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Christmastide means dancing, kisses in the snow... and murder most foul.

Ever since May Day, the Honorable Caroline Ives has felt at sixes and sevens, partially due to the mercurial courtship from a certain handsome, if grouchy major, and partially because she’s been anxious to discover where she fits in the beau monde. What society deems proper isn’t what sets her soul on fire, but lending a hand to the major to solve mysteries—and enjoying his kisses—is. She wants him to secure her future, but he’s dragging his feet regarding the romance.

Life has changed for Major Felix Kourier. After partnering with the delectable and intelligent Caroline to solve a mystery, he suddenly has a new purpose for his existence. As he’s tried—and failed often—at courting the viscount’s daughter, he wonders if he should ask for her hand, for she is much like enjoying a rare sunny day. Perhaps doing so at a Christmastide ball would prove just the thing to secure the delightful lady who has turned his life upside down.

While the Christmastide season envelops London, fate interrupts the heady romance when the body of a prominent peer is found on the steps of St. Paul one rainy afternoon. What’s more, he was one of Felix’s friends. As a case unfurls, the unlikely pair is once more in their element. Investigating during the holidays is difficult, especially when a killer is adamant secrets remain unspoken. Staying a step ahead is key, and if the deductive couple wants their passionate courtship to proceed, they’ll need to prove more brilliant than a murderer’s mayhem beneath the mistletoe.
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December 17, 1820

Beckham House

Hanover Square

Mayfair, London

The Honorable Caroline Ives huffed as she read a letter from her younger sister, Debra, who was at their father’s country estate in Kent. Postmarked two weeks ago, it detailed all the successes she’d had since she officially came out into society in May.


...I have already had two offers of marriage since May. Can you believe that, Caroline? Mama has promised that they’ll host a Christmastide ball here during the holiday season, and Papa told me he would consider the two offers for my hand, though he’ll probably decline. He wants a titled man for me...



Of course. That was Papa. Yet again, Caroline felt relief to remain in London during the Christmastide season while the rest of her family had removed to Kent. She didn’t want to be reminded that she was firmly on the shelf and unmatched—titled or otherwise—especially in the face of Debra’s apparent success, but Caroline hadn’t fully lost the hope that her circumstances might change during this most romantic of seasons.

...wouldn’t it be funny if I were married before you?

Oh, hilarious. She shook her head as she frowned at the letter in her hands. Why did Debra constantly think what she had in her life was more than what Caroline enjoyed in hers? Of course she wasn’t jealous of her sister. Since that house party in May, she had a distracted courtship from Major Kourier and was his lover...

Wasn’t she? Granted, they hadn’t been alone together since he’d returned to London and she remained behind in Kent. Then when she’d finally come back to Town when her father needed to do his duty in parliament, the major had been as good as he word and had called on her at the earliest opportunity.

Yet the courtship was still only just that after six and a half months. If they were left somewhat alone, would Felix finally decide that he might want to propose?

Caroline snorted as she carefully folded the letter. Unfortunately, her father didn’t trust the major. He didn’t like him either. In fact, Papa thought Felix wasn’t good enough for her even though he had solved a murder at Papa’s house party in May and did his duties as constable as well. Because of that, since Caroline had opted to stay in London for the Christmastide season—where the major was also—he installed an elderly female cousin of his into the London townhouse to keep scandal at bay.

Not that there was an opportunity for scandal, low or otherwise.

“I can practically see you thinking.”

The sound of her aunt’s voice wrenched Caroline from her thoughts. She glanced across the table at the older woman, and for a few seconds, her mind blanked on what to say, for she’d been far removed from the conversation while reading her sister’s letter.

“I’m sorry, Aunt Georgiana. What were you saying?” She’d been woolgathering for so long, the tea in her cup was probably cold by now.

“I was telling you to disregard anything your daffy sister tells you. She lords it over anyone who will listen about how successful she thinks her debut season is or how many men she’s managed to string along.”

Caroline couldn’t help but chuckle. “Are you saying it’s not true?” Debra had been known to exaggerate before.

“Who can say? My nephew certainly doesn’t tell me anything unless it’s from his own perspective and narrative. But I suspect Debra is desperate for any sort of story that will make her seem more interesting than she truly is.”

