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      The Trengrouse Ball…one magic night in a Cornish summer. Music, dancing, flirting and laughter. And deception, abduction, love and loss. New attractions, new hopes, and old flames rekindled. For some, a culmination. For others, a new beginning.

      The Trengrouse Ball series follows the lives and loves of the Trengrouse family: eight grown children of the Earl of Trengrouse, each of whom is searching for the life they need; each battling their own fears but hoping for happy ever after.

      After the Trengrouse Ball, their lives will never be the same again…
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      “Mama says that once you appear at this ball, you will be “out”, but not ready to marry,” Melissa observed, a slight crease between her brows. “I thought “out” meant on the Marriage Mart.”

      She sat at Kerenza’s small dressing table and opened her notions box. They were sharing a bedroom; the house would be full of ball guests for the next few days. The first ones were due to arrive any moment. Her oldest sister Demelza, a recent widow, had arrived yesterday, complete with her twin daughters and their governess, but she didn’t count.

      Kerenza grinned at her sister. Melissa did love to have things clear in her head. “When I get to London for the Season, then I’m really “out”—once I’ve made my curtsey to the queen. My ball is the first step. Mama, though, believes a girl should have at least one Season before she thinks of marriage. To bring her up to snuff.”

      “I was glad of that,” Melissa said, the need for an explanation satisfied. “I have no wish to marry any time soon.” She began to plait the thick ribbons she was planning to use as a sash on her ballgown.

      “I do! When one is married, one has independence!”

      “One has a lord and master, you mean.”

      “Oh, pooh! If one chooses correctly...”

      Melissa gave her a strangely sad smile. “What is “correctly”?”

      “A man who is dashing and kind and handsome and rich! And with a title, obviously,” she added. “I’d like at least an earl. Wouldn’t you? Most of the dukes are old, and there are so few marquesses. But there are lots of earls. Surely one of them will propose?”

      Melissa raised an eyebrow, but didn’t say anything. She simply went back to her plaiting.

      What a pretty sash it would be! Three different greens, and the dress was to be in Pomona green, which would suit Melissa’s fair complexion and dark hair.

      White was so boring! Kerenza wished she could wear deeper colours. Pale pinks and yellows washed her out. Secretly, she yearned for a deep blue dress, to highlight her eyes, but debutantes wore white at their first ball. Or something very pale.

      Ah well, needs must. She examined her new long white satin gloves with satisfaction. Her first true pair of evening gloves, for her very first ball. At eighteen! She knew girls who had been out since they were sixteen. Her parents were so staid.

      One night before she was a proper young lady. She bit back a rueful smile. All of Mama’s lectures had failed to make her proper. She would try, though. An earl’s wife had to be proper. This ball was the ton’s first glimpse of her as an adult, and she had to make a good showing! Half of Cornwall and quite a few London guests were coming, and her success at her first Season would depend on their impression of her tomorrow night—and, for the guests who were staying, over tonight and the next few days.

      A grumble of gravel under carriage wheels. Kerenza flew to the window and peeked out; she couldn’t be seen spying on their guests for the ball. It was a luxurious coach, with wheels picked out in yellow and the top packed with luggage, but it had no crest on the door panel…

      “It must be Mr Muffet,” she said, disappointed. Trengrouse Hall would be full of noble guests for her birthday ball, but Mr Muffet was merely a business partner of her father. A widower, with one son, Percival, whom he was bringing to the ball. A Cit, of course, but her father’s friend. The son had been at Cambridge until last year, Mama had said, so he must be presentable, at least.

      She had a very vague memory of them coming to visit when she’d been in the nursery. So, before he’d been sent off to school. He’d run wild with the boys, of course. He’d be…what, Felix’s age? Twenty-one or -two?

      Something moved on the top of the coach. Good Heavens, it was a-an animal. Had some poor dog been left to travel all alone without any concern for its safety? That was monstrous!

