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      ROSETHISTLE COTTAGE, CORNWALL, 1819

      Lady Arabella Astley, sister of the Duke of Ashmore, wished she were better at lying. In her entire twenty-two years, Arabella had never lied. Lately, she’d resorted to lying as if it were her second skin. It was rather exhausting. Her name, which she’d changed to plain Miss Arabella Weston, would take a while to get used to. Her new identity as a governess even more so. Exhausted from the coach ride and dusty from the walk to the cottage, she could not shake the feeling that coming to Cornwall to answer the advertisement for the position of a governess had been a foolhardy undertaking. To top it all, she was being interviewed by a mere girl.

      “What do you mean you don’t have any references?” Miss Katy Merivale’s forehead puckered to a frown. Arabella stared at her in fascination. Wisps of dark hair escaped from the girl’s thick, messy braids, and her blue gingham cotton dress seemed a tad too short and had patches at the elbow. How old could she be? Sixteen? Younger?

      “Miss Weston?” The girl’s voice tore Arabella out of her thoughts. “References?”

      Arabella squirmed in the rickety kitchen chair. Of course she did not have any references. A duke’s daughter did not need any. But governesses were a different matter altogether. Arabella suppressed a groan. Why hadn’t she thought of that? She searched the tiny, cramped kitchen for inspiration.

      What an odd place for a job interview. But as the parlour room had been uninhabitable, Miss Katy had explained, the kitchen was the only other available place. She’d led her here as if it were the most natural thing in the world. Arabella had been too stunned to even blink. It was the first time she had ever set foot in a kitchen. She fixated on the chipped crockery on the sooty fireplace’s mantlepiece as if they could provide references. Sweat pooled in her armpits. Her maid’s rough linen dress was too warm and spanned too tightly around her chest.

      She licked her lips and decided that the truth was always the best. “This would be my first position as a governess.”

      “That’s not good. We can’t hire you without references.” Miss Katy propped both elbows on the table and chewed her lower lip.

      Arabella shifted in her chair. “But I do have my report cards here, from Miss Hilversham’s Seminary of Young Ladies in Bath.” She pulled out several sheaves of paper. “Sorry about the smudge. Some tea spilt on it.” Conveniently right over her real name, rendering it illegible. It had taken some dexterity to topple the teacup over in a manner that wouldn’t drench the entire document.

      Miss Katy’s green eyes grew huge behind her glasses. “You had music, arithmetic, science, literature, languages, deportment, dance, art, theatre, and history.” A note of awe entered her voice. “And you excelled in all subjects.”

      “I enjoyed studying there.”

      “Which was your favourite subject?”

      “I’ve always been partial to the languages and literature,” Arabella said.

      She spoke three languages fluently and without any hint of an accent.

      “What was it like at the seminary?”

      Arabella smiled wistfully. “Wonderful.” Her years at the seminary with her friends Lucy, Birdie, and Pen had been some of the best she’d ever experienced.

      “Did you sleep there?” There was a catch in Miss Katy’s voice.

      “Oh, yes, it was a boarding school.”

      “Did you share a room with someone?”

      “Yes. My roommate was called Lucy.” Arabella smiled involuntarily. “She is like a sister to me.”

      Miss Katy lowered her voice. “Did you — did you sneak out at night sometimes?”

      Arabella lowered hers as well. “Oh yes. Several times. We visited graveyards, and once we went to a wishing well at midnight…” That particular adventure hadn’t ended well, for she had fallen into the well. Arabella shook herself. “Back to the position I am applying for. I’d very much like to have this position. Not to offend you, but shouldn’t I be talking to your mother?”

      The girl shook her head. “Mama is dead.”

      “I am so very sorry.” Arabella drew her eyebrows together. “But shouldn’t your father be conducting this interview, then?”

      Miss Katy jumped up from her chair. “Papa doesn’t have time for things like this.”

      “Excuse me, but how old are you?”

