Marblethorpe

1857 Vaughn Elis Devlin (Raymond’s heir)

1861 Richard Seth Devlin

 

Lilly and Jasper Thomsett

1862 Seth Eckhard Thomsett (heir)

1863 Elise Marie & Anne Louise Thomsett

1864 George Jasper Thomsett (stillborn)

1876 Jessica Louise Thomsett

 

Sharla and Dane Balfour + Benjamin Hedley (Davies)

Duke of Wakefield

1867 Jennifer Jane Balfour & Benjamin Dane Balfour (heir)

1868 Alice Thomasina Balfour

1871 John William Balfour 

1873 Patricia Sharla Balfour

1875 Stephen Spearing Balfour

 

Bronwen Natasha Davies and Archeduke Edvard Christoffer of Silkeborg

1870 Christina Clara Elisa Bronwen 

1874 Edvard Erhard Jasper Nicholas 

 

John (Jack) Gladwin Lochlann Mayes and Gwendolyn (Jenny) Violet Moore Wardell-Ryder

Baron Guestwick, heir to the Marquess of Laceby 

1864 Jackson Vaughn Ryder

1866 Stuart Theodore Ryder

1869 Phillip Dane Mayes

 

William Vaughn Wardell & Bridget Bronte Williams 

Viscount Rothmere, heir to the Marquess of Fairleigh

1869 Elizabeth Anne Wardell

1871 Vaughn Raymond Wardell

1873  Mairin Elisa Wardell

 

Iefan William Davies & Mairin May Williams

1863 Adam Martel Davies (Adopted in 1874)

1864 Daniel Martel Davies (Adopted in 1874)

1866 Ève Martel Davies (Adopted in 1874)

1868 Alicia Martel Davies (Adopted in 1874)

 

Richard Cian Seth Williams & Eleanore Elizabeth Neville

1875 Cian Richard Williams

 

Daniel Rhys Williams & Catrin Elise Davies

1871 Alice Edwina Williams

1873 Rhys Raymond Williams

1876 Lisa Grace Williams

 

Neil Vaughn Williams & Blanche Brigitte Colombe Bonnay 

1875 James Rene Williams & David Neil Williams

1877 Brigitte May Williams

 

Peter Lovell Wardell & Annalies Grace Williams

1875 Delaney David Wardell

1876 Graeme Peter Wardell

 

Morgan Harrow Davies & Emma Jane Wardell (Williams) 

1875 Alexander Morgan Davies

1877 Blair Rhys Davies
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Chapter One

The TSS Queen of Hearts, Portsmouth Harbour, Portsmouth, Hampshire, Britain. May 1878.

Portsmouth was not Southampton in either grace or popularity. Southampton, twenty miles up-river, was where all the well-regarded shipping lines were permitted to dock. Portsmouth, on the other hand, was a far more workmanlike quay. Sadie stood upon the top deck and examined the dirty dock and the filthy clothing of the dock workers who scurried to catch the heavy anchor ropes her crew threw to them. She tried to be content.

After all, this was England. She had not stepped upon English soil for sixteen years. It would feel strange to do so now. Even the weather was different here—far more damp than she remembered, and not nearly as sunny as she was used to. New York could be cold and Washington even colder, yet the days there did not seem to press in on one the way this day was.

A man in a good suit stood upon the dock observing the Queen of Hearts tie up and the access ramps slide out to thud against the dock. He appeared to be a dandy—what they would call a toff, here, she supposed. He wore striped pants and a flower in his lapel. His top hat was tall. Yet he seemed to be taking an extraordinary interest in Sadie’s ship.

Perhaps it was one of her passengers who held his interest. Maybe he was waiting for them to descend to the dock. There were already carriages waiting for them. Sadie could see the hansom cabs and coaches, and blowing, pawing horses lined up along the edge of the road behind the dock and the official buildings and warehouses. Because it was May and a brisk wind blew over the water, no one alighted from their coaches to greet the passengers when they stepped off the ship.

