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  Tagline


A duke disguised as a farmer and a vicar's daughter find love through deception, only to have it threatened by a woman from his past who could cost them everything. 
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  Dedication


This book is dedicated to my loving and supportive husband, Robert, the man who gave me wings, and our wonderful children, Nicholas, Aaron and Courtney. Thank you for allowing me endless hours of research, writing and editing; for helping Mom around the house; for inspiring and encouraging me; for being each of you, uniquely you; and for allowing me to pursue the dream of writing. Thank you for the smiles and laughter... and for teaching me God is really good, all the time!  Life is wonderful!     
To Find a Duchess
By Lisa Prysock






  
  Author Note #1


Dear Reader, 
To Find a Duchess became my debut novel in 2011. Thank you for being forgiving in reading it. It was a breakthrough for me in my writing journey. 
The novel remains a favorite among many of my readers. I owe my entire writing career to the Lord Jesus. I’m very thankful that it became an award-winning novel, winning the Reader’s Choice Lighthouse Award a few years after it released. 
The sketch on the next page is my rendition of Hanwell Farm in the Cotswolds, a setting in the story. The theme is discovering our purpose in Him (Christ Jesus). I hope you enjoy this annotated anniversary edition. 
Please remember that we are in 3rd person omniscient point-of-view with some deep POV elements, hence no need for scene dividers each time the narrator or a character reveals thoughts or actions, though I have included scene dividers in many places. 
I hope the story blesses you and that you find it enjoyable.
Warmest regards, 
Lisa M. Prysock
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  Description


A duke disguised as a farmer and a vicar's daughter find love through deception, only to have it threatened by a woman from his past who could cost them everything. 
In the verdant Cotswolds of Regency England, William, a titled duke with a fortune at stake, establishes a marriage with Alexandra, his mail-order bride. Despite being strangers, he finds it preferable to the pursuit of any alliance with yet another fortune-hunting debutante. 
The vicar's daughter, Miss Alexandra Benningham, answers his advertisement, unaware of his true station—oblivious to the duke posing as a farmer to test her character. Their arrangement holds the promise of genuine affection and shared faith until Lady Catherine Duncan arrives, claiming the duke’s family has established a contract for him to marry her, threatening both William's inheritance and his chance of forging a future with Alexandra. 
Amid deception and threats that conspire to contest their unconventional marriage, will William lose everything he’s worked to build with Alexandra? Can she forgive him for hiding the truth about his identity? Will their newly found love be strong enough to prevail despite the storm? 
Be swept away to a world of sweet romance, inspiration, and intrigue. Get your copy of this clean, faith-filled, Inspirational Regency Romance today!







  
  First Edition Book Cover


To Find a Duchess first edition featuring the Reader's Choice Lighthouse Award
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  Chapter one
Stipulations & Matters of Dukes


