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Embarking on the voyage of a lifetime, will Jane’s heart find safe harbor?

Lady Jane Armstrong has a tendency to plummet into mischief and mayhem, which unfortunately brought about the demise of her engagement to Viscount Charles Sterling. Naturally, to avoid further scandal, this also prompted a visit to Manhattan to meet her American cousins, the Winthrop family. Exiled to Newport to spend the summer with her cousins along the seaside, she’s surrounded by the suffocating wealth of American aristocracy. But Jane doesn’t care about the approval of high society. She is bound and determined to return to England and win Charles back, even if it means orchestrating chaos until her aunt and uncle send her packing. But she must admit, there’s something different about Henry. 

Henry Warrington commands an empire of steel and saltwater—heir to a shipping dynasty whose vessels dominate every harbor from New York to London. With his father’s ultimatum hanging over him like a guillotine—secure a bride by summer’s end or lose everything—Henry finds himself inexplicably drawn to the wild English rose leaving destruction in her wake. However, with her knack for getting into trouble, and Jane’s aunt commissioning an obsessive, lunatic artist to paint Jane’s portrait, can he manage to keep her safe and win her hand? Or will things spiral beyond his control? 

Be swept away in this sweet and clean Christian Historical Romance novel today! Romantic suspense and the opulence of the Gilded Age await!
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I will say of the LORD, He is my refuge and my fortress:

my God; in him will I trust.

Psalm 91:2
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Trust in the Lord with all thine heart; 

and lean not unto thine own understanding.

In all thy ways acknowledge him, 

and he shall direct thy paths.

Proverbs 3: 5-6

***
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May of 1907

Amber Hall, Oxfordshire, England

Lady Jane Myriah Armstrong had precisely three talents: spending money, causing scandals, and making Aunt Lillian turn a shade of magenta pink when she became angry. Nearly as pink as one of Jane’s favorite walking skirts. It was widely agreed among London society that Jane should be sent to her maternal American relations before she could ruin another ball, cause any further mayhem in a grand cathedral, or God forbid, lose another perfectly decent marriage proposal by scandalizing her fiancé and his family. Her fiancé—or one might say former fiancé at this point—was a respectable member of the peerage after all. And scandal she had caused him, to her great lament.

She, however, remained certain that banishment to America was a gross overreaction to what she still maintained was an unfortunate incident involving the neighboring estate’s peacock and a particularly snobbish lady’s new French hat. Nonetheless, no measure of tears or pleading for forgiveness from her viscount or from her paternal aunt could right the sinking ship of her now canceled betrothal to Charlie or the decision to banish her. First, Charlie discarded her, breaking off their engagement, and then she had discarded him. In that order. 

The gossip columns were full. Every single one of them. They had become the center of attention in London and the laughingstock of nearly all of England, almost overnight. Jane could not leave Amber Hall without donning a disguise to escape the whispers and she had been all but cut from society.

Crossing the ocean would give her ample time to consider her sins, nurse her wounds, and repent for her actions. At least according to Aunt Lillian. Dressing the neighbor’s peacock with Lady Erlanger’s plumed hat had seemed like a perfectly wonderful humorous private joke, but when it went public, it had cost her a lifetime of wedded bliss and happiness with Viscount Charles Sterling. Something she now regretted a great deal.

Of all the most ridiculous things! How was she to have known that uppity Lady Erlanger was a distant relation to her fiancé’s mother? 

She could hardly blame Charlie for breaking off their engagement once news of her unorthodox behavior had been leaked to a society column. From the North Sea to the shores and cliffs of Cornwall, England now knew of the account, and the name of the peacock, Fitzgerald. A name she would not soon forget. Fitzgerald had become her Waterloo.

At the time, it had seemed harmless enough, but society, nor her fiancé, nor his family, nor her aunt, extended the forgiveness she imagined she deserved. Had she not been charitable and gracious throughout her short life and done everything possible to make the best of her circumstances?