She did not have a full roster of passengers for this journey. Sadie didn’t mind that, either. It was the maiden Atlantic crossing of the Queen. As she wasn’t publicly in the business of shipping yet, Sadie was happy with the twenty passengers she had brought over from New York. Their fares covered the costs of the crossing.

The passengers were descending by the main gangplank, while their luggage was ferried down the secondary ramp. The man monitoring the Queen did not move forward to greet the passengers.

Instead, he made his way over to where Dan Kempston, the Captain of the Queen of Hearts, stood at the bottom of the plank to bid everyone a polite farewell. He was an affable man, which was one reason why Sadie had employed him. He also had no lingering aversion to iron hulled steam ships and no romantic illusions about the glory of sailing ships.

Kempston had been the perfect choice, for he didn’t mind taking directions from a woman, either. She had been terribly lucky to find him within a few days of beginning her search for a captain for her new ship.

The dandy in the striped pants moved directly to Kempston, removed his top hat and spoke earnestly, while Kempston listened, his smile fading.

Then Kempston swiveled to look up at Sadie where she stood on the top deck. He pointed to the man, then at her.

The man wanted to speak to Sadie, then.

Sadie nodded and Kempston moved aside to let the man up the gang plank. Kempston called to one of the crew stowing ropes and chains on the main deck. The deckhand touched his forehead and came over to the top of the ramp as the dandy stepped onto the deck. The crewman would lead the visitor through the ship and up to where Sadie stood.

She put her back against the rail and stared out across the harbor, while the man climbed up to where she stood. She didn’t know who he was, except that he was not family or anyone she knew. Almost everyone she did know in England was family.

When the visitor stepped out onto the deck and thanked the crewman for his directions, Sadie saw he was older than she had first presumed. He came over to her, his top hat in hand. “Mrs. Watson?”

“I am. And you are?”

“Harold Standing. I am a journalist with The Times newspaper.”

“You came all the way down to Portsmouth?”

“The train only takes a few hours. Although you arrived early, considering when you left New York.”

“The advantages of steam, Mr. Standing. I don’t have to wait for the tides or the wind to be in my favor.” In fact, they had arrived six hours earlier than Kempston’s best estimate, which boded well for future journeys.

“May I interview you, Mrs. Watson?” Standing asked.

“Me?” Sadie laughed. “I think you may have wasted your few hours of travel, Mr. Standing. I have nothing interesting to say for your newspaper.”

“On the contrary, Mrs. Watson. You are the daughter of the Princess Annalies—”

“Adopted daughter,” Sadie amended quickly.

“Adopted,” Standing repeated, showing no irritation for the correction. “You are from one of the great families of England, you traveled to America by yourself when you were nineteen—”

“Hardly by myself,” Sadie corrected him once again. “I was a paid companion for a lady and her husband.”

The man grinned, showing uneven teeth beneath his full beard. He had quick, intelligent eyes. “Cynthia, Lady Collingwood. You stayed in America when they returned, though, and made yourself a rather large amount of money.”

“I made a fortune,” Sadie said, her tone dry. “That is what they would say in New York.”

“You made a fortune,” Standing said, with another quick, easy smile. “And now you are the owner of a boat—ship,” he corrected himself. “A steam ship seems to be an odd choice for a lady with a fortune. That is a story which will interest the Times readers,” he finished.

“I’m afraid there is little to add to what you already know, Mr. Standing,” Sadie replied. “I am not a very interesting person. I work hard and I have been lucky. That is all.”

“Yes, but why choose to buy a ship?”

A memory slipped into Sadie’s mind, one which often came to her when she was standing on this deck. The memory was old and there were few details she could clearly remember. She did remember the creak of ropes and the slush of water against a wooden hull. She had stood upon the top deck of a ship under sail, watching the enormous sails snap and fill with wind; the lift of the prow of the boat over waves and the steady, majestic path across a sea which stretched in all directions. The memory always came with the sound of Uncle Seth’s voice as he picked her up and put her on the tall barrel so she could see over the edge of deck railing. “There be England, by and by,” Seth had told her, pointing. “First, a smudge on the horizon you’ll think is merely smoke or your tired eyes. Then it grows larger and larger, until you can see houses and horses and people.”