Over his dead body would he marry Lady Catherine Duncan! His Grace, The Duke of Gloucester, Lord William Braden Hartford the Fifth, refused to consider the unthinkable. She was completely wrong for him. 
She might have fooled his aunt and uncle, but her true character hadn't fooled him. His search for a suitable bride seemed futile, and when it came to Lady Catherine, it surprised him that Aunt Regina hadn't heard any gossip about her from the rumor mill.  
Where could he find a bride with attributes such as loyalty, trustworthiness, and integrity? Catherine seemed to be like most of the others he'd met over the years. Her interest in him didn't go any further than his title and inheritance. William barely noticed the glorious summer morning as he stormed out of the heavy front doors belonging to Ivy Clifton Hall.
Merely being in the same room with her tried all his patience, testing his manners and even-tempered, generally amiable nature. His strong, pensive personality stood in stark contrast to her shallow and chatty one. She was a social butterfly. He seldom spoke out of turn. He reserved words for what was truly important. Catherine, on the other hand, usually chattered endlessly about topics of little importance, and at times annoyingly so. He spent a great deal of time sacrificing for others. She was spoiled and demanding, the only daughter of her Scottish parents. 
She might hold the courtesy title of a lady, but she lacked the qualities he sought, despite her strawberry blond locks. Her blue eyes seemed heavenly when she batted her eyelashes at gentlemen, but her looks held little attraction for him; even though his aunt and uncle held high hopes regarding a match between them. He didn't care that Aunt Regina had pronounced the girl as “well-bred,” “well-connected among the Ton,”1 nor did he care about her “generous dowry,” or any of those things the peerage and his aunt and uncle seemed to care about. He certainly wasn't about to spend the rest of his life with someone he didn't love.  
Lady Catherine might appear lovely in a new frock or evening gown. She seemed to have one in every color, each with matching hats and silk slippers. She might even look pretty on his arm, but he could never trust her with his heart. 
Weeks before the Season had commenced in London, he'd stumbled upon her in one of the drawing rooms at Ivy Clifton Hall in what appeared to be an attempt to seduce a wealthy earl. Finley was a rogue, and although secretly betrothed to the daughter of a Marquess, easily distracted by Catherine. She might not have fallen for his charms had she known the truth about the earl being engaged to someone else—but William couldn't be sure. He only knew it was providential to have encountered them, affirming his conclusions.
His aunt had recently invited the Duncans to visit them in the countryside for the summer, away from the social whirl of London since the Season had come to an end. There had been nothing but talk of fashion and society gossip, Catherine's Scotch-Welsh heritage, and more about fashions, for days. Despite their visit, he avoided her and her parents, the Earl and Countess of Morland, Lord and Lady Duncan, like the plague. 
At every turn during this past Season in London, he'd found himself face to face with one of the Duncan clan or that conniving earl, Finley, who did all he could to cozy up to Lady Catherine—while lying to William, claiming he had no romantic interest in anyone because of his betrothal. 
Relief had flooded him when he'd unexpectedly been called away to intervene in a matter of dispute between tenants on one of the properties southeast of London. His escape had been a temporal blessing, but before long, his task had become returning to London and facing the remainder of the Season.      
The incident with Finley had been followed closely by another one of those abominable, crowded balls on a Wednesday evening at Almack’s Assembly Rooms; this time, a double confirmation of his suspicions that she could not be trusted. How the son of a little-known country squire had obtained entrance to Almack’s, remained uncertain; but he was becoming even more uncertain of how Lady Catherine Duncan had accomplished the same. 
He'd rather not remember what he saw when he'd stumbled upon the pair. The squire and Lady Catherine had been kissing in a private corner away from prying eyes, caught up in a moment of passion. But only a week prior, she’d been kissing an earl. And then, a country squire. Clearly, she wasn't the loyal type, let alone ready to settle down into marriage. 
He scolded himself for having the peculiar knack of escaping crowded dances and social gatherings only to find her in compromising situations. Or had it been the Lord warning him the woman was not suitable to become his duchess? The footsteps of a good man are ordered of the Lord was the Psalm that came to mind.   
Aunt Regina had gotten one thing right, Catherine was indeed “well-connected” and seemed to be enjoying making fools of men. She hadn't attempted to brush off these advances and had blatantly encouraged the earl. She was certainly not the innocent maiden his aunt and others claimed. 
