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      Chapter One

      
     
      
      
      Hampshire, England

      
      August 1852

      
      Anyone who had ever read a novel knew that governesses were supposed to be meek and downtrodden. They were also supposed to
         be quiet, subservient, and obedient, not to mention deferential to the master of the house. Leo, Lord Ramsay, wondered in
         exasperation why they couldn’t have gotten one of those. Instead the Hathaway family had hired Catherine Marks, who, in Leo’s opinion, cast an unflattering shadow upon the entire
         profession.
      

      
      It wasn’t that Leo found fault with Marks’s actual abilities. She had done an excellent job of instructing his two youngest
         sisters, Poppy and Beatrix, in the finer points of social etiquette. And they had needed an inordinate amount of help, since
         none of the Hathaways had ever expected to mingle in the upper circles of British society. They had been reared in a strictly
         middle-class environment, in a village west of London. Their father, Edward Hathaway, had been a medieval history scholar,
         considered a man of good blood but hardly an aristocrat.
      

      
      However, after a series of unlikely events, Leo had inherited the title of Lord Ramsay. Although he had trained to be an architect, he was now a viscount with land and tenants. The Hathaways
         had moved to the Ramsay estate in Hampshire, where they had struggled to adjust to the demands of their new life.
      

      
      One of the greatest challenges for the Hathaway sisters had been to learn the absurd multitude of rules and graces expected
         of privileged young ladies. Had it not been for Catherine Marks’s patient instruction, the Hathaways would have rampaged through
         London with all the finesse of stampeding elephants. Marks had done wonders for all of them, especially Beatrix, who was undoubtedly
         the most eccentric sister of an already eccentric family. Although Beatrix was happiest romping through the meadows and woods
         like a wild creature, Marks had managed to impress on her that a different code of behavior was required in the ballroom.
         She had even written a series of etiquette poems for the girls, with such literary gems as:
      

      
      
         Young ladies must display restraint

         When speaking with a stranger

         Flirtations, quarrels, or complaints

         Put our reputations in danger

      

      
      Naturally Leo hadn’t been able to resist mocking Marks’s poetic abilities, but he had to admit privately that her methods
         had worked. Poppy and Beatrix had successfully navigated a London season, at last. And Poppy had recently married a hotelier
         named Harry Rutledge.
      

      
      Now only Beatrix was left. Marks had assumed the role of chaperone and companion to the energetic nineteen-year-old. As
         far as the rest of the Hathaways were concerned, Catherine Marks was practically a member of the family.
      

      
      
      Leo, for his part, couldn’t abide the woman. She aired her opinions at will and dared to give orders to him. On the rare occasions
         when Leo tried to be friendly, she snapped at him or turned away in scorn. When he stated a perfectly rational opinion, he
         could hardly finish a sentence before Marks had listed all the reasons why he was wrong.
      

      
      Faced with the immutable fact of her dislike, Leo couldn’t help but respond in kind. All during the past year he had tried
         to convince himself that it didn’t matter if she despised him. There were many women in London who were infinitely more beautiful,
         engaging, and appealing than Catherine Marks.
      

      
      If only she didn’t fascinate him so.

      
      Perhaps it was the secrets she guarded so zealously. Marks never talked about her childhood or her family, or why she had
         taken a position with the Hathaways. She had taught at a girls’ school for a short time, but she refused to discuss her academic
         tenure or explain why she had left. There were rumors, passed on by former students, that she might have been a poor relation
         of the headmistress, or that she was a fallen woman whose loss of status had obliged her to go into service.
      

      
      Marks was so self-contained and tenacious that it was often
      
      easy to forget she was still a young woman in her early twenties. When Leo had first met her, she had been the perfect embodiment
         of a dried-up spinster, with her spectacles and forbidding scowl and her stern hyphen of a mouth. Her spine was as unbending
         as a fireplace poker, and her hair, the dull brown of apple moths, was always pinned back too tightly. The Grim Reaper, Leo
         had nicknamed her, despite the objections of the family.
      

      
      But the past year had wrought a remarkable change in Marks. She had filled out, her body slender but no longer matchstick
         thin, and her cheeks had gained color. A week and a half ago, when Leo had arrived from London, he had been absolutely astonished to see Marks with light golden locks. Apparently she
         had been dyeing her hair for years, but after an error on the part of the apothecary, she had been forced to abandon the disguise.
         And whereas the darker brown locks had been too severe for her delicate features and pale skin, her own natural blond was
         stunning.
      

      
      Which had left Leo to grapple with the fact that Catherine Marks, his mortal enemy, was a beauty. It wasn’t really the altered
         hair color that made her look so different . . . it was more that Marks was so uncomfortable without it. She felt vulnerable,
         and it showed. As a result, Leo wanted to strip away more layers, literal and physical. He wanted to know her.
      

      
      Leo had tried to keep his distance while he pondered the ramifications of this discovery. He was confounded by his family’s
         reaction to Marks, which amounted to nothing more than a collective shrug. Why weren’t any of them even a fraction as curious
         about her as he was? Why had Marks deliberately made herself unattractive for so long? What the devil was she hiding from?
      

      
      On a sunny Hampshire afternoon when Leo had ascertained that most of the family was otherwise occupied, he went in search
         of Marks, reasoning that if he confronted her in private, he would get some answers. He found her outside in a hedged garden
         filled with flowers. She occupied a bench at the side of a graveled path.
      

      
      She was not alone.