“The sea is so big!” Sadie had told him, her voice sounding high compared to his.

“‘tis powerfully big,” Seth told her. “And this little sea we’re crossing is one of the smallest, yet still it is larger than most things on this earth. Makes one feel humble, which is the way a man should be.”

The memory petered after that. Sadie could not have been very old at all, yet she remembered the salt of the sea and the touch of the wind and sun upon her cheeks…and the breadth of the ocean. She had not known it then, but her love for the open sea and the far horizons had been instilled on that voyage.

Sadie blinked and brought her attention back to Mr. Standing.

He was scratching at his forehead. “I beg to differ, Mrs. Watson. Your story is the most interesting one I’ve written in a month. Investments and sessions in the House of Lords grow staid after a while. Will you be staying in England long?”

Sadie’s heart gave a little thud. “I’m not certain at this time,” she said truthfully. “I have a great deal of business to settle while I am here and won’t be socializing.”

“You won’t be visiting your family at all?”

“A short visit,” Sadie said carefully. “As you can see, Mr. Standing, I have no remarkable activities on my calendar worthy of reporting.”

The man dug in his fob pocket and withdrew a card and held it toward her. “You do understand I will be writing an article about your return to England, anyway?”

Sadie took the card. “If you wish to reduce the circulation of your newspaper by running such an unremarkable story, I cannot stop you.”

“Indeed, you cannot. Thank you for your time, Mrs. Watson.” Standing gave her a polite nod and put his hat back on, then moved across the deck to the bulkhead door and disappeared inside. The crewman shut the door behind him. He would escort the journalist off the ship.

Sadie turned once more to scan the land. From here, all she could see was the roofs of many houses, all of them belching smoke into the dull sky. Only forty-five miles to the west laid Marblethorpe, in west Sussex, where Papa Rhys and Mama Annalies now lived. Sadie could be there in just over an hour, using the trainline which now ran between Portsmouth and Storrington, and then on to London.

She was home. Really home. Despite fifteen years of living in America and traveling from coast to coast, Sadie still could not think of that place as home. She still considered herself an English subject. She always had, even when she had learned she had been born in America.

What a day it had been, the day she learned about her real parents! It had changed her life.

Sadie had turned eighteen only the week before, and she and Mama Annalies had been playing a tug-of-war for weeks. Sadie wanted to study at Cambridge—which was simply impossible for a woman—while her mother wanted her to attend her first season as an adult and lady and make connections with the peers of England.

No compromise existed which would satisfy them, for their wants were mutually exclusive. Sadie could attend a season or attend Cambridge. She could not do both.

Papa Rhys had stayed out of the conversation. He was too busy running his legal practice and was rarely home.

On the day Annalies called Sadie into the library, Papa Rhys had been home, though.

Sadie stepped into the small, well-stocked library and her mother closed the door behind her. Papa Rhys stood at the window, holding the lace curtain aside to peer at the traffic moving about Grosvenor Square.

“Oh dear. Am I about to be spoken to again?” Sadie asked, when she saw him.

Rhys let go of the lace and shook his head. “Nothing like that,” he assured her. “Your mother has been keeping me abreast of this discussion between you and her about Cambridge.”

“And the season,” Sadie said, letting her nose wrinkle. “I have explained over and over that I consider attending a season and making friends with the ton a waste of time. I am no one, Papa. I cannot be presented at court, for I am not a peer. And, it seems, I cannot attend Cambridge either.”

“Which is completely inequitable,” her mother said, shocking her.

Sadie turned to face her. “You think I should go, too? Why Mama, you never said such a thing before!”

Annalies nodded. “Because I was trying to do the right thing by you, darling daughter. I understand your dilemma, though.”

“Your mother would have attended university if such an option had been available to her when she was younger,” Rhys added.

“Or even now, if such a chance presented itself,” her mother said.

“Then you think I should petition to be allowed to attend?” Sadie asked, hope flaring in her chest.

“No,” Annalies shook her head. “I do not.”