      “I am fourteen.”

      “Fourteen!” Her precociousness made her appear older.

      Miss Katy stuck her nose in the air. “It’s just a number. I am the mistress of the house. And I say —” She hesitated, tilting her head to the side, as if weighing up the lack of references with her experience at the seminary. “I say that you get the job. You’re hired.”

      Arabella pursed her lips. “That’s wonderful, but I would like to have a word with your father, if that is possible. To finalise a few things.”

      “He won’t be very happy if we disturb him. As I said, he’s very busy.” Miss Katy proceeded to fill a kettle with water and set it on the stove to boil. “Would you like some tea?”

      Tea would be divine. Tea and a bath. And a long nap in her very own four-poster bed…

      “Yes, please. I mean, no, thank you. About your father. Surely, five minutes of his time is not too much to ask?” Arabella got up, picked up her papers and paused.

      The girl fidgeted and pulled on her braids.

      A sharp clanking came from the back of the house, making Arabella jump. It sounded like the hitting of a hammer on iron. Before she could ask what that was, the door crashed open, and the kitchen was filled with havoc and mayhem.

      A little girl came shrieking into the kitchen, followed by a boy with tousled auburn hair, who was shrieking with equal force. They ran around the table two, three times, before Katy caught the little one.

      “Joy! Robin! Quieeeeet!” she shouted.

      There was a momentary silence.

      “I say, Katy, I just needed to try out my newest experiment on Joy, but she won’t let me!” Robin said after he’d caught his breath.

      “No!” Joy screamed with all the full force her lungs could muster.

      “Yes!” Robin shouted back.

      “Quiet!” Katy shouted over both of them.

      “But she won’t let me try out the experiment!” Robin threw up his hands.

      “Because I don’t want to!” Joy crossed her arms and stomped her foot. She wore an odd contraption on her head with several antlers.

      “What on earth are you trying to accomplish, Robin Merivale?” Katy asked, sternly.

      “It’s my newest invention. An invisibility machine! All I have to do is attach that wire there to this wire here, and she’ll be invisible!”

      “Nooo!” Joy wailed.

      “Fine,” Robin threw his hands up. “Then give me the machine back. I’ll try it on Whitepaw.”

      “No! Don’t you dare hurt Whitepaw!”

      “Don’t be a goose, no one’s going to hurt that cat. Try it yourself and you will see!”

      “No!” Joy wailed as if the world was about to end.

      “Will you just stop shouting, both of you? We have a visitor here.”

      Both children froze and turned, wide-eyed, towards Arabella, who clutched her reticule and bonnet. She stared back at them, horrified.

      “This is Robin, he is ten. And the little one is Joy, she is four. This is Miss Weston. She is going to be our new governess,” Katy explained.

      Both children’s eyes grew round. Joy’s mouth dropped.

      “Now, that hasn’t been finalised — ” Arabella took a slight step back.

      “It’s as good as decided.” Katy set her mouth stubbornly.

      Arabella sighed.

      Master Robin looked at her, scepticism written all over his face. “Can you teach me about the mechanics of engineering?”

      “Engineering? Well….” How to answer that question? It looked like her second round of interviewing had begun, and it might be more demanding than the first.

      “Do you know anything about steam engines?” he demanded.

      “I have read about them in the paper.”

      “Aeronautics machines?”

      “You mean hydrogen balloons?” Arabella’s face brightened. She’d attended a balloon launch with her brother, the Duke of Ashmore, several years ago. “I’ve actually been in one.”

      Master Robin’s jaw nearly dropped to the ground. “Nooo. You’ve been on a manned hydrogen balloon flight?”

      “I just went up and down, but it was the most exhilarating experience in my entire life.”

      “You actually were in a balloon as it went up?”

      Arabella nodded. No need to tell Robin the balloon had risen only a few feet before her brother had insisted to let her down again. Ash had not gone along because he was afraid of heights.