Now that the Season was over and summer plans began to take shape at the seaside and in country houses across England, unless his aunt and uncle removed to Bath, his aunt and uncle and his brother had little chance of discovering the truth about her. While others flocked to Bath and seaside destinations, he'd had his fill of social events in London. The Hartford family of Gloucester had retreated to Ivy Clifton Hall, only to be pursued by the Duncans at the invitation of his aunt.
Though Aunt Regina had unknowingly overestimated Lady Catherine Duncan's character, he wasn't about to ruin the girl's reputation by disclosing what he'd witnessed. She would likely be able to destroy her own reputation without any help from him. At least he had been spared a marriage of misery and ruin by his accidental discoveries. At this point, marriage to some other debutante or any other English rose would likely turn out to be a blessing, so long as it wasn't a marriage to her!  
In fact, at this point, he'd rather marry a perfect stranger than marry Catherine, or any other number of the long line of damsels his guardians had pushed in his direction. But how would he ever trust anyone he met at the marriage mart or society ballrooms? 
Unfortunately, he had little time remaining to find a bride to fulfill the terms of the codicil of his father’s will; almost no time to establish his heart in a marriage or find a woman who was trustworthy. How had the years slipped by without him finding someone who shared a few common interests or shared his faith and values? He’d have been happy to find someone who enjoyed a quiet life in the countryside, away from the gossip and craze of the Ton.  
His aim in storming out of Ivy Clifton was now one thing: getting as far away from Catherine and his well-meaning relations as possible. He wasn't usually so easily angered, but this time Aunt Regina had pushed him too far in her effort to help him find the next Duchess of Gloucester. 
Ivy Clifton Hall at Berkeley, where he usually and happily spent most of his time, would demand a capable and responsible lady to manage the affairs of the household. Aunt Regina wasn't growing any younger. She had mentioned her eagerness to take on less of those matters and looked forward to the day when she could pass along this role to his wife, “if you will ever settle down with one, Hartford.” 
Ack! How the words echoed through his mind!
Clearly, he and his aunt and uncle were not going to see eye-to-eye on the subject of who he was going to marry. After slamming the door of his aunt’s salon and giving her a piece of his mind, his long muscular legs made great strides through the upper great hall, down the grand staircase, and out of the large front doors of the estate. Parlor and house maids scurried out of his way and the butler, Ormsby, scrambled to open the front doors of the sprawling, ancestral Norman structure. But even having someone open doors for him was an irritation at present. 
He paused outside while standing in front of Ivy Clifton Hall. Somehow, after a glance over his shoulder, it seemed more grand, stately and imposing than ever in the sunshine. Proceeding to cross the lawn, the bright morning sun cast its warm rays across the meticulous grounds and English meadows surrounding the castle. But he hardly blinked at the grandness and beauty of it all. 
Instead, the weighty burden of managing the estate smothered him, threatening suffocation. Those rays only seemed to beat on him while it glistened on everything else—from the forest covering much of the surrounding acreage, to the endless meadows and dales that gleamed in other directions on the estate. Laughter from his ancestors seemed to echo off the great stone walls of the castle, mocking his failure to secure a bride.   
William set his direction toward the stables, across the dew-covered blades of grass on the far left of the massive expanse of lawn, his long legs carrying him forward without a backwards glance. He kept his focus straight ahead. His face flushed red with heat, his jaws clenched, and his hands tightened into fists. His black Hessians housing his muscular and lean legs stomped as he crossed the threshold of the portico, heels clicking as he made his way down the few steps, and then he crushed the lawn with every step.  
So, it had come to this. His temper flaring, slamming doors, and him taking his leave. It all seemed rash, but he had good reasons, and to preserve Lady Catherine’s honor and reputation, or whatever remained of it, he couldn’t defend himself. 
Despite the anger coursing through his veins, he shuddered briefly with regret. Normally, he would have done everything in his power not to upset his aunt, but her persistent matchmaking attempts had failed, and it was time she accepted that fact. He’d made that clear. He would choose his own bride.
But how was he going to resolve it? And where could he find a bride, and quickly?