      
      Leo stopped at twenty yards’ distance, drawing into the shade of a heavily foliated yew.

      
      Marks was sitting beside Poppy’s new husband, Harry Rutledge. They were engaged in what appeared to be an intimate conversation.

      
      
      Although the situation wasn’t precisely incriminating, neither was it appropriate.

      
      What in God’s name could they be talking about? Even from this remote vantage, it was clear that something of significance
         was being said. Harry Rutledge’s dark head was inclined over hers protectively. Like a close friend. Like a lover.
      

      
      Leo’s mouth fell open as he saw Marks reaching beneath her spectacles with a delicate hand, as if to wipe away a tear.

      
      Marks was crying, in the company of Harry Rutledge.
      

      
      And then Rutledge kissed her on the forehead.

      
      Leo’s breath stopped. Holding still, he sorted through an emulsion of emotions and separated them into layers . . . amazement,
         worry, suspicion, fury.
      

      
      They were hiding something. Plotting something.

      
      Had Rutledge once kept her as a mistress? Was he blackmailing her, or was she perhaps extorting something from him? No . .
         . the tenderness between the pair was evident even at this distance.
      

      
      Leo rubbed the lower half of his jaw as he considered what to do. Poppy’s happiness was more important than any other consideration.
         Before he went dashing over to beat his sister’s new husband to a bloody pulp, he would find out exactly what the situation
         was. And then, if circumstances warranted, he would beat Rutledge to a bloody pulp.
      

      
      Taking slow, measured breaths, Leo watched the pair. Rutledge stood and went back to the house, while Marks remained seated on the bench.

      
      Without making a conscious decision, Leo approached her slowly. He wasn’t certain how he was going to treat her, or what he
         was going to say. It depended on which impulse leaped out most strongly the moment he reached her. It was entirely possible that he would throttle her. It was equally likely that he would pull her to the sun-warmed grass and ravish her.
         He found himself stewing in a hot, unpleasant rush of feeling that wasn’t at all familiar. Was it jealousy? Christ, it was.
         He was jealous over a skinny termagant who insulted and nagged him at every opportunity.
      

      
      Was this some new level of depravity? Had he developed a spinster fetish?

      
      Perhaps it was her very reserve that Leo found so erotic . . . he had always been fascinated by the question of what it would
         take to demolish it. Catherine Marks, his fiendish little adversary . . . naked and moaning beneath him. There was nothing
         he’d ever wanted more. And that made sense, actually: When a woman was easy and willing, there was no challenge in it. But
         taking Marks to bed, making it last a long time, tormenting her until she begged and screamed . . . now, that would be fun.
      

      
      Leo walked toward her casually, not missing the way she stiffened at the sight of him. Her face became pinched and unhappy,
         her mouth strict. Leo imagined taking her head in his hands, kissing her for long lascivious minutes, until she was limp and
         gasping in his arms.
      

      
      Instead he stood with his fists in his coat pockets, surveying her without expression. “Care to explain what that was all
         about?”
      

      
      The sun glinted on the lenses of Marks’s spectacles, momentarily obscuring her eyes. “You’ve been spying on me, my lord?”

      
      “Hardly. Whatever spinsters do in their personal time doesn’t interest me in the least. But it’s difficult not to notice
         when my brother-in-law is kissing the governess out in the garden.”
      

      
      One had to give Marks credit for composure. She showed no reaction except for the tightening of her hands in her lap. “One
         kiss,” she said. “On the forehead.”
      

      
      
      “It doesn’t matter how many kisses, or where they landed. You’re going to explain to me why he did it. And why you let him.
         And try to make it credible, because I’m this close”— Leo held his thumb and forefinger a mere quarter inch apart—“to dragging
         you bodily to the coach road and putting you on the next cart bound for London.”
      

      
      “Go to the devil,” she said in a low voice, and sprang to her feet. She had taken only two strides before he caught her from
         behind. “Don’t touch me!”
      

      
      Leo turned her to face him, controlling her easily. His hands closed over her slender upper arms. He could feel the warmth
         of her skin through the thin muslin of her sleeves. As he held her, the innocent scent of lavender water rose to his nostrils.
         There was a faint dusting of talc at the base of her throat. The fragrance of her reminded Leo of a freshly made bed with
         pressed sheets. And oh, how he wanted to slip into her.
      

      
      “You have too many secrets, Marks. You’ve been a thorn in my side for more than a year, with your sharp tongue and your mysterious
         past. Now I want some answers. What were you discussing with Harry Rutledge?”
      

      
      Her fine brows, several shades darker than her hair, gathered in a scowl. “Why don’t you ask him?”

      
      “I’ve asked you.” Met with her mulish silence, Leo decided to provoke her. “Were you a different kind of woman, I’d suspect you of casting
         your lures at him. But we both know you don’t have any lures, don’t we?”
      

      
      “If I did, I certainly wouldn’t use them on you!”

      
      “Come, Marks, let’s attempt a civil conversation. Just this once.”

      
      “Not until you take your hands off me.”

      
      “No, you’d only run. And it’s too hot to chase after you.”

      
      
      Catherine bristled and pushed at him, her palms flattening against his chest. Her body was neatly packaged in stays and laces
         and countless yards of muslin. The thought of what was beneath . . . pink and white skin, soft curves, intimate curls . .
         . aroused him instantly.
      

      
      A shiver ran through her, as if she could read his thoughts. Leo stared down at her intently. His voice softened. “Are you
         afraid of me, Marks? You, who bludgeon and cut me down to size at every opportunity?”
      