Sadie’s lips parted. She sucked in a surprised breath.

“It is why we wish to talk to you,” Rhys said. “There is something you should know, which we should have told you a long time ago. Now it is unavoidable. We must explain to you about your parents, Sadie, so you understand why we are making the decisions we are.”

Sadie reached for the back of the nearest wing chair and gripped the high back. “I don’t want to know,” she whispered.

“You should know,” Rhys replied. “Your father was a good man, Sadie. He was my friend.”

Sadie drew in a sharp, shocked breath. “Your friend? I thought…I presumed…”

“That your parents were strangers to us?” Annalies finished. “Perhaps of no account?”

Sadie swallowed. She had thought such things of her unknown parents all her life, and much worse things, too. “I always thought you just…just picked me out of a foundling home. I had no idea…it did not occur to me you might know my parents.”

“We did,” Rhys said. “I went to Cambridge with Richard Hedley.”

Hedley. The one thing her parents had given her. Sadie Hedley Davies. Annalies and Rhys had kept that part of her heritage intact.

“Sit down, Sadie. You are pale.” Annalies drew her by her elbow and sat Sadie upon the wing chair. She brushed her hair from her forehand with a gentle touch and smiled at her. “I didn’t know either of them until shortly before they left for Canada.”

“They were friends of yours…” Sadie murmured, letting it sink it.

“Your father was a talented and gifted soldier,” Rhys said. “The Queen made him a Baronet for services to the crown in the Rebellions of 1837 and 1838 in what would become Canada.”

Sadie gripped her hands together. “A Baronet…!”

“A life peerage only,” her mother said. “It would allow you to be presented to the Queen and to have a proper season as a debutante.”

“I believe it is what your father and mother would have wanted,” Rhys added. “Richard was a good man and thought as I did—he would want you to have every opportunity to marry well and lead a full and happy life.”

Sadie blinked. “That is why you want me to attend a season so much?”

Rhys nodded.

“What happened to them?” Sadie asked. “Did he die in Canada?”

Rhys shook his head. “After the rebellions had been quashed, he and Elizabeth moved to New York. That is where you were born.”

Sadie could feel her jaw sag in an unladylike way. “I am American?”

Annalies laughed and brushed at her hair once more. “You are English, because your parents were.”

“I was born in America…” Sadie muttered. Really, this was very shocking!

“When you were two years old, the city suffered a cholera outbreak,” Rhys said. “Your parents, both of them, died on the same day. You escaped completely untouched. A neighbor and friend of your parents wrote to me to tell me what had happened and asked what to do with you. She was caring for you at the time.”

“Do you remember any of this, Sadie?” Annalies asked.

Sadie frowned. “I remember a dark room. Rooms. The curtains were drawn, even though it was frightfully hot…might that have been the place?”

“Possibly,” Rhys said. “It was August when your parents died.”

Sadie added, “I do remember Uncle Seth and a large ship…and the sea.”

Annalies smiled. “He brought you back home for us.” Her smile grew warmer. “When we heard the news, he took his fastest ship and sailed that very day for New York. He brought you back within the fortnight, and you became ours that day.”

“And Uncle Seth’s crewman,” Sadie added.

Rhys smiled. “You did like to go sailing with him. Do you see, Sadie? You have a legitimate claim among the ton. You are not the daughter of a duke, yet you are the daughter of a peer who earned his title through merit. You would be welcomed among society because of it. Your mother and father would, I suspect, be proud to see you take your place among them.”

Sadie nodded, her heart thudding unevenly. “I do see it now,” she admitted slowly and reluctantly.

“Then you will attend the Season?” Annalies asked, her tone anxious.

“I suppose I must,” Sadie said slowly. “It would be rather ungrateful of me not to attend, wouldn’t it?”

Rhys gave a great sigh. “Whatever you choose, Sadie, we will support it. I only thought you should have all the information before you decide, because it makes a difference, knowing the truth.”

The truth had changed the course of her life. Sadie had given up any idea of forcing the powers-that-be to allow her to attend Cambridge. Instead, she acquired a wardrobe suitable for a debutante and gone through the silly and so-serious business of being presented at court.