      “Capital! What was it like? Were the people really small and the houses and trees and did you have the feeling of weightlessness, of f–f–flying?” he stuttered in his excitement.

      “Well, yes.”

      “Did you know the first man who flew across the channel —”

      “Jean–Pierre Blanchard.” That much she knew. She’d read an article on him in The Times.

      Robin’s eyes glistened with hero–worship. “It took him only two and a half hours to fly from Dover to France. In a gas balloon. Lighter than air!”

      A little hand slipped into hers. Joy looked up at her. She’d taken off the metal contraption. “I’m Joy.” She grinned shyly at Arabella. She had a head of unruly blonde curls and dimples in her chubby cheeks. Arabella melted. “I’m happy to meet you, Miss Joy.”

      “I can read,” the girl told her solemnly.

      “How very clever of you. What is your favourite book?”

      She titled her head sideways and considered Arabella. “Mouse.”

      “That sounds like a lovely book.”

      “The Life and Perambulations of a Mouse by Dorothy Kilner. Papa reads it to her every night.” Katy rolled her eyes. “It’s a dreadfully dull book, so Papa has to invent most of the story.”

      Arabella looked around. Three solemn pairs of eyes looked at her expectantly.

      “Does Papa know you’ve hired a governess? I thought he didn’t want one.” Robin turned to Katy.

      Katy pulled invisible threads from the sleeve of her faded blue gingham dress.

      Arabella knit her brows. “What do you mean, he didn’t want one?”

      “Katy, don’t tell me you didn’t tell Papa?” Robin rolled his eyes. “She does this all the time you know. She likes to do things without Papa’s permission.”

      “Wait.” A pang of alarm went through Arabella. “Are you saying you hired me without your father’s knowledge?”

      “Um.” Katy avoided Arabella’s eyes.

      “Are you saying your father did not send the job advertisement to The Times?” Arabella pressed further.

      “Papa doesn’t want to hire a governess. Doesn’t see the need,” Robin explained. “But if you know all about hydrogen balloons, then that’s capital, and I don’t mind.” His eyes brightened again.

      “We need a governess. Just look at us. What can I do if Papa doesn’t think of things like that?” Katy muttered and waved her arm about vaguely.

      “But, Miss Katy, this is just not how things are done. If your father hasn’t consented to this, how could I possibly take the position?” She shook her head regretfully.

      Outside, the clanking continued.

      “Why don’t you just ask him? He’s out back.” Robin sat down at the table and started to fiddle around with the wires of his invisibility machine.

      Katy gave up, defeated. “Very well. He’s bound to find out sooner or later, anyhow.”

      Arabella put on her bonnet and went outside. She followed the clanking noise that came from the back of the house. She heard a baritone voice utter a curse. Then she froze and took a sharp intake of breath. For in front of her stood a man, hammering wildly on an anvil. His thick auburn hair stuck out madly in all directions. Heat emanated from his body. And he was naked.
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      “Good day. I didn’t know we had visitors.” The man set the  hammer aside, wiped his brow with one rugged bare brown forearm, spreading a line of ash across his face, which made him look even more dashingly handsome. He spoke with a vague Scottish burr. His teeth flashed in a grin, as if he were glad to see her.

      A flush crawled over her cheeks and she opened and closed her mouth, unable to find the right words. Nothing at the seminary had ever prepared her for this.

      He wore a dirty and greasy leather apron, a pair of equally greasy leather breeches — and no shirt. Sweat glistened on his muscular biceps.

      He wasn’t completely naked, after all. But still. Aside from some Greek statues, the Elgin marbles which she’d seen in the British Museum, she’d never seen a man in this state of undress before. She had rarely even seen her brother in shirtsleeves. That had been indecent enough.

      Arabella spluttered.