Aunt Lillian mourned not only the loss of the union she had worked so hard to bring about after launching Jane as a debutante, but also the revocation of three invitations to various dinner parties and a ball. Jane would have celebrated since she did not care for an excess of outings, except for the fact her aunt perched on the end of a sofa, sniffling and holding a handkerchief to her nose one minute, the back of her hand to her forehead the next.  

This went on for several days until Jane’s younger brother, Philip, devised a clever plan to restore Charles to her by offering to double her already generous dowry. The fact that Charlie and his family considered it was enough to pardon the embarrassment she had caused her viscount and his relations only served to infuriate Jane. 

That was the final straw. Jane called the engagement off entirely. Charles refused to accept the ring she held out to him, but nonetheless, they had come to an impasse. They were bringing all of England along with them on this precarious ride of an on-and-off-again engagement. Someone leaked these things to the press following the peacock incident. 

Thus, her aunt stopped sniffling and arrived at a decision. To avoid further scandal, dear Aunt Lillian insisted upon shipping her off to Manhattan. Before Jane could wrap her head around all that was happening, as it was only a day and a few hours after Jane had expressed her indignation and stomped away from Charlie, her lady’s maid, Miss Celia Durham, began following her aunt’s orders to pack their trunks and prepare herself and Jane for a journey across the pond. Philip had shrugged. There was little he could do about it since he was under Aunt Lillian’s thumb as well. 

It had all happened so fast. Jane swiped tears away as she left England with one befuddled lady’s maid as a chaperone, a broken heart, seventeen steamer trunks, twenty-three hat boxes, one letter of introduction for her deceased mother’s sister, and a solemn promise made not to organize a single suffragette rally or dress anyone’s peacocks or livestock. 

Not only that, but she brought with her to America’s shores, a certain determination to return to England in as short a time as possible and win Charlie back. They could start over; forget about peacocks, society gossip, arguments over dowries, and fancy French hats worn by uppity and snobbish ladies. 

Love could blossom again, couldn’t it?

***
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BY THE END OF THE CROSSING, Jane was convinced of several things. One, she was genuinely repentant and sorry for her behavior, but she didn’t know how to be as good as everyone else expected. Two, she desperately had to find a way to return to England and win her viscount back. And three, when a handsome officer attempted to kiss her after escorting her for several walks along the promenade deck, and she consequently tossed his hat into the sea, thereby causing him to be relieved of his duties for lack of a complete uniform, it proved that number one was true.

She was also certain that being exiled to Manhattan was the worst punishment imaginable, until she discovered Americans had the most delightful habit of mistaking anyone with a British accent for royalty. Furthermore, it didn’t take her long to adapt to the fact that a rather large brood of relations with the surname of Winthrop would be introducing her to some of the best of New York society. 

This might also prove to be a pleasant distraction from her broken heart, at least for a little while. The Winthrops, all of whom she’d never met before—were a lively family of substantial fortune. These included Aunt Minnie, Uncle Walter, and not one, but five cousins. 

The first thing that stood out about each of them when she was welcomed inside at Lion’s Gate—the name of their Manhattan residence—was the fact they all boasted the same shade of slightly golden-blondish brownish locks and had wide blue eyes, just as Jane did. They reminded her of the features belonging to her dearly departed mother, formerly Anne Douglas, Minnie’s sister, since Jane took after both her mother and maternal aunt in looks, or so she discovered once she stood inside the foyer of Lion’s Gate. This endeared them to her at once and warmed her heart.

In truth, Jane’s locks were slightly more golden than theirs, but it was nice to finally meet some other family members with blue eyes and nearly the same shade of hair as that atop her own head, especially since not even Philip could boast to having blue eyes or golden hair. Her brother took after their dearly departed father, the Marquess of Abingdon, Lawrence Armstrong. 

Jane and Celia had arrived at the neighborhood where her banishment would truly launch after a short drive with some servants sent to retrieve them from the harbor where the liner had docked. At the portion of Park Avenue where the carriage had stopped, the block consisted of a long row of charming brownstones and townhomes where Minnie and Walter Winthrop had set up their New York residence two decades and several years prior. 