      
      “Of course not, you arrogant ass. I only wish you would behave like a man of your station.”

      
      “You mean like a peer?” He raised his eyebrows mockingly. “This is how peers behave. I’m surprised you haven’t noticed by
         now.”
      

      
      “Oh, I’ve noticed. A man fortunate enough to inherit a title should have the decency to try and live up to it. Being a peer
         is an obligation— a responsibility— but instead you seem to regard it as a license to engage in the most self-indulgent and
         disgusting behavior imaginable. Moreover—”
      

      
      “Marks,” Leo interrupted in a velvety tone, “that was a perfectly wonderful attempt at distracting me. But it’s not going
         to work. You’re not getting away from me until you tell me what I want to know.”
      

      
      She swallowed hard and tried to look everywhere but at him, which wasn’t easy when he was standing right in front of her.
         “The reason I was talking privately with Mr. Rutledge . . . the scene you witnessed . . .”
      

      
      “Yes?”

      
      “It was because . . . Harry Rutledge is my brother. Half brother.”

      
      Leo stared at her downbent head, trying to absorb the information. The sense of being duped, betrayed, ignited a bonfire of rage. Holy hell. Marks and Harry Rutledge were siblings?
      

      
      “There could be no good reason,” Leo said, “for such information to have been kept secret.”

      
      “The situation is complicated.”

      
      “Why have neither of you said anything before now?”

      
      “You don’t need to know.”

      
      “You should have told me before he married Poppy. You were obligated.”

      
      “By what?”

      
      “Loyalty, damn you. What else do you know that might affect my family? What other secrets are you hiding?”

      
      “It’s none of your business,” Catherine shot back, now twisting in his grip. “Let me go!”

      
      “Not until I find out what you’re plotting. Is Catherine Marks even your real name? Who the hell are you?” He swore as she
         began to struggle in earnest. “Hold still, you little she-devil. I just want to—ouch!” This last as she turned and jabbed a sharp elbow in his side.
      

      
      The maneuver gained Marks the freedom she sought, but her spectacles went flying to the ground. “My spectacles!” With an aggravated
         sigh, she dropped to her hands and knees and began feeling for them.
      

      
      Leo’s fury was instantly smothered by guilt. From the looks of it, she was practically blind without the spectacles. And the
         sight of her crawling on the ground made him feel like a brute. A jackass. Lowering to his knees, he began to hunt for them
         as well.
      

      
      “Did you see the direction they went in?” he asked.

      
      “If I did,” she said, fuming, “I wouldn’t need spectacles, would I?”

      
      
      A short silence. “I’ll help you find them.”

      
      “How kind of you,” she said acidly.

      
      For the next few minutes the two of them traversed the garden on their hands and knees, searching among the daffodils. They
         both chewed on the gristly silence as if it were a mutton chop. 
      

      
      “So you actually need spectacles,” Leo finally said. 

      
      “Of course I do,” Marks said crossly. “Why would I wear spectacles if I didn’t need them?”

      
      “I thought they might be part of your disguise.”

      
      “My disguise?”

      
      “Yes, Marks, disguise. A noun describing a means of concealing someone’s identity. Often used by clowns and spies. And now
         apparently governesses. Good God, can anything be ordinary for my family?”
      

      
      Marks glared and blinked in his direction, her gaze not quite focused. For a moment, she looked like an anxious child whose
         favorite blanket had been set out of reach. And that caused an odd, painful twinge in Leo’s heart.
      

      
      “I’ll find your spectacles,” he said brusquely. “You have my word. If you like, you can go into the house while I keep searching.”

      
      “No, thank you. If I tried to find the house on my own, I’d probably end up in the barn.”

      
      Seeing a metallic glimmer in the grass, Leo reached out and closed his hand around the spectacles. “Here they are.” He crawled
         to Marks and faced her in an upright kneeling position. After polishing the spectacle lenses with the edge of his sleeve,
         he said, “Hold still.”
      

      
      “Give them to me.”

      
      “Let me do it, hardhead. Arguing comes to you as naturally as breathing, doesn’t it?”

      
      
      “No, it doesn’t,” she said immediately, and colored as he gave a husky laugh.

      
      “It’s no fun to bait you when you make it so easy, Marks.” He placed the spectacles on her face with great care, running his
         fingers along the sides of the frame, viewing the fit with an assessing glance. Gently he touched the tips of the earpieces.
         “They’re not fitted well.” He ran an exploring fingertip over the upper rim of one ear. She was remarkably pretty in the sunlight,
         her gray eyes containing glimmers of blue and green. Like opals. “Such small ears,” Leo continued, letting his hands linger
         at the sides of her fine-boned face. “No wonder your spectacles fall off so readily. There’s hardly anything to hang them
         on.”
      

      
      Marks stared at him in bewilderment.

      
      How fragile she was, he thought. Her will was so fierce, her temperament so prickly, that he tended to forget she was only
         half his size. He would have expected her to slap his hands away by now— she hated being touched, especially by him. But she
         didn’t move at all. He let his thumb brush the side of her throat, and felt the tiny undulation of her swallow. There was
         something unreal about the moment, something dreamlike. He didn’t want it to end.
      

      
      “Is Catherine your real name?” he asked. “Will you at least answer that?”

      
      She hesitated, fearful of yielding any part of herself, even that scrap of information. But as his fingertips slid along her
         neck, the light caress seemed to disarm her. A bloom of color rose from her throat.
      