Aunt Georgiana was a curious person. In her early eighties, she was Caroline’s father’s aunt on his father’s side. The woman had been in and out of their lives for the whole of Caro’s existence, and she usually showed herself as a frail old woman in front of the family merely for the fact that, according to her own words, it was time for everyone to wait on her hand and foot. She’d gained at least their respect in her old age.

However, in reality, Georgiana was strong, capable, and quite independent. She harbored a wicked sense of humor as well as cutting sarcasm when she wished. Additionally, she was wealthy as well, for her husband had left her well off, so she could do what she pleased, when she pleased, and didn’t often answer to anyone.

Truly, Caroline aspired to be like her.

“I wonder if you are correct. Debra does like to brag.” With a sigh, she exchanged the letter for her teacup, and sure enough, the liquid inside was tepid at best. Still, she took a large sip and swallowed it to encourage moisture into her dry throat.

“Don’t worry about her. I also suspect she does it to make you angry enough to respond.” The older woman shook her head. Strands of silver within her white hair sparkled in the candlelight of the overcast afternoon. “She believes, as does your mother, that having a spinster in the family somehow damages everyone within the connection.”

Caroline huffed out a breath. “As if I can help what I am.” Two months ago, she’d turned nine and twenty. Perhaps that was the magical age society deemed a woman a failure and a spinster.

Her aunt snorted. “It just shows that you have discernment and won’t accept any man who wanders through for a husband.” She shook her head. “Debra should take some of your advice. That girl, I fear, will marry in haste.”

“Perhaps, but if she does, merely because she doesn’t wish to be on the shelf, that is her mistake.” As if not having a man was such a terrible thing.

“Tell me about your major, dear,” her aunt said with a half-grin as she refreshed her own teacup. “How is the courtship progressing?”

“Unfortunately, I’m not sure that it is.” Caroline frowned as she admitted that aloud. Though in the last few weeks that Aunt Georgiana had been in residence, she encouraged her to go to Christmastide balls and parties and she wasn’t under any man’s thumb, they hadn’t talked intimately about the major. “Since Papa brought us back to Town at the end of September, I have seen the major perhaps once or twice each week. Sometimes not even that if he is working a case.”

Yet the fact that he hadn’t asked her to help on such things was also a cause for disappointment—or contention depending on the day—between them. Hadn’t she done a wonderful job in May when she’d assisted?

“Well, that doesn’t necessarily mean anything bad,” Aunt Georgiana said with a shake of her snowy white head. She peered at Caroline through the lenses of her half-moon spectacles, though whether or not she truly needed them was left to the imagination. “He might not have given thought to the subject of a proposal.”

“Or he doesn’t wish to be put into parson’s mousetrap,” Caroline said in a morose tone. “Isn’t that what gentlemen fear most?”

“Some of them do, but that’s because they’re all too stupid to know that being domesticated is actually good for them.” The older lady shrugged. “You’ll need to drop a few hints. Even the best of men are men at their best. If you don’t tell them what they need to do, they will continue to wander around lost.”

“But I don’t want to bully or prod him into a proposal. Isn’t that starting a marriage off on a sour note? I want him to want it as well.”

Her aunt cackled with laughter. “Then you might be even further on the shelf before he gets around to that way of thinking.” She took another sip of tea. “And giving him hints isn’t prodding him. You are merely showing him what a good idea an engagement can be, and how brave and manly it is of him to think of it.”

Caroline briefly pointed her gaze to the ceiling before focusing it on her aunt again. “That’s not romantic.”

“Neither is the other way, but that’s life, and men need as much help or guidance as they can get.” Her hazel gaze was as sharp as it had ever been. “Has he bedded you? If not, that would usher things closer, I’d imagine.”

Heat jumped into Caroline’s cheeks. “Aunt Georgiana!”

“Girl, stop acting as if your morals have been offended. It’s sex. It happens between people. Nothing scandalous about it despite what society says.” One of her thin eyebrows rose. “So, have you enjoyed his body like that? I’ll wager he has quite a delicious form.”

Something about the conversation made her laugh, for it was so absurd. “I have. A couple of times, and beyond that, there has been intense kissing between us.” She couldn’t help her wide grin. “Thank goodness I didn’t fall pregnant, or we wouldn’t be having this conversation.” And she certainly didn’t want Felix to offer for her out of obligation. “Don’t tell my father.”

“Of course I won’t.” Her aunt nodded emphatically. “Women should be allowed the same freedoms of men in our world. Why shouldn’t we have a bit of fun with a handsome man?”