      “Look at this.” Unaware of her discomfiture, he stepped up to her as if they’d known each other for ages. Arabella smelled soot, sweat and something more primeval. “What do you think this could be?” He held an iron contraption in front of her face. It looked like a pair of elongated tongs with zigzag arms. “It’s my newest invention. Take a guess.” He fixed a pair of intense green eyes on her expectantly.

      Out of her depths, she took a wild guess. “A pair of tongs?”

      He beamed at her. “Correct!” He snapped the tongs shut so they zigzagged outwards. “It’s a most useful invention, as I hope to be able to demonstrate shortly.”

      “What does it do?”

      He snapped it. “All sorts of things.” He lifted it to his head. “Take off one’s beaver hat, for one. Pick up a satchel from the ground so you don’t have to bend.” The tongs picked up the reticule that she’d dropped on the ground and lifted it into her hands. “Convenient, eh? Pick up things that are too high on the bookshelf.” The iron things zoomed past her face and she took a step back. “Pardon.” He grinned. His teeth gleamed white in his tanned face.

      Katy stepped up to him. “Papa,” she muttered. “Put on your shirt.”

      “What?” The man blinked at her, then looked down at his apron that didn’t quite cover his chest. “Oh. Right.”

      Papa? Arabella exhaled. Dear me.

      

      Mr Philip Merivale, blacksmith and inventor, threw a veiled look at the visitor. Who could she be? He couldn’t quite place her. She was dressed as a servant but had the demeanour of a lady. Why did he think of white-petalled camellias? She had that same kind of freshness and comeliness about her. The girl was graceful in her washed-out but crinkled linen dress. Tendrils of her blonde hair escaped from a bun that had, once, been tidier, and she stood rather stiffly by the forge, staring at him with the bluest eyes he’d ever seen. They reminded him of what the ocean looks like when the sun rays dapple on the waves.

      Dash it, in his excitement about his newest invention, he’d forgotten his manners again. He wasn’t used to visitors. What did one do with visitors? Coffee? Tea? Did they even have anything to offer in the house? Should he even offer anything?

      He wiped his face with a towel, tossed it aside and pulled on a shirt.

      “I suppose introductions are in order?” He held out a rust-stained hand. “I am Philip Merivale.”

      “Miss Arabella A–Weston.” She gave a small nod, then tilted her chin up, ignoring his hand.

      He dropped it. Zounds, if she hadn’t looked down her finely carved patrician nose at him. She made him feel like an unmannerly country yokel, which he probably was.

      “I applied for the position of governess, an advertisement that you posted in The Times,” she said, pulling out a snippet of paper from her reticule.

      Philip took the slip and wrinkled his forehead. “What? Governess? I never posted any ad — Katy! Confound it.”

      Katy lifted her chin. There was a defiant spark in her eyes. “We need a governess, Papa.”

      He folded his arms. “We’ve gone through this.” Throwing a brief smile at Miss Weston, he said, “If you will excuse us for a moment.” He grabbed his daughter by the arm and pulled her to the back of the shed. The woman remained where she was and looked away, but he was certain she could hear every word of their heated conversation.

      “The devil, Katy? What are you up to again?”

      “Papa! You know things can’t continue as they are.”

      “Why not? Robin’s fine at the village school.”

      “He isn’t learning anything there, as you well know. You said so yourself, a thousand times. Which is why you’re giving him extra lessons, with the result that he’s very advanced in mathematics, but knows next to nothing about anything else.”

      “Of course he is advanced in mathematics,” Philip said proudly. “I am an excellent teacher, and Robin is an excellent student. With those brilliant brains that he inherited from me, I wouldn’t expect anything less of him. It’s working out very well.”

      “Papa!” Katy stomped her foot.

      “What? It’s true. Robin is ten, so what’s he going to learn from a governess, by Jove? Deportment and elocution?”

      “Fine, so it’s not for Robin. You can continue tutoring him yourself. But consider me and Joy!”