      
      “Yes,” she choked out. “It’s Catherine.”

      
      They were still kneeling together, her skirts having billowed and settled everywhere. Folds of flower-printed muslin had
         been caught under one of Leo’s knees. His body reacted strongly to her nearness, heat sliding beneath his skin and gathering in inconvenient places. Muscles tightened, thickened. He would
         have to put an end to this, or he was going to do something they would both regret.
      

      
      “I’ll help you up,” Leo said brusquely, making to rise. “We’ll go inside. I warn you, however, I’m not through with you yet.
         There’s more I—”
      

      
      But he broke off, because as Marks had tried to struggle upward, her body had brushed against his. They went still, caught
         front to front, their breath mingling in uneven surges.
      

      
      The dreamlike feeling intensified. The two of them were kneeling in a summer garden, the air weighted with the perfume of
         hot crushed grass and scarlet poppies . . . and Catherine Marks was in his arms. Her hair shimmered in the sunlight, her skin
         petal-soft. Her upper lip was nearly as full as the lower, the curves as delicate and smooth as a ripe persimmon. Staring
         at her mouth, he felt the hairs on the back of his neck lift in reflexive excitement.
      

      
      Some temptations, Leo decided hazily, should not be resisted. Because they were so persistent that they would only keep
         returning, time and again. Therefore such temptations absolutely had to be yielded to— it was the only way to be rid of them.
      

      
      “Damn it,” he said raggedly, “I’ll do it. Even knowing I’ll be annihilated afterward.”

      
      “You’ll do what?” Marks asked, her eyes huge.

      
      “This.”

      
      And his mouth descended to hers.

      
      At last, every muscle in his body seemed to sigh. At last. The sensation was so pleasurable that for a moment Leo couldn’t even
         move, just felt her mouth with his mouth. Sinking into the feeling, Leo let it take him. He stopped thinking altogether and
         did everything and anything he wanted . . . tugging at her upper lip and then her lower one, sealing their mouths together, touching his tongue to hers, playing with her. One kiss started
         before another had finished, a chain of erotic strokes and skims and nudges. The delight of it went all through him, echoing
         in every vein and nerve.
      

      
      And God help him, he ached for more. He was dying to put his hands inside her clothes, and feel every inch of her body. He
         wanted to drag his mouth over her in intimate trails, kiss and taste every part of her. Marks responded helplessly, curling
         her arm around his neck. She moved against him as if sensation were coming from all directions. And it was. They both struggled
         to press closer, tighter, their bodies pursuing a new and unsteady rhythm. Had they not been separated by so many layers of
         clothing, it would have been outright lovemaking.
      

      
      Leo continued to kiss her long after he should have stopped, not only for the sheer pleasure of it, but also because he was
         reluctant to face what would happen afterward. Their cantankerous relationship could not resume as usual after something like
         this. It had been set on a new track with an unknown destination, and Leo was certain that neither of them were going to like
         where it led.
      

      
      Finding that he couldn’t release her all at once, he did it by degrees, letting his mouth nuzzle the edge of her jaw, following
         to the vulnerable hollow behind her ear. Her pulse was swift and vibrant against his lips.
      

      
      “Marks,” he said on a rough breath, “I was afraid of this. Somehow I knew . . .” Breaking off, he lifted his head and looked
         down at her.
      

      
      She squinted through the mist that had accumulated on her lenses. “My spectacles . . . I’ve lost them again.”

      
      “No, you haven’t. There’s steam on the lenses.”

      
      
      As the fogged spectacles cleared, Marks shoved at him. She struggled to her feet, frantically swatting away his efforts to
         help.
      

      
      They stared at each other. It was hard to say which one of them was more appalled.

      
      But judging from her expression, it was probably Marks.

      
      “This never happened,” she snapped. “If you have the gall ever to mention it, I’ll deny it to my last breath.” She gave her
         skirts a few agitated whacks to remove the bits of leaves and grass, and shot Leo a fierce warning glance. “I’m going to the
         house now. And don’t follow me!”
      

   



      
      Chapter Two

      
      
      
      
      Their paths didn’t intersect again until dinner, a crowded affair that included his sisters Amelia, Win, and Poppy, and their
         respective husbands Cam Rohan, Kev Merripen, and Harry Rutledge. Catherine Marks sat with Beatrix at the far end of the table.
      

      
      So far none of Leo’s sisters had chosen conventional men to wed. Rohan and Merripen were both Romany Gypsies, which accounted
         in part for their ability to fit in easily with the off-kilter Hathaways. And Poppy’s husband, Harry Rutledge, was an eccentric
         hotelier, a powerful man whose enemies reputedly liked him more than his friends did.
      

      
      Could it be true that Catherine Marks was Harry’s sister?

      
      Leo glanced from one to the other of them at dinner, searching for similarities. Damned if I can’t see a resemblance, he thought. The high cheekbones, the straight lines of the brows, the slight feline tilt at the outward corners of the eyes.
      

      
      “I need to speak to you,” Leo said to Amelia as soon as dinner had concluded. “In private.”

      
      Her blue eyes widened with curiosity. “Of course. Shall we walk? It’s still light outside.”

      
      Leo gave her a curt nod.

      
      
      As the two oldest Hathaway siblings, Leo and Amelia had had their share of arguments. However, she was his favorite person
         in the world, not to mention his closest confidant. Amelia had a great deal of common sense, and she never hesitated to say
         what she thought.
      