“Mrs. Watson?” Kempston said from the bulkhead door. He had one foot on the deck and the other inside, as if he was unsure of his welcome.

“I was woolgathering,” Sadie told him. “I do apologize. Please, step on.”

Kempston nodded and closed the door behind him. “I wanted to report to you, Mrs. Watson. The last of the passengers have left and the port authority has scheduled the offloading of the cargo for first thing tomorrow morning.”

Sadie nodded. “We cannot hold them accountable for a delay in scheduling when we arrived here so early. It will do, Captain. Thank you. Will you be staying on land while we’re at dock?”

“I’ve a mind to see a bit of England,” Kempston said. “It looks nothing like what it did when I was last here—but I was a small lad then.”

“I wasn’t much older than that, either,” Sadie said with a smile. “Please go ahead, Captain. Enjoy yourself.”

“‘till tomorrow. I’ll be here for the unloading,” Kempston said. He touched the brim of his cap. “You won’t be stepping out yourself, Mrs. Watson?”

The idea of moving about England, where she might run into people she knew, who might remember her… Sadie swallowed, as tiny invisible fingers rippled up her spine and made the flesh at the back of her neck prickle. “I will be staying right here, taking care of business,” she said firmly. “Except for one short journey to Sussex to see my family. I am not even sure I will travel as far as London.”

“That would be your loss, Mrs. Watson. London is a diverting place…at least that is what the passengers tell me.” Kempston touched his cap again and turned away.

Sadie watched him go. She didn’t consider it a loss to stay right here on her ship, conducting business which would put more money in her purse. There was nothing out there among the houses and smoking chimneys that she needed.

Nothing and no one.

No one at all.
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Chapter Two

Caldwell Manor, Caldwell, Swadlincote, Derbyshire. May 1878. A few days later.

I say, Rowan, are you finished with the newspaper? You’ve had it since before the kippers were served,” Chauncey said. His tone was polite, even ingratiating, as if he didn’t want to offend River. As if the use of his proper name wasn’t offense enough. Chauncey and his wife, Violet, were the only people still alive who refused to call him by his real name.

The English version of his real name, at least.

River tore his attention away from the article on page ten and folded the newspaper. He would come back and read the lengthy article later this morning, when no one was waiting for him to finish with the broadsheet.

Besides, he had learned enough from his quick, startled scan of the first few paragraphs.

Silently, River passed the folded Times to Chauncey and picked up his knife and fork once more. The kippers were quite cold. He’d forgotten to eat them when they were first served.

Chauncey’s wife, Violet, was already onto her second slice of toast and marmalade, nibbling with what she considered to be good manners. It gave her the appearance of a rabbit. River had long ago learned not to watch her eat.

He waved to Newman for the teapot. Tea and toast would have to do this morning.

“Are you quite alright, River?” Beatrice asked, putting her hand on the tablecloth close by his wrist—but not close enough to touch him. “You’ve turned still.”

“Still?” Chauncey said, with a laugh. “That’s an illness, to be sure.” He snapped the Times open.

Violet lowered her toast. “Yes, he does go still. I know exactly what you mean, Beatrice.” Her gaze scanned River’s face.

River tried not to roll his eyes. The stillness was ingrained, a product of over twenty years of hunting game on the prairies. There were no trees to hide behind on the open land. If a predator drew near, one grew still. It was the way of it. He could not explain that, though, for it would make Beatrice nervous—she hated reminders of his less-than-proper past.

“I’m fine,” he said, instead.

It was a lie, of course. In the grand scheme of things, it was just one small lie amongst a great many larger and smaller lies. It therefore made no difference.

He concentrated on buttering toast, wishing it was cornbread on his plate. He could almost taste the rough texture in his mouth.

“Would you prefer hot toast, Your Grace?” Newman asked, as he filled River’s teacup. “I can ask Cook to make a fresh round.”

“No, thank you, Newman,” River said. “I don’t have an appetite this morning, I’m afraid.”

Beatrice shot him another anxious glance. River focused upon spreading blackberry jam, failing to meet her gaze directly.