      “Joy is not even five yet. And she is doing very well. She’s already mastered basic arithmetic, bright girl that she is.”

      “And me? What about me? I don’t want to learn mathematics all day, even if it’s with you. And I am tired of copying the History of England. It’s boring. And I’m too old for the village school.”

      Philip scratched his head as he looked at his daughter. Her cheeks had flushed red and tears sparked in her eyes.

      “My friends are all going to proper girls academies and learning how to sew, sing, and paint pretty pictures.”

      Philip sighed. “I’ve taught you how to paint pretty paintings.”

      Katy snorted at him through her tears. “Technical drawings, not proper watercolour paintings.”

      Philip had to concede his daughter had a point.

      “You also said we’d only stay here for a month or two and that we’d return home to London, so I could also go to the academy. And now we’ve already been here four months, and we are not ever returning to London, are we?” Huge tears rolled down Katy’s face. Philip’s heart wrenched as he took her in his arms and hugged her tight. She was his eldest and ‘pon his soul, he loved her. She was precociously grown up in one moment and a child still in another. And she was right. Katy was learning all the wrong things, and he was rubbish at instructing her in what she’d have to know to get through life as a proper young lady.

      He looked over his daughter’s head at the woman, who stood by the forge, looking pointedly into the other direction.

      “What the blazes are we going to do with a governess?” He hadn’t meant to say it out loud. He could see by the twitch of her jaw that she’d heard him.

      “She can teach us to be ladies.” Katy sniffed.

      “I’m sure neither Robin nor I want to be a lady,” Philip grumbled. He took out his handkerchief and wiped her face. She took it and blew into it noisily.

      “We have no manners at all. Least of all you.” Katy was composed again. “Your behaviour is dreadful. And you know it. It’s fine if you want to be like that, but I don’t want to go through life like a b–b–boor. I want to learn how to be a l–lady.” She hiccupped.

      He grumbled even more because there was nothing he could say to counter that.

      “But deportment and elocution? Bah. How useful is that to a Merivale? I can’t with any good conscience agree to that kind of curriculum. Your intelligent mind will degenerate in no time, and I can’t have that.”

      “If I may interrupt,” the woman’s gentle voice intruded into their conversation. “I have been educated at Miss Hilversham’s Seminary for Young Ladies. It’s one of the best academies in England. It is not just a finishing school that teaches the gentle arts, but also real subjects of depth. Miss Hilversham believes in educational reform for girls.”

      “See?” Katy’s face brightened. “She went to this superb academy in Bath and got excellent grades. I saw her report card.” She set her mouth in a mulish line. “If you don’t hire the governess, then I want to go to the seminary.”

      “Seminary?” Philip scratched his head again. “This requires further discussion. I suggest we continue this inside over some tea. With biscuits. Or whatever Peggy left for us. Provided my children haven’t munched it all up already. Insatiable brood.” He affectionately tugged at one of Katy’s braids and led the way to the cottage.

      The thing to do was to invite his guest into the parlour. That’s what those rooms were apparently for. Except the parlour was his working space and looked like it had exploded. Every inch of the floor was covered with parchments, papers, books, and the table equally so.

      He frowned at the mess. “To the kitchen,” he proclaimed.

      In the kitchen, he proceeded to rummage about the cupboards in search of some food.

      “Sit down, sit down, make yourself at home.” Philip pointed at the rickety chair. The woman sat and watched with round eyes as he set the table with mismatched crockery. “It’s Peggy’s day off.” Dash it, there was no reason at all why he should feel compelled to explain his lack of servants. It was normal for him to work in and about the house. He actually enjoyed it. Well, aside from washing tremendous mountains of laundry in the brook nearby. That he’d gladly leave Peggy to do.

      He handed a teacup with pretty red roses to the girl, the best teacup in the house. It had a chip in the rim but then, it was not as though this was a tea salon at Prinny’s Royal Pavilion. If she was going to be in his employ, she’d better get used to the fact that their household wasn’t the usual one. Not that he was seriously considering hiring her.