Jane had stood outside admiring it all, holding the hat perched on her head, taking in a deep breath to calm her nerves after stepping out of the carriage. There, she gazed upon the city block where her New York life would bloom. It all seemed like a strange dream, having grown up in the countryside of Oxfordshire. She couldn’t see any green grass at all, and the horses were simply enormous beasts, not English thoroughbreds. So far, she hadn’t seen anything she could admire about America except the charming line of townhouses along the block. But glancing over her shoulder, she smiled. There was a park with green grass which caused her to release an adoring sigh.

Perhaps she would learn something more about her mother from the Winthrops, since she could no longer inquire of the former Marchioness, her mother, the dearly departed Lady Anne Amstrong. In fact, it was getting more difficult to remember her mother’s voice since her passing, which had taken place five years ago when the Spanish flu had taken the lives of both of her beloved parents in the span of a few short weeks. It had been the most dreadful time of her life, and only this business regarding Fitzgerald causing her to lose Charlie could rival those dark days.

Sadly, until she married or turned twenty and three, she could not inherit an annual allowance large enough to permit her to make her own decisions in life, though Philip had assured her she would always be welcome and have a home at Amber Hall in Oxfordshire. Except for the present time of her banishment.

Therefore, despite being the age of twenty, and since Philip was only nineteen, she and her brother were forced to do exactly as others in command of their inheritance told them to do. Which for now, for Jane, was to reside within the borders of America under the care of her maternal Aunt Minnie and Uncle Walter. They would become her guardians for now.

Thus, she lifted her skirts and climbed about a dozen steps to the front set of double doors and was welcomed inside by a butler. Standing inside the brownstone, after recovering from the surprise that the relations gathering in the foyer resembled her, she was swarmed by embraces, nods, curtseys, and a variety of other polite and welcoming gestures from her aunt, uncle, and cousins. 

Each stepped forward with a curious smile and mentioned their name, giving her either an embrace, kisses on each cheek, or holding her gloved hands. They eyed Calista, the little white poodle tucked securely under her arm, who seemed ready to nip and bark if they so much as reached out to pat her. They also nodded at Miss Durham occasionally, who hung back with a portmanteau and a parasol in her hands, ever the patient and faithful lady’s maid.

“Welcome, dear Jane. I’m your Aunt Minnie.” She kissed each of Jane’s cheeks and held her gloved hands, gently squeezing them.

“I am your Uncle Walter. Pleased to meet you, Jane.” Uncle Walter patted her forearms and smiled before offering a respectful nod, then stepping aside.

“Welcome to Lion’s Gate. I’m your eldest cousin, Fannie.” Fannie stepped forward and gave a slight curtsey as she lifted her skirts and then stepped back.  

“Cousin Eugene.” A tall young man stepped forward, clasping his suit jacket lapels, and bowed his head at the neck. He then stepped aside too.

“I’m your Cousin Emma.” Another lady close to her age gave a quick dip and bob of the head as she stepped forward and then aside.

“Nice to meet you. I’m Clarence.” This bowing gentleman was younger, a bit thinner in his suit, and freckles dotted his nose.

“Sadie, and pleased to make your acquaintance, Lady Jane.” The young lady held out her skirts as she curtseyed and then stepped aside. 

“Please, call me Jane.” She couldn’t help but smile in return, but my, there were so many of them! “Goodness, it will take me a few days to remember your names, but it’s very nice to meet each of you after all of these many years apart.” 

Some bit of scurrying amongst the household staff came to an end as Aunt Minnie pulled her along to meet the servants forming a line down the hall to one side of the staircase. She doubted that she would remember many of their names either. Jane nodded as each stepped forward while her aunt introduced them one by one. There was a butler, three footmen, a housekeeper, a cook, and three maids.