      
      No one had ever expected the pragmatic Amelia to be swept off her feet by Cam Rohan, a dashing Romany Gypsy. But Cam had managed
         to seduce and marry Amelia before she had quite known what was happening. And as it had turned out, Cam was able to provide
         the level-headed guidance the Hathaways had needed. With his black hair worn a trifle too long and a diamond stud glittering
         in one ear, he was hardly the image of a staid family patriarch. But it was Cam’s unconventionality that allowed him to manage
         the Hathaways so adeptly. Now he and Amelia had a nine-month-old son, Rye, who had his father’s dark hair and his mother’s
         blue eyes.
      

      
      Walking leisurely along the private drive with Amelia, Leo cast a proprietary glance at their surroundings. In summer, the
         Hampshire sun lingered until at least nine o’clock, illuminating a mosaic of woodland, heath, and grass meadows. Rivers and
         streams scored the landscape, feeding bogs and wet meadows teeming with prolific wildlife. Although the Ramsay estate was
         certainly not the largest in Hampshire, it was one of the more beautiful, with an ancient timber forest and three thousand
         acres of arable land.
      

      
      In the past year Leo had come to know the estate tenants, he had made improvements in irrigation and drainage, repaired fences,
         gates, and buildings . . . and the devil knew he had learned far more than he’d ever wanted to know about farming. All part
         of Kev Merripen’s merciless instructions.
      

      
      Merripen, who had lived with the Hathaways since childhood, had undertaken to learn as much as possible about estate management. Now he was intent on teaching this accumulated knowledge
         to Leo.
      

      
      “It’s not really your land,” Merripen had told him, “until you’ve put some of your own blood and sweat into it.”

      
      “Is that all?” Leo had asked sarcastically. “Only blood and sweat? I’m certain I can find one or two other bodily fluids to
         donate if it’s that important.”
      

      
      But privately he acknowledged that Merripen had been right. This feeling of ownership, of connection, couldn’t be acquired
         any other way.
      

      
      Shoving his hands in his pockets, Leo let out a taut sigh. Dinner had left him restless and irritable.

      
      “You must have had a row with Miss Marks,” Amelia remarked. “Usually you’re slinging arrows at each other across the table.
         But tonight you were both quiet. I don’t think she looked up from her plate even once.”
      

      
      “It wasn’t a row,” Leo said curtly.

      
      “Then what was it?”

      
      “She told me— under duress— that Rutledge is her brother.”

      
      Amelia glanced at him suspiciously. “What kind of duress?”

	  “Never mind that. Did you hear what I just said? Harry Rutledge
         is—”
      

      
      “Miss Marks has been under quite enough duress without you adding to it,” Amelia said. “I do hope you weren’t cruel to her,
         Leo. Because if so—”
      

      
      “I, cruel to Marks? I’m the one you should worry about. After a conversation with her, I usually walk away with my entrails dragging behind
         me.” His indignation doubled as he saw his sister trying to suppress a grin. “I gather you already knew Rutledge and Marks
         were related.”
      

      
      
      “I’ve known for a few days,” she admitted. 

      
      “Why didn’t you say anything?”

      
      “She asked me not to, and I agreed out of respect for her privacy.”

      
      “The devil knows why Marks should have privacy when no one else around here does.” Leo stopped in his tracks, obliging her
         to stop as well. They faced each other. “Why is it a secret that she’s Rutledge’s sister?”
      

      
      “I’m not certain,” Amelia admitted, looking perturbed. “All she would say is that it’s for her protection.”

      
      “Protection from what?”

      
      She shook her head helplessly. “Perhaps Harry might tell you. But I doubt it.”

      
      “By God, someone’s going to explain it to me, or I’ll throw Marks out on her arse before she can blink.”

      
      “Leo,” she said in astonishment. “You wouldn’t.”

      
      “It would be my pleasure.”

      
      “But think of Beatrix, and how upset she would be—”

      
      “I am thinking of Beatrix. I won’t have my youngest sister being looked after by a woman with a possibly dangerous secret.
         If a man like Harry Rutledge, who has ties to some of the most nefarious characters in London, can’t acknowledge his own sister
         . . . she may be a criminal. Has that occurred to you?”
      

      
      “No,” Amelia said stonily, beginning to walk again. “Honestly, Leo, even for you this is a bit dramatic. She is not a criminal.”

      
      “Don’t be naïve,” he said, following her. “No one is exactly who he or she pretends to be.”

      
      After a curtailed silence, Amelia asked warily, “What are you going to do?”

      
      “I’m leaving for London on the morrow.”

      
      
      Her eyes widened. “But Merripen is expecting you to take part in the turnip planting, and the fertilizing, and—”

      
      “I know what Merripen expects. And I do hate to miss his fascinating lectures on the wonders of manure. All the same, I’m
         going. I want to spend some time with Rutledge and pry some answers out of him.”
      

      
      Amelia frowned. “Why can’t you talk to him here?”

      
      “Because he’s on his honeymoon, and he won’t be willing to spend his last night in Hampshire chatting with me. Besides, I’ve
         decided to take on a small commission to design a conservatory for a house in Mayfair.”
      

      
      “I think you want to be away from Catherine. I think something happened between you.”

      
      Leo glanced at the last brilliant orange and purple vestiges of daylight. “The light is going,” he remarked in a pleasant
         tone. “We should head back.”
      

      
      “You can’t run from your problems, you know.”