Caroline’s eyebrows went up. “Are you still interested in such things at your age, Auntie?”

The look the older lady bestowed on her proclaimed a fool. “Of course I am. I’m not dead yet, young lady.”

It was a bit comforting to know that one could still enjoy that sort of activity into one’s eighties. Caroline nodded. “Good for you, Auntie.”

Whereupon the other woman huffed. “If you want your major to come up to scratch, you need to tell him that unless he wishes to define your future and his, you will accept other suitors.”

She frowned. “I don’t want anyone else, despite what Papa wishes me to do.”

Following the May Day ball, she’d remained in Kent with her family for the summer. Her parents had demanded it after her ordeal of nearly falling out a window in a folly to her death. While she’d understood that concern, she had longed to be in London where Felix was, but her family hadn’t returned until the end of September.

Felix had been good on his word. He’d come to call the very next day, but they had written letters throughout the summer so they weren’t complete strangers to each other, and when they’d finally had a few moments alone, they’d shared their first kiss since May Day.

Though it hadn’t been nearly enough for her.

To be fair, the major had courted her since then—when his schedule allowed—but they hadn’t been allowed to spend significant time together, for her father blamed the major for what happened to her at the folly in May, and oh how she wanted Felix’s body against hers again. Perhaps now that her family was away, she and the major could turn a corner in their relationship.

Aunt Georgiana nodded. “You’re an intelligent young woman. I’m sure you’ll think of some way to nudge the major along.”

Before Caroline could respond, her brother entered the room, and she frowned. “Andrew? Didn’t you go to Kent with the others?”

“At the start, yes,” he said as he came close and then bussed her cheek. He did the same to Aunt Georgiana, who narrowed her gaze on him. “After a week, I knew I couldn’t survive months of such family time, so I came back to London.”

“But we haven’t seen you, and that was weeks ago.”

He shrugged. “I’m comfortable at my rooms at the Albany, but I do have other interests in Town beyond the two of you.” With a wink, he settled into a chair. “I have made a list of plans with some of my friends.”

“As well as courtesans, I’ll wager,” her aunt said with dry humor.

Andrew snickered. “There is that. After all, one shouldn’t need to spend the holiday season alone, hmm?”

“How interesting.” Caroline wasn’t best pleased. This would put a damper on her potential plans if her brother was underfoot. “Yet you are here.”

“Indeed.” Aunt Georgiana rested her sharp gaze on him. “Which begs the question of why? From your own admission, you have rooms. There is no need to visit us.”

“Perish the thought, Auntie. Can I not see how my family fares?”

She snorted. “You can, but that isn’t characteristic of you.”

“True, and it all depends on how bored I am.” Then he frowned. “In any event, Papa wants me to keep an eye on Caro. He believes that gimpy major will ruin her.”

Hot annoyance rose in Caroline’s chest. “You don’t even know him. Neither you nor Papa do, so please refrain from referring to him in such a derogatory way.”

“Ah, has my little sister caught feelings for the man?” When she didn’t answer, Andrew drugged. “It doesn’t matter. Mama and Papa want you to marry well. A title, preferably, like they want for Debra. They don’t want you to hang about a man who has no future and no savings.”

“Not this again. Marrying well isn’t the only thing that matters in a relationship,” she argued with a look at her aunt.

Andrew waved off her comment. “It is for a woman. You need to be taken care of, Caro. You’ll keep someone’s house, be someone’s wife, have someone’s children. I imagine your days of galivanting after the grouchy major to solve crimes is over.”

Shock slammed into her chest. “Why?”

He stood and made his way to the door. “I’m to escort you to a couple of society events during the Christmastide season and make certain you’re introduced to the men Papa has already approved.”

“But I—”

Aunt Georgiana snapped her fingers at Andrew. “Be off with you, wretched man. Your sister still has the freedom to marry whomever she pleases, my nephew be damned. However,” she said with a hand raised when he would have interrupted, “it won’t hurt her to go about society for the next two weeks. If something happens, it does, but she has the power to guide where her life goes. I won’t hear arguments from either of you.”

“That’s fair,” Andrew said with a nod. “Caro?”

She nodded, for what else could she do? “Agreed.”

Aunt Georgiana glared at him. “Go away, my boy. I’m not through having tea with your sister, and what I have to say isn’t fit for weak male ears.”