Aunt Minnie dismissed the staff and Jane returned with her to the foyer at the main entrance where her cousins lingered with Uncle Walter, observing. Jane fished about in her reticule until she found and handed over the letter of introduction from Aunt Lillian. She dreaded doing so, but knowing it could not be avoided since Aunt Lillian had warned that she had enclosed a draft for Uncle Walter to cover a small monthly allowance and expenses for her. She managed to mumble, “It’s a perfect shame we haven’t met before now.” 

“I quite agree.” Aunt Minnie graciously accepted the letter and tucked an arm inside Uncle Walter’s elbow, drawing him aside. “Your Uncle Walter and I will read this in the library, privately. Please, excuse us for a moment, Jane. Have some tea and get to know your cousins. Then we’ll get you settled.” Aunt Minnie turned to face her eldest daughter. “Fannie, introduce her to everyone again and see that she is made comfortable in the drawing room.”

“Of course, Mama.” Fannie gave her mother a nod and then led Jane across the hall to a chair before the fireplace in the modest but elegantly decorated drawing room. There were few expensive paintings, vases, or tapestries like the drawing room at Amber Hall, but it seemed spacious, updated, warm, and inviting. Meanwhile, her aunt and uncle ducked through the double doors directly across from them into the library as the footmen continued bringing Jane’s trunks inside. The library was a room she was anxious to inspect, but that privilege must wait while the formalities commenced.

Focusing on her present circumstances, she took in a view of the large fireplace situated on the middle of the far wall, straight ahead. It likely provided a great deal of warmth during many long winters. It was surrounded by a grouping of two armchairs facing the fireplace, and two pinstripe sofas facing one another. Her female cousins sat on one of the sofas, the youngest plopping down with excitement dancing in her eyes. Clarence took the seat beside Jane’s armchair while Eugene crossed to stand near the fireplace, or was it Eugene sitting beside her? 

Oh, dear! Would she ever remember all of their names?
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Charge them that are rich in this world,

that they be not highminded, nor trust

in uncertain riches, but in the living God,

who giveth us richly all things to enjoy;

I Timothy 6:17

***
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Early June, 1907

Lion’s Gate, Park Avenue

Manhattan, New York

Situated in the armchair of the drawing room with her cousins all around, to Jane’s far left, a grand piano took up the front area of the long room, positioned amid a bay of three large windows facing the avenue. Below the windows, an inviting window seat lined with powder blue velvet cushions beneath elegant colonial blue curtains, beckoned. 

The curtains covered most of each window with draped gathers, puffs, and fringe for trim. Longer brocade blue drapes hung to the floor on each end of the bay, pulled back by white ribbon sashes with enormous drooping bows. Jane could imagine herself playing the piano, reading books at the window seat, or stitching samplers there. Perhaps this wouldn’t be so terrible a banishment after all.

On the other side of the room, a chess table with two chairs was situated under a fine portrait of the family. Across from it, a round and finely polished mahogany table with four chairs offered a place to relax with some stitching or a book. White wainscotting covered the lower half of the walls. Above the chair rail, a powdered cornflower blue and vibrant white striped wallpaper made for an elegant and cheerful, yet soft contrast, around the whole room.

Beyond the chess corner and the tea table, a writing desk angled in a corner to face the length of the room toward the windows. Nearby, a set of open double doors beyond these comforts led into a formal dining room with a long table and chairs. A buffet was positioned along the farthest wall, and when she leaned forward in her seat, Jane spotted a door beside the buffet, leading to the butler’s pantry and a glimpse of a staircase. She guessed it led downstairs to the kitchen and upstairs to the floors above. Would they tuck her away in a stifling attic bedroom somewhere above those stairs? 

As if reading her mind, Fannie, the eldest cousin, sensed her curiosity about her sleeping arrangements as a tea tray was brought in by a house maid. “I believe Mama has plans to place you in the guest room on the third floor across from Emma’s room and my room. Sadie is on our floor too. My brothers are situated on the second floor, not too far from the master suite of our parents. You’ll have a nice view of our courtyard terrace and the rose garden below.” Fannie poured her a cup of hot tea as she spoke. “Cream or sugar, cousin?” 