      
      His mouth twisted in annoyance. “Why do people always say that? Of course you can run from your problems. I do it all the
         time, and it never fails.”
      

      
      “You’re obsessed with Catherine,” Amelia persisted. “It’s obvious to everyone.”

      
      “Now who’s being dramatic?” he asked, striding back toward Ramsay House.

      
      “You watch everything she does.” Amelia stubbornly kept pace with him. “Whenever her name is mentioned, you’re all ears. And
         lately, every time I see you talking or arguing with her, you seem more alive than you have since . . .” She paused, seeming
         to think better of what she’d been about to say.
      

      
      “Since when?” Leo asked, daring her to continue.

	  “Since before the scarlet fever.”

      
      
      It was a subject they never discussed.

      
      The year before Leo had inherited the viscountcy, a fatal epidemic of scarlet fever had swept through the village where the
         Hathaways had lived.
      

      
      The first to go had been Laura Dillard, Leo’s fiancée.

      
      Laura’s family had let him stay at her bedside. For three days he had watched her die in his arms, hour by hour, until she
         had slipped away.
      

      
      Leo had gone home and collapsed with the fever, and so had Win. By some miracle they had both survived, but Win had been left
         an invalid. And Leo had emerged an entirely different man, scarred in ways that even he couldn’t fully catalog. He had found
         himself in a nightmare he couldn’t wake from. He hadn’t cared if he lived or died. The most unforgivable part was that in
         his torment, he had hurt his family and caused no end of problems for them. At the worst of it, when Leo had seemed bent on
         destroying himself, the family had made a decision. They had sent Win to recover at a clinic in France, with Leo accompanying
         her.
      

      
      While Win’s weak lungs had regained their strength at the clinic, Leo had spent hours walking through the heat-drowsed pantiled
         villages of Provence, up switchback footpaths scattered with flowers, across arid fields. The sunshine, the hot blue air,
         the lenteur, or slowness of life, had cleared his mind and calmed his soul. He had stopped drinking except for a single glass of wine
         at dinner. He had sketched and painted, and finally he had grieved.
      

      
      When Leo and Win had returned to England, Win had wasted no time in achieving her heart’s desire, which had been to marry
         Merripen.
      

      
      Leo, for his part, was trying to make amends for the way he had failed his family. And above all, he was determined to avoid
         falling in love ever again. Now that he was aware of the fatal depth of feeling he was capable of, he would never give another human
         being such power over him.
      

      
      “Sis,” he told Amelia ruefully, “if you have some lunatic notion that I have any kind of personal interest in Marks, forget
         it at once. All I intend to do is find out what skeleton she has in her closet. Knowing her, it’s probably a literal one.”
      

   



      
      Chapter Three

      
      
      
      
      “I didn’t even know about Cat’s existence until I was twenty,” Harry Rutledge said, stretching out his long legs as he and
         Leo sat in the Rutledge Hotel’s clubroom. The quiet and luxurious spot, with its numerous octagonal apses, was a popular
         gathering place in London for foreign nobility, travelers of means, aristocrats and politicians.
      

      
      Leo regarded his brother-in-law with thinly veiled skepticism. Of all the men he would have chosen to marry one of his sisters,
         Rutledge would certainly not have topped the list. Leo didn’t trust him. On the other hand, Harry had his good points, among
         them his obvious devotion to Poppy.
      

      
      Harry drank from a snifter of warmed brandy, considering his words carefully before he continued. He was a handsome man, capable
         of great charm, but he was also ruthless and manipulative. One would expect no less from a man of his achievements, among
         them creating the largest and most opulent hotel in London.
      

      
      “I’m reluctant to discuss Cat for several reasons,” Harry said, his green eyes guarded. “Among them the fact that I’ve never
         been particularly kind to her, nor did I protect her when I should have. And I regret it.”
      

      
      
      “We all have regrets,” Leo said, taking a sip of brandy, letting the velvet fire slide down his throat. “It’s why I cling
         to my bad habits. One doesn’t have to start regretting something unless one stops doing it.”
      

      
      Harry grinned, but sobered quickly as he stared into the flame of a small candle lamp that had been set on the table. “Before
         I tell you anything, I want to ask what the nature of your interest in my sister is.”
      

      
      “I’m asking as her employer,” Leo said. “I’m concerned about the influence she may have over Beatrix.”

      
      “You never questioned her influence before,” Harry shot back. “And from all accounts she’s done an excellent job with Beatrix.”

      
      “She has. However, the revelation of this mysterious connection to you has me worried. For all I know, the two of you have
         been hatching some kind of plot.”
      

      
      “No.” Harry stared at him directly. “There’s no plot.”

      
      “Then why all these secrets?”

      
      “I can’t explain without telling you something of my own past—” Pausing, Harry added darkly, “Which I hate doing.”

      
      “So sorry,” Leo said without a trace of sincerity. “Go on.”

	  Harry hesitated again, as if weighing the decision to tell him
         anything. “Cat and I had the same mother. Her name was Nicolette Wigens. She was British by birth. Her family moved from England to Buffalo, New York, when she was still an infant. Because Nicolette was an only child-the Wigens had her fairly late
         in life-it was their desire to see her married to a man who would take care of her. My father Arthur was more than twice
         her age, and fairly prosperous. I suspect the Wigens forced the match-there was certainly no love in it. But Nicolette married
         Arthur, and I was born soon after. A bit too soon, actually. There was speculation that Arthur wasn’t the father.”
      

      
      “Was he?” Leo couldn’t help asking.