1.
       The Ton was the upper ten thousand of society, mainly members of the peerage. There were strict societal rules governing their behaviors.
    






  
  Chapter two
Fretting, Footmen & Frippery


Meanwhile, upstairs in her salon, Regina Hartford found herself whispering a prayer for the duke, her eldest nephew, pleading with the Lord to help him find someone to marry at this point. Fretting over the possibility that William could lose a great deal of his inheritance if he didn’t find a bride wasn’t worth the heartache now looming between them. She’d always maintained a particularly soft spot for this nephew, but now her heart ached. 
Regretting the words they’d exchanged overwhelmed her with remorse. She released a weary sigh as she fanned herself and gazed out of the window located behind her favorite chair.  Observing William traipse across the lawn toward the stables, she guessed he would take his leave. 
She stifled a chuckle at the string of footmen following her nephew at a safe distance. Likely, they were acutely aware of the fuming anger in her nephew’s demeanor. The footman in the lead was still donning his livery coat as he hurried along to catch up with William. Another hopped along upon one foot behind the first footman, adjusting something happening with regard to his shoe. A third footman was chasing after the first two. 
She shook her head at the scene unfolding below and returned to her stuffed chair. At least the footmen would ride along on the coach in a seat installed at its rear and help to protect William if he abandoned the castle to escape from Lady Catherine making eyes at him as she batted her eyelashes and waved her fan. 
If he did leave, where was he going? The presence of footmen would likely annoy her nephew even more. He did so prefer his privacy, and when she’d informed him that the Duncans would be staying as their guests for another fortnight, he’d taken umbrage and flew into such a huff. 
He had sputtered some words informing her to keep out of his affairs when it came to choosing a wife, stomped out of the salon, and slammed the door. Would he escape and eventually return with a bride, renewed and happy, forgiving her for meddling? She was only trying to help him after all. He was in a precarious predicament and a state of nearly constant vexation.
Somehow, she had her doubts that he could find a bride on his own. So much time had passed, and with every second that ticked by, so had each opportunity to marry a nice girl from polite society. The best of the best had been presented to him, and none seemed good enough for his exceedingly high standards, whatever they were. She’d given up figuring that out. 
Could he assure her, his uncle, and his brother, or any of the servants in his employ that he would find a bride and save them all from sinking into poverty? No, he could not. William couldn't reassure anyone that he would find a wife. 
He had no plan whatsoever for accomplishing such a duty, and sadly, she had to admit defeat. She had run out of ideas as to how to go about finding him a bride when all of the usual venues had failed. 
In the best interests of all concerned, she would not discourage Lady Catherine or her parents with her knowledge of the duke’s current position on the matter. There was always the chance he might change his mind about the Duncan girl in the coming months if he failed to secure a bride.
Regina couldn't bear to see what would become of the relationship between her nephews if ... 
No, she wouldn't even consider it. She could only pray for a miracle from above. 
A miracle was William’s only answer. He had made it clear. He was solidly against the idea of marrying Lady Catherine. If only she knew why, perhaps she could remedy the matter. But since she did not know, and he had devoutly made his refusal when he’d slammed the door, prayer was the next best option. Yes, she would continue to pray. God could do what mothers, or maternal figures in her case, could not.1   