“A little sugar, no cream, thank you.” Jane offered a weak smile as she took in more of the curious faces staring at her from around the room, but how wonderful it was to be off the ship with a steaming cup of tea about to be in her hands. “A view of the garden sounds nice.”

Celia had been drawn away with the housekeeper, leaving her to settle in with her cousins. Fannie began re-introducing each cousin as she handed them cups of tea. “There’s a nice view of the courtyard terrace and the garden from the morning room down the hall on our first floor as well.” She handed the tallest brother a cup. “This is Eugene. He’s the same age as you are, Jane. I am a year older than both of you. He’ll take over the family business someday as Papa’s eldest son. Easy to remember from Clarence because Eugene is nearly a head taller than the rest of us, although I’m sure Clarence will catch up to him soon.” Fannie gestured toward her handsome brother, who now stepped forward from the fireplace as he accepted his cup of tea. 

So, it was Eugene who stood by the fireplace, and Clarence who was seated beside her. She really must try harder with recalling names and faces. What if she was stuck in America for the entire summer?

Eugene sipped some of his tea and peered at Jane with an arched brow as he leaned against the marble mantlepiece. He must have dozens of belles, all eager to marry him since he was such a fine-looking gentleman with what she supposed was a substantial inheritance. Hadn’t Aunt Minnie written that he attended a business college in upstate New York? But then, it was early June. He must be home for the summer recess.

Fannie handed another cup and saucer to the third eldest cousin, seated next to her on the sofa. “And this, you may remember, is Emma. She’s nineteen, a year younger than you. We are both out in society now. Emma’s coming out ball was last year and mine was two years before.” She paused and poured two more cups. “Next is Clarence, eighteen, and the youngest, Sadie, is thirteen.”

“As I mentioned before, ’tis very nice to finally meet all of you.” Jane sipped more tea as they nodded and some of her cousins offered equally polite replies, but nearly at the same time.

“How was the voyage?” Cousin Fannie cleared her throat and sat up straighter, finished with pouring and the second round of introductions. 

“Long, detestable, but comfortable.” Jane was grateful that Fannie had patiently mentioned their ages and clarified something about each of her numerous cousins. 

Fannie seemed poised, calm, and confident; all traits she admired. She could hardly recall all of those details her eldest cousin had provided from the occasional letters Aunt Minnie had written over the years. In fact, presently, her mind was a bit jumbled with weightier matters pressing upon her. 

For instance, how would her aunt and uncle treat her after they finished reading and discussing that horrid letter and its likely foreboding contents? Judging by the creases in their foreheads when she’d handed them the letter written in Aunt Lillian’s beautiful cursive penmanship, Jane guessed her reputation would surely follow her arrival and add to those forehead wrinkles. Precisely why she considered the letter horrid, except that it might make her escape from America a bit easier. 

She bit her lower lip. Would they treat her with disdain once they finished reading about all of her escapades and the mayhem she had caused in England? It was unlikely that Aunt Lillian would not divulge all of the particulars. It already seemed as if reading the letter was taking them a considerable amount of time.

“What do you like to do, Cousin Jane, that is—when you aren’t dressing the neighbor’s peacock or permitting Calista to baptize your vicar by dashing through the cathedral during Sunday morning worship service?” Eugene smirked, but his eyes were dancing, as if he found stories of her intriguing and entertaining on some level.

Oh dear. Jane’s mouth twisted as she considered her reply. Her handsome cousin of the same age, the second eldest of her Winthrop cousins, assured her with his question that her reputation had indeed preceded her arrival. Apparently, her deeds had navigated their way across the pond faster than the Warrington liner she’d boarded about fourteen days ago.

“What do I like to do?” Jane smiled weakly as she patted Calista, now situated upon her lap, balancing the saucer and teacup with her other hand. “Well, I enjoy a great many things. Reading books, carriage rides, sketching, painting, embroidery, horseback riding, going to museums, the theater, shopping, parlor games and treasure hunts, taking long walks in the countryside, attending dances and dinner parties—that is, when I’m not too terribly busy with dressing the peacocks or baptizing vicars.” Did Eugene see her coy smile as she glanced away from him?