“Ah, Auntie, it’s good to have you with us this Christmastide,” Andrew said with a grin, then he left the room, whistling a merry tune as he went.

No matter, Caroline’s confidence wavered. She rested her teacup in its saucer then struggled to her feet. “I think I’m going to go lie down for a bit.”

“Not until we are done with our conversation, my girl.” Aunt Georgiana glared her back onto the sofa. “If you truly wish to have the major in your life and you want to encourage him to propose, I’ll help you land your man.”

“How? You heard Andrew. Papa is going to fight me every step of the way.”

“Quite frankly, my girl, your father can go hang. Love and romance are important parts of everyone’s life. There is more to marriage than status and position. If he and your mother can’t understand that, then I feel sorry for them both.” Calmly, as if the past quarter of an hour hadn’t occurred, Aunt Georgiana continued to finish her tea. “You deserve happiness, Caroline. Don’t discount that in favor of following society’s rules.”

Caroline frowned, but she nodded. “Then you think I should pursue the major?”

“I do.” Finally, her aunt rested her teacup in her saucer. “What it is that you wish to do beyond marriage in your life? Do you have causes or charities you wish to champion or work with?”

“Well, I spoke with Felix about just this. He has encouraged me to do what I wish in regard to perhaps setting up a salon for women—servants or not—who wish to learn to read.” She shrugged. “Is that not good enough?”

“It’s good enough for me, but you don’t need to prove yourself to anyone. You are allowed to exist and be worthy merely because you are alive.” For long moments, her aunt eyed her with speculation in her expression. “If that is truly what is in your heart to do, I won’t stop you. However, you should make very certain that the major will agree to everything you want. I have seen far too many women give up dreams or interests merely to have a husband. It’s so disappointing.”

“As if our lives are supposed to disappear because we become a wife.” Caroline shook her head. “I’ve never understood why a woman is supposed to only become an extension of a man instead of being seen as his wife with her own unique skill set.”

“Exactly.” Amusement danced in her aunt’s eyes. “I knew you weren’t as far gone as your brother and sister.” A dry laugh escaped her throat. “What of solving mysteries or figuring out cases? Do you still intend to do that alongside  the major?”

Slowly, Caroline nodded. “If he will let me.” When her aunt cleared her throat, she added, “Or rather, I will. He has no right to what I do, so therefore, there is no need for permission given.” In many ways, such thinking was... freeing.

“Good girl.” Then she sighed. “You young people have worn me out. Perhaps I, too, shall have a lie down myself.” When she offered a hand, Caroline launched off the sofa to assist the older woman to her feet. “There is a rout I’m attending in a couple of days. I’ll take you with me to fulfil your father’s dictates, but it is up to you to have the major come ‘round to the idea of attending as well.”

“I will.” For the first time since she began tea, Caroline smiled. “Thank you for the support, Auntie. You have no idea how much I appreciate that.”

“Oh, I think I do, and perhaps my own life would have been different had I enjoyed the same.” Then she led Caroline from the room. “No matter. I have had an interesting and fulfilling life thus far, and I’m not done yet.”

“I hope I’m as courageous and unfettered as you as I follow my own path.” Would that include the major at her side?

Only time would tell.
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December 18, 1820

No 37 Russell Square

Mayfair, London

Major Felix Kourier sighed with relief and contentment as he settled into his favorite winged-back chair in the drawing room with his sock-covered feet propped on a footstool with an embroidered cushion. Cheerful flames danced in the hearth behind an ordinary iron grate while a chilly rain fell outside.

The only thing I’m lacking is a faithful dog.

Then he frowned, for he wasn’t fond of wintertime. It made his joints ache and his bones hurt, and the cold especially cocked up his old injury, which meant he had to rely more heavily on his cane, which rested against the side of his chair.

Christmastide. Bah.

Perhaps a dog wasn’t the only thing he lacked in his life. The time and companionship of a woman was the other. As the thought of Miss Caroline Ives bounced through his mind, he pulled her latest letter from the inside pocket of his jacket. Since that May Day house party, they’d written each other letters every week, for they’d been separated since she’d remained in Kent with her family until late September and he’d returned to London.

Truth to tell, their letters hadn’t truly stopped since she’d come back in Town, but they came less frequently, but each day one arrived, Felix had a brighter outlook for a bit. This one was dated two days ago.


... as much as I was looking forward to being in London alone for the Christmastide season, it seems my father doesn’t trust me not to get up to scandal. He’s installed his elderly aunt to live-in with me until the family returns after Twelfth Night...