Silence returned to the table, as everyone settled back to reading their correspondence or newspapers.

River sipped the tea and took a bite of the cold toast with a grimace. He had no appetite because of the article in the newspaper, something else he could tell no one at the table.

Sadie is in England.

The memory inserted itself without prompting. He could almost feel her golden locks slide over the back of his hand, shining in the bright, foreign sun. “Timna’ilkwish,” he’d murmured. Heart of Fire. His name for her.

River realized he was holding the teacup in mid-air, forgotten. He lowered it, before anyone noticed his absent-mindedness again.

The article in the Times said Mrs. Sadie Watson, adopted daughter of the Princess Annalies, had come into great fortune in America and acquired a ship, the TSS Queen of Hearts. She had returned to England to deal with business matters and to visit with family.

There was much more in the article than those scant facts. What he’d gleamed was enough, though. The Queen of Hearts was in Portsmouth. He sat in a large rambling country house in Derbyshire. Compared to the plains east of the mountains, or the expanse of sea and land which had separated them for ten years, the distance now lying between them was nothing. It could be traversed in hours.

He could see her again. Stand before her again.

Only, that would never happen.

Sadie was Mrs. Watson, a fact he had learned years ago. And then, well… River glanced at Beatrice, who sipped her tea as she read a letter. Beatrice’s hair never glowed in the sunlight, but that was not her fault.

The Times had called Sadie an adventuress.

River realized his heart was working far too hard in reaction to the simple act of spreading jam. He put the silver knife down on the plate. It was badly balanced, with too much weight at the back of the hilt. He only realized now, after using the cutlery for ten years, that the lack of balance had bothered him every single time he used the silverware.

“How are your arrangements for the soiree coming along, Beatrice?” Violet asked River’s wife, with a false note of interest in her voice. Violet didn’t know that the way she held herself and the way she breathed whenever she spoke to Beatrice revealed to River the depth of her hatred for his wife.

Beatrice lowered her letter. “Quite well,” she confessed. “I found a replacement orchestra—Lord Exeter put me in touch with the fellow who conducts the orchestra at his Christmas ball, and the conductor has agreed to the date, so the music is set.”

“And I suppose you will have a prior engagement in Scotland or some such again this year, Rowan?” Violet asked, raising her voice.

River! My name is River! It was the name she had given him.

River smiled at Violet, his jaw tight. Then he noticed Beatrice’s face. She was resigned to learning he would not be able to attend her annual soiree again this year.

The voice of reason spoke. As always, when he reached for wisdom, River could hear Ishwayama’s quiet tones in his mind.

She is not to blame for the trap you stepped into, Átwana.

River hid his sigh, and said, “I believe I will be able to attend this year.”

Beatrice’s face lit up.

Violet looked surprised, then she scowled.

To see that expression on her face more often, River would attend a dozen soirees.

Beatrice and Violet discussed the arrangements for the soiree, Beatrice with animation and happiness, while Chauncey kept his silver head buried in the newspaper.

River barely heard the two women. He was wrapped in memories.

Did her hair still glow in the sunlight?
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Marblethorpe Manor, Marblethorpe, Chichester, West Sussex. May 1878. A few days later.

WHEN LISA GRACE HAD FIRST begun to draw and paint in earnest, she had sketched in soft charcoal a line drawing of Marblethorpe, which she had fixed with varnish and sent to Sadie in America. The letter and the drawing were kept in the box with a great many other precious letters from the family which Sadie had received over the years.

Now, for the first time, Sadie got to see Marblethorpe for herself, instead of imagining the details Lisa Grace’s drawing barely hinted at. To begin, she had misjudged how large the building and the formal gardens around it actually were. There had been no people in Lisa Grace’s picture for Sadie to use to measure the real size of the main building. The white walls and black slate rooflines seemed to spread for acres. A great many windows gleamed softly in the watery sunlight which had broken out when Sadie stepped off the train at the little station in Storrington.