A few chuckles followed. But when she peeked over at the handsome cousin, she saw at once that she had earned an amused smile from him and his younger brother, Clarence. She needn’t mention that it wasn’t her fault Calista had escaped from Amber Hall to chase a cat through the cathedral, causing the vicar to fall into the baptismal font. 

“Did you encounter anyone of interest on the voyage?” Cousin Emma’s curls bounced as she leaned toward Jane from the sofa, a smile playing on her lips. In fact, Emma seemed to have more curls than anyone Jane knew, and they were arranged quite nicely.

The eldest Winthrop sister gasped and elbowed the middle sister. “That’s a rather forward question, Emma!” Indignation spread across Fannie’s expression. Shaking her head, Fannie cast an apologetic glance toward Jane. “I’m so sorry. Please forgive my siblings. They mean well, really, they do. They simply can’t pass up an opportunity to satiate their curiosity.”

“I understand. I suppose I’d feel the same if my home were invaded from some long-lost relation from another country.” Jane smiled at nineteen-year-old Emma. “I did perhaps converse a time or two with a rather fetching officer in a fine uniform.” 

Even so, she’d been longing for Charlie, hence tossing the officer’s hat into the ocean, which had given her a means of escape from his attempt at a kiss on her cheek. No need to mention those particular details.

Emma, Jane, and Fannie exchanged knowing smiles and then burst into giggles, which they promptly did their best to smother. What lady did not appreciate a man dressed in a uniform after all? At this eruption of unexpected laughter, Clarence exchanged another smile with Eugene. Would he attend the same business college as his older brother this coming year when classes resumed? 

Jane found herself somewhat pleased with the progress of getting to know her cousins a little better. They were a lively bunch indeed. She was slowly winning them over, judging from the smiles around the blue and white drawing room. 

She guessed Eugene would inherit the majority of the Winthrop estate when Uncle Walter passed on, just as her brother, Lord Philip Armstrong, was now the Marquess of Abingdon, the sole heir to Amber Hall and her father’s estate. 

None of it was fair. Sadly, though Jane and Fannie were the eldest offspring in each of their families, their younger brothers would inherit the vast majority of wealth and real estate holdings. Philip would not assume the full responsibility of his title and their country estate or the London townhouse until he completed his studies at Oxford. 

Clarence, she guessed, would likely assist his brother with managing the Winthrop department stores at some point, or perhaps help with managing their fine hotels. It was enough to make one’s stomach churn if one were a daughter and passed over simply because one wasn’t born a male. Maybe it was all a great deal of why she was so interested in helping women obtain the vote. There was still much to be done on that count. Were Fannie and Emma equally interested in the suffragette movement in America?

Jane knew little of the Winthrop side of her family, except that Uncle Walter owned a number of department stores and a few hotels along the Eastern Seaboard. Mother had said that Winthrop’s Department Store was an established and respected one. All of the ladies flocked there, along with many other patrons. Because her father had whisked her American mother away to live in England once they’d wed, Jane had never met these relations in person before, nor set foot inside a Winthrop’s Department Store or a Winthrop Hotel. 

Jane only knew her mother, Anne, and Aunt Minnie, had once been known as the Douglas sisters. They were young heiresses whose dowries had provided ample financial stability for their husbands to invest as they saw fit. The sisters were also the end of a long line of Douglas relations who were, for the most part, no more—as Jane understood it, except for an estranged uncle she’d also never met. Aunt Minnie had married into the Winthrop family by marrying Walter Winthrop. But were there more Winthrops in Manhattan, and if so, what share in the family business did they possess, or did they have other occupations and business holdings? 

Jane caught Cousin Sadie observing the growing pile of trunks and hat boxes spilling from the foyer into the hall as the footmen carried in the last of her trunks. Her youngest cousin tilted her head and gazed at Jane while toying with the end of a ribboned braid. “How exciting it is to finally meet a real Lady! Should we curtsey whenever you enter the room? And I very much like your sweet little dog. May I pet him or will he bite? He’s awfully small.”