Of course, his mind had jogged to wicked places, for perhaps they could finally have some time alone to reacquaint themselves carnally as well as to figure things out between them. Surely an elderly aunt would require several naps, and she wouldn’t prove an intrusive chaperone.

As he folded the letter and tucked it a box on the small table at his elbow, Felix frowned into the fire. It had been over six months since he and Caroline had worked on solving a murder case together, and just as long since he’d ruined the hell out of her. Were they now lovers? That was debatable, since they hadn’t come together carnally since then due to logistics and schedules, but that didn’t mean he hadn’t wanted to spirit her away and do wicked things to her.

Beyond that, he missed her presence in his life. He’d worked a few cases and had wished she’d been with him to provide insight and keep him from retreating into himself. Yet what he wanted from her, needed from her, was more than that. Every time he turned to ask her something or comment on something she might have interest in, of course she wasn’t there, and it made him even more grumpy than he’d been before.

Where did he hope this relationship would go, then?

“There you are. I’ve been looking everywhere for you.”

Dear God in heaven, why the hell can’t I be left alone for more than ten minutes?

When his sister came into the drawing room, he stifled a sigh. She and her children were staying with him for at least part of the holiday season while her husband was away on business. He was to join them on Christmas Eve, for their townhouse was being renovated after a small fire in the kitchen. At that point, they would journey to Surrey to spend the remainder of the season with her husband’s family. Since his older brother had recently taken the viscount title, he'd been anxious to host a gathering.

Honestly, to Felix’s way of thinking, the lot of them couldn’t be gone too soon. He hadn’t known a moment’s peace for a week since their arrival.

“Well, since I do have a position as consultant for Bow Street as well as being a private investigator, I am often not in residence.” He grabbed his brandy glass off the table and then took a sip. “Can I not relax in silence without being bedeviled by one of you?”

Felicity huffed as she flounced over to a low sofa and threw herself upon it. She was his junior by five years, making her six and thirty, soon to celebrate a birthday at the end of the month. She’d married just out of finishing school, for she’d been taken under their aunt’s wing. Since that austere woman was a viscountess, that sponsorship had helped Felicity land the third son of yet another viscount. They’d had two daughters: one now fifteen and the other  thirteen. But he’d died and she’d remarried, this time to one of Felix’s friends from the military eight years ago. She had two sons with him, ages seven and five.

Having four children beneath his roof, oftentimes fussing and arguing with each other, had tested the bounds of his patience.

“Do stop, Felix. You are such a curmudgeon.” His sister shook her head. “Family is important. You should learn how to appreciate yours.”

“Haven’t I let you stay here until your husband arrives?”

“You have, of course, but you should really try to spend time with your nieces and nephews. They are growing up so fast.” 

After knocking back the remaining contents in his glass, Felix swallowed and then rested the tumbler on the table. “I’m busy.”

“You are sulking,” Felicity countered with a shake of her head. “Which leads me to my next question.”

“Oh, God.”

She nodded. “Are you still courting Miss Ives?”

“As far as I know, I am.” Though he’d done a piss-poor job of it. The whole thing made him uncomfortable, and it was a bit awkward, especially when he couldn’t do what he wanted due to there being chaperones around. “Why?”

“It’s been over six months, brother dear. How do you feel about her?”

“That is something between the lady and me.”

“Don’t be like that.” His sister propped her forearms on the bolstered end of the sofa while leaning toward his chair. “Surely you have figured out by now how you feel. The two of you were thick as thieves together back in May. Have you abandoned her, then?”

“What?” How could she think that? “Of course not. I’ve been busy and—”

“That is an excuse, and you know it.” She huffed. “And not even a good one.” With the shake of her head, she lifted a blonde eyebrow in question. “Why haven’t you asked for her hand yet and made an honest woman out of her?”

“I am in the process of thinking about that.” Wasn’t he?

She snorted. “Do you truly think she’ll be happy being essentially your mistress this whole time?”

He scoffed. “Mistress is a bit off the mark, since that would imply I’ve set her up in a house or that we share bed sport on a regular basis. Neither of those things have happened.” And damn his eyes for having to admit that out loud.

“Oh.” Surprise jumped into his sister’s eyes. “Why not? Does your prick not work as it should due to your age?”