She peered through the cab window curiously and with a touch of trepidation. A wire had arrived from Raymond, who was the head of the household at Marblethorpe and not Papa Rhys or Uncle Vaughn, who were both older. Raymond had suggested she come and stay at Marblethorpe, where the majority of the family were located these days. After so many scarcely avoided scandals and outright public shamings, the Season, it seemed, had lost most of its appeal for many of them. They lived in the big house close to the sea all year round.

Sadie made arrangements and let Captain Kempston know she would be gone for a single night. It was all the time she could afford. It was all the time she dared linger away from the ship.

Then she had boarded the train at Portsmouth and watched the countryside unfold. The hills and dales were smaller than she remembered. The houses, too. Everything was close together and cramped, here. Even New York, where the houses were built right beside each other, didn’t feel as crowded as the little she had seen of England so far.

On the other hand, Marblethorpe did not feel closed in at all.

Sadie used the driver’s hand to alight, while also trying to look up at the grand front façade of the elegant house. Mama Annalies had said it was a great house. Now Sadie could see she was right.

Sadie waited for the butler to emerge. She didn’t know Raymond’s butler, although the etiquette of the upper class was swiftly returning to her. The butler would have his footmen collect her small trunk, which the driver had dropped to the gravel. The butler would take her hat and gloves and parasol. He would show her through to whatever drawing room or sitting room Raymond was in right now. Then Raymond would welcome her to his home and finally, she would be shown to where the rest of the family might be.

At least that was the way it would go with any other family, even in New York.

Except as she stood waiting for the butler to emerge from the house, the front door was flung open and what seemed to be a dozen people hurried through the door. In front of all of them was Mama Annalies, her arms up and spread as she actually ran to where Sadie stood with her train in her hand.

Sadie felt her eyes widen, then Annalies was there, her arms around Sadie, and squeezing the life out of her, while Annalies babbled and laughed and hugged her once more.

Everyone else surrounded Sadie, all trying to say hello at once. Sadie looked at their faces and realized with a shock that everyone had grown much older. Which only made sense, of course. Fifteen years had passed since Sadie had last seen anyone but Daniel in one flying visit to New York.

Her mother had silver among her gold hair. Rhys had silver sideburns and brows and flecks of gray among his raven black hair. Uncle Vaughn stood by the front door, not quite joining in with the general melee around Sadie. He looked the oldest of them all and was still in mourning. Mama Annalies had mentioned in her letters that Vaughn had not fully recovered from Elisa’s passing.

Raymond…Raymond was a man in his prime. So was Jack and…why that was Daniel! And even Morgan and Iefan… And Mairin and Catrin… Also, there were children everywhere!

Sadie’s eyes ached with sudden, unexpected tears. The tears fell even though she found herself laughing and crying at the same time, with not nearly enough arms to hold everyone she wanted to, as soon as she wanted to.

Now she was home.
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“I DO BELIEVE THERE WILL be more of us here before the end of the day, too,” Mama Annalies said, as she took Sadie’s arm and drew her into the house. Everyone else drifted alongside them, listening and watching, including Papa Rhys. The children wove in and out of the adults, chattering and shrieking at each other.

“More visitors?” Sadie said, startled. “Surely…not just for me?”

“Of course for you, my darling,” Annalies replied calmly. “You’ve been away so very long. We all wanted to see you and hear about your life in America and about this ship of yours, too.”

“I did want to speak to Cian about that. Is he in London for the Season?”

“He’s at Innesford right now,” Annalies replied. “Little Cian has been ill, so they stayed at Innesford after Easter. Cian will be arriving on the afternoon train, although Eleanore is staying in Cornwall with the baby.”

Even better, Sadie thought. It would save her a journey to London and even saved her from having to travel to Cornwall, too. “Who are all these people?” she asked. “I don’t think you told me there were quite so many living at Marblethorpe, Mama.”

Annalies laughed. “The numbers drift from day to day. I’m not entirely sure how Collins manages to keep up with us all, only that he does marvelously well. Look, his footmen are bringing morning tea. I’ll walk you around the room, Sadie. Then you can say hello to everyone in turn.”