“Sadie!” Mouth agape, Fannie shook her head once more. “Pay her no mind. She’s never met anyone from England before.” Turning back to Sadie, she added, “Leave that darling doggie alone so Calista may adjust to her new surroundings.” Turning to Jane again, Fannie’s brow arched. “Is it a French miniature poodle?”

“Aye, and she is a spoiled darling.” Jane patted the poodle, who seemed happy to be out of her bamboo cage. Turning to Sadie, she smiled. “No curtseying required. Lady is merely a courtesy title because my father was a marquess. I’m not anyone of importance in England, but if you happen to meet a prince of the realm, or perhaps our King Edward, then you may plan on a curtsey. Call me Jane, dear. I’m sure you and Calista will become good friends in time, but she’s likely not quite ready for anyone to pet her, at least not yet. She needs a bit of time to get to know you.”

Before Sadie could reply, Aunt Minnie and Uncle Walter finally emerged from the library. Her aunt paused in the hallway to direct the butler to instruct the footmen to carry Jane’s trunks upstairs to a room she referred to as the peach room. This was a good sign. At least they weren’t going to toss her out on her ear.

Jane released a small sigh of relief. She could not object to her aunt’s choice of rooms either, especially since peach was among her favorite of colors, but stiffening at the sound of their voices drifting from the hall, she braced for a lecture and a stern look, nonetheless. She set her teacup aside, attempting to estimate exactly how many days of good behavior would be required until she might be permitted to return to England. 

Perhaps a different question was the answer. How much mayhem ought she to cause so they would ship her back to Aunt Lillian and Charlie sooner? The voyage had caused her to reconsider the matter concerning the doubling of her dowry. She missed her fiancé something dreadful, and weren’t they still in love, after all? Surely this time apart would only serve to deepen their love and resolve for each other and their ultimate desire to be together. What did she care about the size of her dowry anyhow? Matters regarding mathematics, finance, and numbers only made her head spin and ache, but she had become an expert at spending with frugality in mind, at least some of the time. 

Since the letter from Aunt Lillian had been sealed with her aunt’s wax insignia, it would have been impossible to read unless she used a special technique to remove and replace the seal. This, she couldn’t bring herself to do, despite having the knowledge and experience to do so. She was certain her paternal aunt couldn’t have written anything too favorable regarding her behavior. Jane twisted in her seat to glimpse the expression on Aunt Minnie’s face, but surprisingly, her aunt’s face appeared perfectly calm and ... dare she say warm? 

Even Jane had to admit, there had been one too many incidents of late. Unfortunately, that peacock incident had been her undoing, especially since not more than a few weeks had passed after the bishop’s swim in the baptismal font. And before that, there had been a number of her excellent satirical sketches of high society members accidentally published in a popular newspaper under a poorly disguised pseudonym. Aunt Lillian had been furious, but at least Jane hadn’t been to blame for choosing the pseudonym or the publishing part. Could she help it if someone had stolen the sketches and released them to the public?   

Jane tapped a finger on the arm of her chair, reflecting on these matters in a matter of what was only the span of a few moments while her aunt and uncle finished speaking to the butler. Since the Winthrops all seemed to know she had caused mischief and mayhem in England, and since being very good was vastly overrated and nearly impossible for her to attain since her mother’s passing, then perhaps causing a bit more mischief would ultimately work in her favor. 

What did she have to lose since her sins had followed her to this very drawing room? The sooner she could return to Charlie, the better. She could win his trust all over again and prove London society was completely wrong about her.

***
[image: ]


INSTEAD OF A LECTURE and a stern look, Aunt Minnie bestowed a friendly smile in her direction as she and Uncle Walter breezed into the drawing room from the hall. Her aunt’s voice was cheerful. “Welcome to Lion’s Gate, dearest Jane. That’s the name we’ve given our Manhattan townhouse. We do hope you will be happy here. My Walter and I worked closely with our architect to design every inch of this brownstone before we married, and though
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