      “No biscuits, but — ha! We do have some freshly baked bread.” He sliced a loaf of white bread into thick slices and placed a pot of jam with a knife on the table, as well as a plate with a slab of butter. Whistling a tune to himself, he boiled the water in the kettle, which Katy had already prepared.

      “This is Papa’s blackberry jam,” Katy informed Arabella. “He makes the best blackberry jam in all of England.”

      “He cooks jam?” There was such an odd look of surprise on her face that a laugh escaped him.

      “Not only that,” Philip replied and leaned against the table behind him, crossing his arms and legs. “I also bake bread and am an excellent cook in general. I am also an excellent blacksmith. My grandfather happens to be Scotland’s best blacksmith. Hence my accent, you may have noticed.” He grinned as he rolled his ‘r’s.

      “Ah. Yes, I did. You have a slight burr.”

      “But what I am best at, really, is inventing. Like this.” Philip pushed the sugar pot towards her. Set over it was a metallic contraption with wires that suspended a spoon.

      “What is it?” The girl leaned forward, and a blonde lock of hair fell into her face.

      He blinked and tore his eyes away from her temple, where tendrils of fine blonde hair curled above satin–smooth skin. He had an odd urge to tuck it behind her ear.

      “Guess.”

      She tilted her head to one side as she studied the contraption. “I am not sure. It may have something to do with dispensing the sugar.”

      “Exactly! Precisely!” He watched her flush, which pleased him. “It’s a ‘sugar-dispenser’. Watch.” He wound up a mechanism on the side, turning a small handle, and the spoon jumped into motion. It dipped into the sugar, came up again with a pile, jerked to the side, dropping half of the sugar on the table, and dumped the remaining into the teacup that Philip quickly pushed forward.

      “How extraordinary!” She bent forward and tipped a finger at the device.

      “Of course. I just need to figure out a smoother motion, in addition to getting the spoon to stir in the teacup! It should be possible. Imagine this, if we also had a ‘milk–dispensing device’ that pours the right amount of milk into the tea, everything synchronised with a water–boiling device where the tea leaves steep, so all you’d have to do is place an empty cup under the machine, and it creates your perfect cup of tea — can you see it?” His excitement was that of a giddy little boy, willing her to understand.

      “Oh, yes.” Her eyes widened. Was that admiration? He felt inordinately pleased.

      “Well, that would be quite an invention indeed. One day I might attempt it. But my magnum opus is going to be something quite different, something utterly brilliant, something splendidly —”

      “Papa,” Katy interrupted. “We were going to talk about employing Miss Weston as our governess.”

      “Right.” He cleared his throat again. “But first, let’s have tea. Call in the others, if you please, Katy.”

      Katy went off and returned with Robin and Joy. Suddenly the kitchen was filled with cheerful chatter, laughter, and then smacking, chewing, and slurping.

      Fudge, his children were like little animals indeed, no manners whatsoever. Not to mention himself! Greeting his guest half-naked. Entertaining her in the kitchen. With both his elbows on the table, he bit off a large chunk of his bread — next time he ought to use a little less salt — slathered it with his best blackberry jam — it really was delicious — when he noticed something odd about the girl. Philip Merivale’s mind was busy enough as it was, with one half constantly occupied with his current invention, whereas the other tried to fit pieces of a puzzle together. What, exactly, was it about the girl that didn’t quite fit? A vague memory niggled at him.

      “Joy, wipe your mouth on the napkin, not your sleeve,” he said. “And, Robin, don’t wind up the sugar-dispenser so much, it’ll break the spring.” But Robin wasn’t listening. The boy let go of the sugar dispensing machine so that the spoon plopped the sugar onto the table. He watched Miss Weston with wide eyes. As did Katy and Joy. Katy’s hand motion was frozen midair, and Joy’s mouth dropped open, revealing a mass of half–chewed bread.