      
      Harry smiled cynically. “Does one ever know for certain?” He shrugged. “In any case, my mother eventually ran off to England
         with one of her lovers.” Harry’s gaze was distant. “There were other men after that, I believe. My mother wasn’t one for limiting
         herself. She was a spoiled, self-indulgent bitch, but very beautiful. Cat looks very much like her.” He paused reflectively.
         “Only softer. More refined. And unlike our mother, Cat has a kind and caring nature.”
      

      
      “Really,” Leo said sourly. “She’s never been kind to me.”

      
      “That’s because you frighten her.”

      
      Leo gave him a disbelieving glance. “In what possible way could I frighten that little virago? And don’t claim that she’s
         nervous around men, because she’s perfectly amiable to Cam and Merripen.”
      

      
      “She feels safe with them.”

      
      “Why not with me?” Leo asked, offended.

      
      “I believe,” Harry said thoughtfully, “it’s because she’s aware of you as a man.”

      
      The revelation caused Leo’s heart to jolt. He examined the contents of his brandy snifter with studied boredom. “Did she tell
         you that?”
      

      
      “No, I saw it for myself, in Hampshire.” Harry turned wry. “One has to be particularly observant where Cat is concerned. She
         won’t talk about herself.” He drank the rest of his brandy, set down the glass with care, and leaned back in his chair. “I
         never heard from my mother after she left Buffalo,” he said, lacing his fingers together and resting them on his flat midriff.
         “But when I reached the age of twenty, I received a letter bidding me to come to her. She had contracted a wasting disease, some form of cancer. I assumed that before she died, she wanted to see
         what had become of me. I left for England at once, but she died just before I arrived.”
      

      
      “And that was when you met Marks,” Leo prompted.

      
      “No, she wasn’t there. Despite Cat’s wishes to stay with her mother, she had been sent to stay with an aunt and grandmother
         on her father’s side. And the father, apparently unwilling to keep vigil by the sickbed, had left London altogether.”
      

      
      “Noble fellow,” Leo said.

      
      “A local woman had taken care of Nicolette during the last week of her life. It was she who told me about Cat. I gave a brief
         thought to visiting the child, but I decided against it. There was no place in my life for an illegitimate half sister. She
         was nearly half my age, and in need of female guidance. I assumed she was better off in her aunt’s care.”
      

      
      “Was that assumption correct?” Leo brought himself to ask.

      
      Harry gave him an inscrutable glance. “No.”

      
      An entire story was contained in that one bleak syllable. Leo wanted very much to hear it. “What happened?”

      
      “I decided to stay in England and try my hand at the hotel business. So I sent Cat a letter, telling her where to send word
         if she ever needed anything. Some years later, when she was fifteen, she wrote to me, asking for help. I found her in . .
         . difficult circumstances. I wish I had reached her a little sooner.”
      

      
      Feeling a tug of unaccountable concern, Leo found it impossible to maintain his usual veneer of carelessness. “What do you
         mean, difficult circumstances?”
      

      
      Harry shook his head. “I’m afraid that’s as much as I can tell you. The rest is up to Cat.”

      
      “Damn it, Rutledge, you’re not leaving it there. I want to know how the Hathaways got involved in this, and why I had the misfortune to end up as the employer of the most ill-tempered
      
      
      and interfering governess in England.”

	  “Cat doesn’t have to work. She’s a woman of independent means. I settled enough
         money on her to allow her the freedom to do anything she wished. She went to boarding school for four years, and stayed to
         teach for another two. Eventually she came to me and said she’d accepted a position as a governess for the Hathaway family.
         I believe you were in France with Win at the time. Cat went for the interview, Cam and Amelia liked her, Beatrix and Poppy
         clearly needed her, and no one seemed inclined to question her lack of experience.”
      

      
      “Of course not,” Leo said acidly. “My family would never bother with something so insignificant as job experience. I’m sure
         they started the interview by asking what her favorite color was.”
      

      
      Harry was trying unsuccessfully not to smile. “No doubt you’re right.”

      
      “Why did she go into service, if she had no need of money?”

      
      Harry shrugged. “She wanted to experience what a family was like, if only as an outsider. Cat believes she’ll never have a
         family of her own.”
      

      
      Leo’s brows drew together as he tried to make sense of that. “Nothing is stopping her,” he pointed out.

      
      “You think not?” A hint of mockery varnished Harry’s hard green eyes. “You Hathaways would find it impossible to understand
         what it’s like to be brought up in isolation, by people who don’t give a damn about you. You have no choice but to assume
         it’s your fault, that you’re unlovable. And that feeling wraps around you until it becomes a prison, and you find yourself
         barricading the doors against anyone who wants to come in.”
      

      
      
      Leo listened intently, perceiving that Harry was talking about himself as well as Catherine. Silently he acknowledged that
         Harry was right: even in the worst despair of Leo’s life, he had always known that his family loved him.
      

      
      For the first time he understood fully what Poppy had done for Harry, how she had broken through the invisible prison he had
         described.
      

      
      “Thank you,” Leo said quietly. “I know it wasn’t easy for you to talk about this.”

      
      “Certainly.” And in absolute seriousness, Harry murmured, “One thing I should make clear, Ramsay: If you hurt Cat in any way,
         I will have to kill you.”
      