“What the devil?” Heat shot up the back of his neck. What had he done to be given such a precocious sister? “Of course that’s untrue. I do quite well with that, thank you.” He and Caroline had worked a couple of cases together since May here in London, but time together to chase carnal activities hadn’t come their way. “Also, I’ll have you know that one and forty isn’t as old as you apparently think.”

“It’s not exactly young either.” Felicity flounced into a more proper way of sitting on the sofa. “Listen, Felix, the longer you delay, the more problems might spring between you. And consider this, if you are engaged, the two of you will be afforded more freedom than you have right now.”

“That is not something I’ve considered.” Quite frankly, he desired Caroline still, wanted to continue learning the secrets of her body as well as spending time with her, but marriage? Was he that sort of man?

“You should.”

He heaved a sigh. “I don’t know if I’m a marriage-minded sort of man. What if I’ve been alone for too long? What if I’m too broken for any woman to be proud of?” These were all things that he worried about daily, especially since meeting Caroline.

“While I understand those concerns, some are unfounded. You merely need help breaking free from that shell of a curmudgeon. Miss Ives was doing an admirable job of that during the house party, but once you were parted from her again, you relapsed.”

“I did no such thing.” Felix shoved the fingers of one hand through his hair. “However, I will concede that when Caroline is present, I feel more... hopeful.” It had been quite some time since he’d felt that way. Being in London and knowing she was within Mayfair the same as he was but not being able to be in her company rankled.

Often.

“Consider this. If you continue dragging your feet about asking for her hand, some other man will surely snap her up. Miss Ives is a pretty young woman, and more or less on the shelf, so her parents will want her wed more sooner than later. And it probably won’t matter to whom.”

“Bah.” Felix frowned. “Lord Beckham doesn’t care for me, as a man or a good match for his daughter.” That was the truth.

She shrugged. “Is that going to stop you?”

“Quite possibly no, but if we did marry, there would be bad blood between us. I don’t imagine I can do that to Caroline.” In fact, after the contretemps from last May, he’d told Caroline that he didn’t need her father’s permission to court her. And he still meant the sentiment. Yet the knowledge he’d need to go through with it sent cold chills down his spine. “Yet I feel as if I’ll make a rubbish husband.”

That assumed Caroline would accept if he asked.

Felicity frowned. “Why would you say that? You attained the rank of major, for goodness sake, and you are quite a handsome man. If you refer to your injury, a pox on you. That doesn’t have any bearing on whether you’ll be a good husband or not.”

He allowed a small grin. “I appreciate your faith in me, but what do I know of being a husband? You must admit, our own father was a proper bounder most of the time.”

“While that is true, using him as your excuse isn’t well done. You saw how absent of a parent he was, or a husband, and you won’t make the same mistakes.” She shrugged. “Mama isn’t a decent role model either, yet I have taken pains to be a different sort of mother to my children than she was to us.”

Another truth. Even now, their mother resided in Bath where she could relax and take in the waters for her health. However, there was nothing wrong with her that Felix could ascertain other than being stubborn and generally impossible. She hated London and everything within it, so it was rare indeed that she came to visit.

“You are a lovely mother.”

A hint of a blush went through her cheeks. “Thank you. I don’t want my children to hate me once they are adults.”

It wasn’t that he despised his mother, he just would rather not be in the same room with her. She’d done nothing when his father had beaten him, had done nothing to protect him or Felicity when their father had come home pissing drunk, had done nothing when that same “father” had attempted to sexually molest Felicity one night when he was so inebriated he couldn’t remember who anyone was or where he lived.

Since that time, Felix had been overly protective of his sister, and it had been a damned relief when his father had died in a carriage accident before Felix had gone off for the army. It meant he wouldn’t need to worry over her safety while he was off fighting for England.

“Your children adore you, and you know it.” Helena was the oldest, followed by Athena, then the two boys from her second marriage, Alexander and Elias. Why she’d named her children after famous Greeks, he would never know, but it suited them, since they were all blond-haired. “In fact, I’ll wager Johnathan can’t wait until he can come home to you.”

Another blush went through her cheeks. “You are too sweet sometimes, Felix, which is why a part of you is being wasted by remaining single. I think you long for the love of a good woman.”

“And we’re back to me being lectured into proposing to Caroline.”

His sister grinned. “I just want you to be happy.”

“What makes you think I’m not that already?”

She snorted. “Because you are sitting in your chair, before your fire
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