The first group Sadie and Annalies approached included her brother Morgan. He was even taller than Sadie remembered. He was now happily married to Emma. “Emma had to stay in Scotland,” Morgan explained as he kissed Sadie’s cheek. “She is with child again.”

“So soon after Blair…he isn’t even one yet,” Annalies murmured.

“You only just got married!” Sadie exclaimed.

Morgan smiled. “Four years ago. We have two sons already. And perhaps another son on the way.”

Sadie rubbed her brow and turned to the other man, who had not got up from his armchair…and blinked. “Why…Iefan!” she exclaimed. “I thought you lived in France or some such?”

The woman beside him, who looked very chic and European, laughed. “Sometimes it does feel as though we live there. We spend a great deal of time there. Hello, cousin Sadie.”

Because the woman was sitting beside Iefan, Sadie guessed this was Mairin. Mairin looked nothing like the young girl Sadie remembered running around Innesford in her short dresses, her twin sister Bridget beside her. “Mairin, you are lovely. Iefan is obviously an agreeable husband, which surprises me. He was an unholy terror as a big brother.”

Iefan rolled his eyes. “I would get up and kiss you hello, Sadie, but my leg is protesting today.”

Mairin rolled her eyes. “He spends too long on it, then complains when it aches.”

Sadie bent and pressed her lips to Iefan’s cheek. “It is very good to see you again,” she murmured and stood once more. “How many of these children are yours?”

Mama Annalies looked over her glasses. “Let me see. There is Adam, over there, with Daniel. Éve and Alicia on the other side of the table.”

“Four!” Sadie said, astonished. She had not thought Iefan the type of man to settle and have children. Marriage obviously agreed with him.

“Their mother was raising them all by herself,” Mairin said softly. “Iefan fought beside her husband in France and was there when he died. So when Marie passed on, it was quite natural to take them in.”

“And you really traveled to Marblethorpe just to see me?” Sadie said. “It is very sweet of you.”

Morgan gave a small laugh. “We combined business with the visit. I hope that doesn’t deflate you too much. I was to have met Iefan in London this week. As you were due to arrive in England any day, we decided to meet here and get all the business over and done with as well.”

“Come and speak to Daniel and Catrin,” Annalies said, tugging at Sadie’s sleeve.

Daniel and Catrin! Sadie remembered all three letters she had received telling her the news that Daniel and Catrin were to be married. One from Daniel, one from Catrin and a more contained letter from Sadie’s mother, also explaining that the wedding would be very quiet because of the scandal of a child born out of wedlock.

It was months later when Sadie learned the scandal had been so carefully smoothed over because both Catrin and Daniel were well known public figures, both writing under non de plumes. Catrin was Mrs. Coralie Armistead and Daniel was Gresham King—which delighted Sadie, for she had all three books of Gresham King’s adventures in her cabin on the ship.

Catrin and Daniel were sitting with Aunt Natasha and Raymond, all of them with their heads together, talking quietly. When Sadie and Annalies drew near, though, they sat back. All four smiled at Sadie.

As Sadie reached the pair of sofas where they were sitting, a young boy with light brown hair the same color as Daniel’s threw himself into Catrin’s lap, making Catrin wheeze. She laughed and held him, as Daniel tapped the boy on the shoulder and murmured a remonstration.

Catrin turned the boy about on her lap. He looked to be about five years of age. She laughed as Sadie and Annalies reached the space between the couches. “As he is in his usual hurry, you should probably meet Rhys, before he races off once more.”

Sadie looked at the child. “Hello, Rhys. I am your aunt Sadie.”

Rhys waved small fingers up and down. His grin was disarming. “Is it true you fought off wild Indians?”

Sadie blinked. “Goodness, that was a long time ago! And I didn’t fight them at all. Other Indians—good Indians—fought the bad ones.” It was a very simplified version of the truth, although it was something a child of his age would understand.

“Golly!” Rhys said, his tone awed. “Can I come with you to see the Indians?”

Daniel plucked the boy from Catrin’s lap, kissed his cheek, put him on his feet and tousled his hair. “Many, many years from now, we
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