      
      Dressed in her nightgown, Poppy sat in bed with a novel. She heard someone enter the elegantly appointed private apartments,
         and she looked up with a smile as her husband came into the room. Her pulse quickened pleasurably at the sight of him, so
         dark and graceful. Harry was an enigmatic man, dangerous even in the view of those who professed to know him well. But with
         Poppy, he relaxed and showed his gentle side.
      

      
      “Did you talk with Leo?” she asked.

      
      “Yes, love.” Harry shrugged out of his coat, draped it over the back of a chair, and approached the bedside. “He wanted to
         discuss Cat, as I expected. I told him as much about her past-and mine-as I could.” 
      

      
      “What do you make of the situation?” Poppy knew that Harry was brilliant at discerning other people’s thoughts and motives.

      
      Harry untied his cravat, letting it hang on either side of his neck. “Ramsay is more concerned for Cat than he’d like to be,
         that’s clear. And I don’t like it. But I won’t interfere unless Cat asks for help.” He reached down to the exposed line of
         her throat, drawing the backs of his fingers over her skin with a sensitive lightness that caused her breath to quicken. His fingertips
         rested on the rapid tattoo of her pulse, and caressed softly. Watching a delicate tide of pink rise in her face, he said in
         a low voice, “Put the book aside.”
      

      
      Poppy’s toes curled beneath the bed linens. “But I’ve reached a very interesting part,” she said demurely, teasing him.

      
      “Not half so interesting as what’s about to happen to you.” Drawing the covers back with a deliberate sweep that left her
         gasping, Harry lowered his body over hers . . . and the book dropped to the floor, forgotten.
      

   



      
      Chapter Four

      
      
      
      
      Catherine hoped that Leo, Lord Ramsay, would stay away from Hampshire for a good long while. Perhaps if enough time passed,
         they would be able to pretend the kiss in the garden had never happened.
      

      
      But in the meantime, she couldn’t help but wonder . . . why had he done it?

      
      Most likely he had merely been amusing himself with her, finding a new way to set her off balance.

      
      If life were at all fair, she thought dourly, Leo would have been pudgy, pockmarked, and bald. But he was a handsome man with
         a strapping six-foot build. He had dark hair and light blue eyes and a dazzling smile. The worst part was that Leo didn’t
         look at all like the rogue he was. He looked wholesome and clean and honorable, the nicest gentleman one could ever hope to
         meet.
      

      
      The illusion was dispelled as soon as he opened his mouth. Leo was a thoroughly wicked man, articulate in all circumstances.
         His irreverence spared no one, least of all himself. In the year since they had first met, he had exhibited nearly every objectionable
         quality a man could possess, and any attempt to correct him only made him worse. Especially if that attempt had been made by Catherine.
      

      
      Leo was a man with a past, and he didn’t even have the decency to try and hide it. He was frank about his dissolute history,
         the drinking and skirt-chasing and brawling, the self-destructive behavior that had nearly brought catastrophe to the Hathaway
         family on more than one occasion. One could only conclude that he liked being a scoundrel, or at least being known as one.
         He played the part of jaded aristocrat to perfection, his eyes glinting with the cynicism of a man who, at the age of thirty,
         had managed to outlive himself.
      

      
      Catherine wanted nothing to do with any man, least of all one who radiated such dangerous charm. One could never trust such
         a man. His darkest days might still be ahead of him. And if not . . . it was entirely possible that hers were.
      

      
      Approximately a week after Leo had left Hampshire, Catherine spent an afternoon outside with Beatrix. Unfortunately these
         outings were never the kind of well-regulated walk that Catherine preferred. Beatrix didn’t walk, she explored. She liked
         to go deep into the forest, investigating flora, fungi, nests, webs, and holes in the ground. Nothing delighted the youngest
         Hathaway so much as the discovery of a black newt, a lizard’s nest, or a rabbit warren, or the tracking of badgers’ marks.
      

      
      Injured creatures were caught, rehabilitated, and set free, or if they could not fend for themselves, they became part of
         the Hathaway house hold. And the family had become so accustomed to Beatrix’s animals that no one so much as batted an eye
         when a hedgehog waddled through the parlor or a pair of rabbits hopped past the dinner table.
      

      
      Pleasantly tired after the long ramble with Beatrix, Catherine sat at her dressing table and took down her hair. She scrubbed her fingers over her scalp and through the loose blond waves,
         soothing the little aches left from tight braids and hairpins.
      

      
      A happy chatter came from behind her, and she turned to see Beatrix’s pet ferret, Dodger, emerging from beneath her dresser.
         His long, sinuous body arced gracefully as he loped toward her with a white glove in his teeth. The mischievous thief liked
         to filch things from drawers and boxes and closets, and hide them in secret piles. To Catherine’s frustration, Dodger especially
         loved her possessions. It had become a ritual humiliation to go through Ramsay House in search of her own garters.
      

      
      “You overgrown rat,” Catherine told him as he stood tall and braced his tiny paws on the edge of her chair. She reached out
         to pet his sleek fur, tickled the top of his head, and carefully pried the glove from his teeth. “Having stolen all my garters,
         you’re moving on to gloves, are you?”
      

      
      He regarded her affectionately, his eyes bright in the dark stripe that formed a mask across his face.

      
      “Where have you hidden my things?” she asked, setting the glove on the dressing table. “If I don’t find my garters soon, I’ll
         have to keep my stockings up with pieces of old string.”
      

      
      Dodger twitched his whiskers and appeared to grin at her, displaying tiny pointed teeth. He wriggled invitingly.

      
      Smiling reluctantly, Catherine picked up a hairbrush
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