      [image: ]William prayed a silent plea as he approached the stable, aware of those footmen dragging along behind him. Had Ormsby told them to follow?
Dear Lord, help me contain my temper ... help me breathe ... help me to find a wife I can trust. Forgive me for slamming that door. You know how patient I have been about this entire matter. Show me how to find the right woman. I have not found anyone suitable to become the duchess over all of this you have placed in my hands. You alone know where she is, and you know that time is running out.
It was not the first time he had prayed about this dilemma. Sometimes, one had to keep knocking.
Ordinarily, he got along amiably with his aunt and uncle. However, as he had conveyed to Aunt Regina that very morning, he firmly upheld the conviction he would not be baited into a loveless marriage with the wrong woman—not even to fulfill the requirements of his long-deceased father's will.  
Muttering under his breath, he waved a hand to one side as he traipsed along, those footmen still trailing somewhere behind. “Why couldn’t Father have given me until at least the age of thirty?”  
The codicil attached to the will had become an almost reprehensible document in his mind. It stated he must be married on or before his twenty-seventh birthday to inherit the twelve additional properties belonging to his father’s estate. He had inherited the two main ducal properties, Ivy Clifton Hall, the principal family seat, and one other property nearby.
The situation was a problem indeed, since the income from all of the properties worked together to make the estate financially prosperous and fluid. His November birth date was quickly approaching. Furthermore, the codicil stated his wife must be with child or have produced an heir before he could inherit the properties. 
Unfortunately, the properties mentioned in the codicil were not entailed to his title as the first two were, and presently, they remained in the careful managing hands of his aunt and uncle, at least on paper. His Uncle, anxious to retire from such responsibilities, allowed him to manage them and remained in the background for the most part. Until these conditions were met by either himself or his brother, nothing could remedy the matter. It was even remotely possible that a distant cousin might inherit the properties if he failed to walk the aisle.2 
At least for the present time, his uncle directed every resource available from those properties to help William provide for the whole of the family and keep everything running smoothly. Somewhere in the back of his mind, he worried that the situation would cause him to become the subject of much ridicule if he failed to achieve his secondary inheritance. Combined, the income from those twelve properties provided a generous amount of the wealth required to maintain the lifestyle to which he and his family were accustomed. 
He would become the subject of much gossip and criticism, maybe even the laughingstock of the House of Lords if he failed, but he didn't intend to let that happen. He was many things, but he was not a failure. And he certainly didn't intend to start the habit of becoming one now.
His brother, Marcus, who had spent years studying to become a barrister, had gone over the will countless times. He could only assume, as William had concluded, the wretched codicil was their deceased father's way of ensuring the continuation of family name and honor. 
Or maybe it was all a terrible prank his father played from the grave. 
Nearing the stables, he glanced over his shoulder. Were the footmen still following? The sight of them trailing him caused him to sigh. Could a fellow have any privacy? Did they not understand the weight on his shoulders, or that he might prefer a drive without them?  
Managing fourteen agricultural properties was a beast of a responsibility. He spent endless hours wading through agricultural and business studies to keep up on the latest innovations. Though his Uncle James ultimately controlled what happened with the twelve properties tied to the codicil, it was William who coped with making most of the decisions and interacting with the overseers of each property. It was he who normally handled the bulk of communication with the tenants and farming managers, in addition to all that went along with maintaining the other two properties received with his initial inheritance.  
It was William who would climb out of his carriage and help a farmer drive a herd of cattle or sheep across a road. He spent hours looking over fields of crops, purchasing new plows and farming equipment, lending a hand here and there, unafraid to pick up a pitchfork. He hefted sacks of grain and oats. He ensured tenants were taken care of and traveled to each of the properties on a regular basis, developing an easy rapport with managers and tenants alike. There were market days to contend with; buyers to navigate as well.
Marcus had no patience for walking the sown fields, observing the day-to-day operations, meeting with managers, or purchasing supplies. He preferred the history of art, the study of his law books toward the end of becoming a barrister, and his other leisurely pursuits. 
His brother couldn't make heads or tails of plows or horses. Marcus had no interest in innovative methods of irrigation, disliked the travel to and from the various properties, and despised making decisions. He preferred to avoid pouring over ledgers to account for expenses. Thus, it was even more crucial to their continued success as a ducal family for William to keep the properties from all of his father's estate together and intact. Hundreds of acres of producing farmland were at stake. 
He refused to ponder which distant relation would inherit a good deal of their wealth if both he and Marcus failed to meet the conditions of the will. That wasn't an option either of them could afford to consider. No, it was best that William marry soon and provide an heir before his approaching birthday.3 
This glaring necessity nagged him on a daily basis. When it wasn’t nagging him, Aunt Regina managed the job for his conscience with great regularity.    
A prime example of that was last year when his previous birthday had rolled around. They had all settled in at the London townhouse. His aunt and uncle had thrown him a birthday dinner party to celebrate his turning twenty-six. The next evening, Aunt Regina began a campaign of steady nagging. “Hartford, the last I heard, it takes a good deal of time to woo a woman's heart, and it can take many months to produce a child. For some couples, it can take years.” 
A denigrating but truthful reminder that he had been unable to dismiss. Her campaign of nagging had increased as the year had unfolded. But it had only served to heighten the pressure upon him, and all while, each lady he met seemed wholly inappropriate.
In fairness to his aunt and uncle, he had given the idea of marrying Catherine consideration. His observations were startling and frightful. Lady Catherine Duncan didn't enjoy reading books, for starters. She couldn't abide the idea of calling on sick tenants for fear of catching a disease—not even to deliver baskets of food to those less fortunate. 
She did not sing or play any musical instruments as most accomplished young ladies did. She openly admitted that she didn't prefer to embroider, sew, or knit. Nor did she enjoy horses or taking long walks. She was always bored and complaining unless in the company of society at a ball or dinner party. 
She disliked history and politics. She could not converse on any topics of interest except the subject of fashion or engaging in idle gossip. His dogs even repulsed her, and she repulsed them. One of his gravest concerns was the fact that she deplored church services on Sunday mornings and was always making excuses to avoid them. In short, he couldn't imagine a lifetime with her. 
No, he could not marry such a creature.

