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        For my husband—You are my favorite reformed rogue. I love you!

      

      

    

  


  
    
      Christmas has never been more wicked…

      The Earl of Edgemore, Blake Fox, does as he pleases and he would not dream of apologizing for it. His only weak spot is his sister, Lady Minerva. Little does he know the minx has matchmaking on her mind, and Christmas provides the perfect opportunity.

      Does Blake stand a chance against his meddlesome sister, mistletoe, and Christmas magic?
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        England, 1816

      

      

      “Bollocks,” Carstine Greer cursed as her ankle twisted beneath her. She dropped to the frozen ground at the side of the road and inhaled sharply at the ensuing pain. Reaching for her hem, she began pulling up her skirt to inspect her injury. 

      “Ach,” she seethed as she worked to free her foot from the confines of her boot. Every movement sent unpleasant jolts of white-hot pain through her ankle and up her leg. She glared at the offending icy patch that had caused her misery.

      Tossing her boot aside, Carstine feathered her fingers over the angry red and swollen skin of her ankle. Despite the pain she knew would follow, Carstine forced herself to wiggle her toes then flex her foot.

      Good, the bone hadn’t fractured, but she was in a great deal of pain nonetheless. She’d earned herself a nasty sprain to be sure.

      She’d wager this would not have happened if her parents had allowed her to remain in Scotland.

      Why the devil had Mother been so insistent that Carstine come to England? She did not care about English society, nor was she in any hurry to wed. She wasn’t opposed to husband-hunting, but saw no reason why she couldn’t do it in the highlands. A braw Scottish man would suit her best, she thought, as she put her boot back on with care.

      The pounding of horse hoofs pulled her from her misery, and she glanced down the snow-blanketed road. A rider presently raced toward her at break-neck speed. She caught a glimpse of the gentleman as he flew past, the tails of his greatcoat flapping in the wind, before bringing his mount to a halt then turning back toward her.

      Carstine stared unabashedly as the rider made his way back to her. He was tall and muscular beneath his greatcoat with broad shoulders, a strong jaw, and curious blue eyes framed in thick lashes. The man sat expertly upon a great chestnut beast of a horse. A fine specimen indeed—both the horse and its rider.

      Carstine gave a slight grin then nodded as the stranger met her gaze.

      The man nodded in return before moving his attention to her ankle. His eyebrows scrunched as he inspected her. “You’re injured.”

      “Aye.” She nodded then cringed as she finished pulling her boot back on. “I slipped on the ice. It’s a wee sprain. Nothin too serious.”

      The man dismounted. He strolled toward her with long confident strides. “Allow me to assist you home?”

      Carstine shook her head. She wasn’t foolish enough to mount a horse with a strange man. Certainly not in a country she wasn’t familiar with. “I haven’t far tae go. Fox Grove Hall is just around the bend. I can see myself there,” Carstine said.

      “Nonsense,” he insisted, then met her gaze with a confident smile. “Blake Fox, Earl of Edgemore at your service.” He gave a sweeping bow. “You must be Lady Minerva’s new maid?”

      Carstine narrowed her eyes on him. The man did bear a striking resemblance to Lady Minerva. His coloring was fairer, but the almond shape of his eyes and high cheekbones were precisely the same. She cleared her throat. “It’s a pleasure to meet ye, my lord, though I fear ye are mistaken about Lady Minerva.”

      “Nonsense.” He waved his hand. “My sister would have my hide if I left her maid out in the snow, and injured at that. Come along.” He reached his hand out to her.

      Maid? The word echoed in her mind, and Carstine narrowed her eyes. Whatever would make him think she was a servant? She glanced down at her wet skirt and muddied boots. She may be a bit disheveled, but she was no maid.

      “Don’t be stubborn.” Lord Edgemore wiggled his fingers impatiently. “Come, I’ll help you onto the horse.”

      “Nae.” Carstine shook her head. “I’ll not be ridin with ye.”

      “But of course you will. You are in my sister’s employment and, therefore, my responsibility.” He took a step closer, the crisp breeze stirring the golden locks that hung near his shoulders. “I know you Scots are used to the cold, but you’ll freeze if you stay out much longer.” He captured her arm and nudged her to stand. “Don’t be stubborn.”

      Carstine’s cheeks flamed with angry heat. She jerked away, then pushed to her feet. “I told ye already. It’s nothin. Yer assistance is not needed.”

      He’d insulted her, and she could not help but be upset. And what did being Scottish have to do with anything? Did he think her to be less than him because of her heritage? Is that why he instantly decided she was a servant?

      It was on the tip of Carstine's tongue to correct his misguided beliefs. However, the thought of watching his smugness crumble once they were properly introduced proved too tempting, and she swallowed back her words.

      He deserved his comeuppance and the embarrassment that was sure to follow. What’s more, she would delight in every uncomfortable moment he suffered. A smile stretched her lips as she imagined the look that would no doubt overtake his handsome face.

      She was a wicked lass, indeed.

      Carstine squealed as the earl lifted her off her feet and swung her onto his saddle. She glared at him, her chin notched defiantly. “I’ll not be ridin with ye.” She began lowering herself from the horse’s back, sliding toward the edge of the saddle. “Ye cannae force me.”

      Lord Edgemore reached up, gripping her waist and holding her in place. “I dare say I do not understand your objection. Nor do I care. I’ll not leave you here to freeze, nor will I allow you to further your injury by walking on that ankle.” He spared a glance at her boot. “You will ride.”

      “Nae—”

      “That is an order.” He pushed her more firmly onto the saddle. “And I warn you now; I’ll brook no further argument.”

      Carstine huffed an irritated sigh. “Then ye will guide the horse,” she tossed the reins down at him. “As ye walk.”

      Satisfaction flooded her as Lord Edgemore took the reins and began leading the horse toward Fox Grove Hall. The highhanded, smug lord may have insulted her, but at least in this, she’d gotten the best of him. The knowledge that there was more to come vastly improved her mood.

      Carstine turned her attention to the countryside as she relaxed in the saddle. She would soon have the full measure of her revenge.
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      Blake Fox, fourth Earl of Edgemore, led his horse Crusader and its angry passenger down the drive of Fox Grove Hall. He was fully intent on delivering the feisty, if not beautiful, woman to the servant’s door, then retreating to his billiards room for a much-needed brandy.

      His bones were chilled to the marrow. No doubt, the woman suffered as well. Blake could not help but wonder if the woman enjoyed brandy too. If she were not so cross with him, he’d invite her to join him for a glass.

      He hazarded a glance at Crusader’s rider. She sat high in the saddle, her arms crossed over her ample bosom, and her head held high. Based on her appearance, she was handling the winter chill far better than he. Perhaps it was her angry disposition that kept her warm?

      He’d heard Scottish women were a different breed, though he’d never believed the tattle. Not when the Scots he’d met did not seem much different from their English counterparts, but this woman…

      She was all fire and brimstone hidden beneath a fair complexion and captivating eyes. A plaited crown of dark auburn hair created the effect of a halo on top of the little devil’s head, while her heart-shaped face was equally deceiving.

      He wanted her.

      The realization startled him, and he turned his attention back to the drive. But then why shouldn’t he want the lass? She was stunning and fiery. No
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