      Frowning, Philip turned to see what had caused such reaction.

      Miss Weston sat as straight as a ramrod, not touching the back of her chair. She stirred in her teacup, tapped the spoon noiselessly against the rim to clear off all liquid and set it aside in the saucer. Then, with two fingers, she lifted the cup, her pinkie sticking into the air. Her cup touched her lips, and she never even bent her head, nor her back. After a minuscule, soundless sip, she set the cup down again. She broke off a tiny piece of bread and with the tip of the knife, dabbed some butter on it. Then she ate it. The entire procedure she repeated in the same fashion, minus the spoon.

      A memory stirred deeply in Philip. Of a drawing room in a ducal mansion and a woman who drank tea exactly like her. With manners insufferably high in the instep.

      “You are a lady.” It broke out of Philip’s lips.

      Miss Weston froze for a fraction of a second, then set down the cup carefully into the saucer. “Of course I am.”

      “I mean, you are a lady–Lady.” This cryptic remark sounded like an accusation, and devil a bit, it was. Philip pushed back his chair. “Of quality.” He swallowed. “A noblewoman.” He narrowed his eyes.

      She did not reply. But when he saw that she set her lips firmly and that she grew slightly white around her mouth, he knew he was right. God’s teeth. The woman was as blue-blooded as he was a hot-blooded blacksmith.

      Philip set his cup down so hard that it must’ve cracked.

      He was entertaining an aristocrat at his kitchen table.

      This wouldn’t do at all.
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      Arabella knew something was wrong when a sudden hush of silence fell over the table. She looked up and saw four faces in different states of curiosity staring at her. Her first reaction was to check whether she had a smudge of jam on her face, when she met Mr Merivale’s wary gaze. When he stated, “You are a lady,” she knew she had given herself away. But what exactly had she done?

      And what was wrong with Mr Merivale? The cheerful, flirtatious light that had been in his eyes since the moment they met was replaced by a flinty, hostile look.

      Her chest tightened. She laced her hands behind her back for support and cleared her throat. “Governesses are usually ladies of—of—” She searched for the right expression.

      “Of genteel backgrounds who are forced to seek employment, either because their families have fallen on unfortunate circumstances or because they have been unable to contract a marriage.” Even his voice had changed.

      He spoke in a crisp, cool manner.

      “Papa?” Joy looked at her father anxiously.

      He broke his severe expression and smiled at her briefly. “If you are done with tea, Joy, Robin, and Katy, you may go outside and pick some more blackberries for me, will you? I’d like to talk to Miss Weston alone.”

      “I want to stay.” Katy crossed her arms and thrust her chin upward.

      Philip rolled his eyes. “Very well. But you two, off you go.”

      There was a scraping of

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/break-section-side-screen.png





OEBPS/images/heading-swash-ornate-screen.png





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Dedication
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Chapter 15
      


      		
        Chapter 16
      


      		
        Chapter 17
      


      		
        Chapter 18
      


      		
        Chapter 19
      


      		
        Chapter 20
      


      		
        Chapter 21
      


      		
        Chapter 22
      


      		
        Chapter 23
      


      		
        Chapter 24
      


      		
        Chapter 25
      


      		
        Chapter 26
      


      		
        Chapter 27
      


      		
        Chapter 28
      


      		
        Chapter 29
      


      		
        Chapter 30
      


      		
        Chapter 31
      


      		
        E P I L O G U E
      


      		
        Note by the Author
      


      		
        Also by Sofi Laporte
      


      		
        About the Author
      


      		
        Epigraph
      


      		
        Contents
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Beginning


      		Also by Sofi Laporte


      		About the Author


      		Contents


    


  



This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/arabella-and-the-reluctant-duke.jpg
WISHING WELL SERIE

ARA n\ A

SOF1 (e RTE





OEBPS/images/publishing-logo.jpg
K