      [image: ]Reaching the stable, William was met by two stable hands scrambling to him at the doors. The scents of fresh hay and horses greeted him as he strode past outer walls made of gray cobbled stones on the bottom half of the long structure. Dark red boards of lumber comprised the upper half of the outer walls, but he paid little attention to these details. 
A dark brown three-board fence around the structure created a large corral to exercise the horses. Two long rows of stalls on either side of a spacious aisle were kept clean and tidy throughout each day. An addition formed an “L shape” to the stable and served as the carriage house. It contained numerous coaches, an open carriage, a landau, a phaeton, and Aunt Regina's personal curricle—though she seldom used it anymore—and various modes of practical transportation for hauling hay, crops, and supplies. 
Both stable hands greeted him with nods. 
“Good morning, Your Grace. What can I do for you?” Pearson set a sack of oats aside and greeted him with a nod.
“Morning, Pearson.” He couldn’t exactly say it was a good one. In no mood for small talk, he requested his driver be located at once and made ready to journey speedily. Turning to the other stable hand, someone new, he gave orders for his personal coach to be readied with four up.4 Pearson hurried away to find his driver while the second began the task of harnessing four magnificent white horses to his personal coach with the family crest on each side.  
Hartford leaned against a stall containing a dapple-gray mare named Blue Daisy while these tasks were accomplished on his behalf. The mare stared at him as he waited, arms folded over his chest. She blinked at him with empathy in her eyes and he reached out to pat her nose.
He really ought to come up with a destination. His driver deserved to know where they were headed.
But his mind returned to mulling over his problem, like a Goliath standing in his way. He couldn't grasp why he hadn’t met any prospective brides he could seriously consider, despite the fact he spent a good deal of time in London, as he was required to sit in the House of Lords for much of the year. He spent a great many evenings hiding away in his study behind ledgers when he could be out and about, socializing, and choosing a wife. Now, he kicked himself for it. The past two years had sped by without him finding a lady he could marry.
He recalled his aunt’s words when he’d first encountered her that morning. “You must be willing to take a risk on love and be willing to make great changes in your life, for the good of all concerned, William! Love will come in time. You must not maintain standards of perfection that are too high in finding a wife. I was not necessarily what I would call in love with your uncle when we married. There is no such thing as the perfect woman or the perfect marriage!”
He knew this was her way of pushing Catherine forward. “But you don't know Catherine as I do,” was all he could manage. If he’d said more, he would destroy her reputation along with his aunt’s opinion of her.  
He became exasperated by her statements. What could he say? He'd witnessed Catherine in two compromising situations and yet, somehow, felt compelled to keep the information to himself lest he ruin her chances of finding a husband. He had no desire to participate in the spreading of facts which could injure her reputation any further than it may have already been progressing toward that end. This left him defenseless.  
His aunt had rattled on, calling him by the name his closest peers did, “Hartford, love is a choice! Once that choice has been made, love is a very blind thing indeed, very blind!  It is blind to all but duty and grows because we choose to love.” He could hear the echo of her words as the scent of straw and horsehair and leather rose to his nostrils. The clop of hooves drew his attention as the horses were led out of the stable one by one.    
Perhaps there had been a great deal of truth and good advice in her words. Applying them to Lady Catherine Duncan, however, was a mission sure to end in misery. If he shared what he knew, he risked divulging her questionable character. She could be cut by society if others knew what he did. Not that he cared much about Catherine’s plight, but honor was everything, and Aunt Regina had a difficult time keeping secrets as it was.
It seemed the right thing to do by keeping Lady Catherine’s indiscretions to himself. In all fairness to her, perhaps she had been swayed by these men unfairly. He knew at least one of the men in the situation had less than honorable intentions. Love covers a multitude of sins and he that conceals a matter were two Scriptures that came to mind. He didn't love Catherine in a romantic sense, but if he shared what he knew, it could end up in a society gossip column.
Blast it all! Why was it his concern anyway? If he told the truth, his aunt and uncle would stop pestering him about Catherine. In fact, his being connected with her rather limited his opportunity to become acquainted with other ladies. It almost seemed as if she had some sort of claim on him because of his aunt pushing her forward so often. 
Now that he pondered it, eligible ladies of marriageable age had shied away a little more than in past Seasons. He had the distinct impression that Lady Catherine was busy fending away the competition. It was even possible that she’d attempted to make him jealous by being caught with those other gents. Another reason he declined to speak of her indiscretions.
Straw being pitched at the far end of the stable caught his attention, causing him to remember the final straw of his argument with Aunt Regina before he’d stormed out of the castle. It had been the news of the Duncans extending their stay which had sent heat warming his neck and face as anger seared through him. 
Lady Catherine and her parents had followed him to the countryside as guests. That was bad enough, entrapping him in his own home. Now, they planned to stay on even longer? Why did he feel as if he were being hunted like some sort of wild game animal? Like any hunted prey, his instinct was to fight or flee. 
He had argued with his aunt. Now, he would flee.
“Aunt Regina, you of all people should understand me better than anyone. You've raised me since my parents died. For that, I am enormously grateful. You must understand here and now that I am incompatible with Lady Catherine Duncan—and the others you've







OEBPS/cover.jpeg
-4

,lr

[USA M. PRYS 'f“ K|

!US Tod;u Begtqelhng Author

& 15TH ANNIVERSARY EDITION
o ANNOTATED -
- i

/”“\ "

'





OEBPS/images/90a72c85-2c0d-4758-9e3f-9d5a69b7ba9f.png
‘Y Yo 'o""





OEBPS/images/6ef6b257-4e8e-4f59-9903-ce960d01e20d.jpeg





OEBPS/images/0f604d41-f4d4-4ebf-ac4d-317635af8509.jpeg





OEBPS/images/4dd6b9bd-7afb-465c-9990-1eb6989ac868.jpeg
-4

,lr

[USA M. PRYS 'f“ K|

!US Tod;u Begtqelhng Author

& 15TH ANNIVERSARY EDITION
o ANNOTATED -
- i

/”“\ "

'





OEBPS/images/e87a3882-dee4-45a1-a1f2-65f16ccb09b8.jpeg
tHOUSE
Ar,er&!'y uglaﬂjst

._7-) Fned @ Duee, JJJ

An Inspirational
Regency Romance Novel