      The brownish ball of fur unfolded and a dark-muzzled face turned up to hers while a tail curved around a bag. A monkey! They had brought a monkey! Oh, perhaps the monkey was a birthday present for her!

      What fun!

      Still, she’d have to have words with Mr Muffet about letting the poor animal travel up there, alone and no doubt frightened.

      Melissa had finished braiding. “Who is it?” She stood up, arranging her skirts neatly. Kerenza always felt like a positive shag-bag next to her. Who had time for neatness when there was so much going on?

      “The Muffets.”

      Melissa’s face lit up. “Excellent. Mr Muffet promised to bring me the newest edition of the almanac of moons and tides.”

      “Never mind that, they’ve brought a monkey!”

      Kerenza turned back to the window, just in time to see the monkey leap athletically from the coach top to the ivy which ran up the walls, as the elder Mr Muffet climbed down the steps and Father came out to greet him.

      Neither noticed the monkey.

      “Oh, my word!”

      She had to get that monkey before Father saw it! He’d never let it run free on the estate. If she didn’t get it safely corralled, he’d say she couldn’t have it.

      Kerenza ran as fast as she’d ever run—at least, as fast as she could run, now she was in long skirts—out of the bedroom, down the stairs: one flight, two, three.

      Father and Mr Muffet were in the hall. She changed course with a gulp and headed down the servants’ stairs, coming out in the kitchen and banging straight into the scullery maid.

      “Miss Kerenza!” the cook scolded.

      She tossed a “So sorry!” over her shoulder and went out the back door, through the scullery and into the stable yard, then round the house widdershins until she came to the front steps.

      The son was supervising the removal of their luggage from the coach.

      “Mr Muffet!” she gasped. He turned, and for a moment she was distracted. He must be quite close to her age, she knew, but he seemed older. And very well dressed. A Pink of the Ton, if he hadn’t been a Cit.

      Those Hessians were blinding where the sun hit them.

      He wasn’t handsome, and nowhere near as tall as her brothers, but his face had something to it. She wasn’t sure what; but although he barely had a nose at all, he wasn’t ugly.

      A perfect bow, too. She curtsied, habit taking over. “I’m afraid you have the advantage of me,” he said.

      “Oh, I’m Kerenza Trengrouse.”

      He bowed again. “Lady Kerenza. I’ve met your other sisters in London, and you resemble them in beauty.” He smiled, but it was gentle rather than flirty, and he looked a little nervous. “It’s an honour to meet you.”

      He drew breath to keep going with the pleasantries. “Felicitations–”

      “Yes, never mind that. The monkey got away!” She pointed up at the ivy, where the animal was still clinging, apparently calm, surveying the scenery.

      His gaze followed her gesture, and he said something under his breath.

      “How did that get here!”

      “On the top of your coach. Didn’t you mean to bring it?”

      “Bring it! I should say not.” So it wasn’t for her. What a shame. “That animal’s been nothing but trouble since Prinny gave it to us.”

      Why on Earth would the Prince Regent give the Muffets a monkey? A sign of Royal favour? It was very odd, even for Prinny.

      “What did you give him in return?” she asked, considerably curious. What would be thought an appropriate gift? Of course, it being the Prince Regent, it would have to be something expensive.

      “I’m sorry?” He was distracted by the question, but surely he’d thought of it before?

      “If the Regent gives one a gift, one must give something in return.” Surely everyone knew that? Yet Mr Muffet looked shocked.

      The monkey hooted at them, and he frowned up at it, waving the question aside.

      “I’ve got to get it down,” he said. “Before it disturbs your family. I beg of you, don’t tell Father it’s here. I was supposed to make sure that it was safe and sound before we left.”

      He sounded troubled. Mr Muffet was a kind man, but a stern father. And he held the very considerable purse strings.

      “Why didn’t you?”

      “I thought I had.” He concentrated on the monkey, as if willing it down. It ignored him. “I need fruit. I
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