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I read and write on Nyoongar boodja (country). I acknowledge the Whadjuk and Binjareb peoples and their connection to land and water. I pay respects to their elders—past, present and emerging.

Made on Planet Earth by human beings. Be kind to one another.

Three tales—one past, one present, one future—explore what it is to love and just how far someone would go for the love of another.

The Past: Lady Daphne Collister is unimpressed with her fellow magic-wielding debutantes. She finds their methods overbearing. Surely there was a better way of finding a noble husband in Regency England?

The Present: Ellie loves Josh. Josh barely knows Ellie exists. For her, it is not enough to sit behind him at school every day. What must Ellie do to get Josh to notice her? How about a love spell? After all, what could go wrong?

The Future: Leo and his co-worker Katerina have fallen in love. Secretly, of course, for office romance is illegal and all marriages are strictly regulated. There’s only one exception: the Valentine Raffle. But to win at love, Leo and Katerina may need to cheat the system...
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Lady Daphne Collister is unimpressed with the other young ladies in Society. These marriage-minded misses have no qualms over using magic to trap eligible bachelors into marriage. She knows their methods are a recipe for disaster. But will her approach of honesty lead her to a successful marriage?

When Peregrine, Marquess of Lindsey must hide from a mob of magic-wielding debutantes, he encounters guileless Daphne. When this young lady does not attempt to charm him, he realises that he may have found someone he could respect.

But does she feel the same about him?
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THIS HAD TO BE THE most ridiculous gown ever, thought Lady Daphne Collister. Looking at herself in full court dress in the fitting room mirror was enough to make her cringe. But one does not say such things in front of one’s modiste, especially when Madame Emilie was armed with pins. She moved around Daphne making last-minute adjustments, as if that would improve the hideousness of court dress. This gown was the illegitimate child of an overstuffed pork sausage and a self-important meringue. Whoever thought an Empire waist and hoops would suit each other was either blind, or playing a cruel joke.

Yes, a cruel practical joke on every young lady who wished to be presented at court. She sighed. “Can I take it off yet?”

“Non,” replied Madame Emilie through a mouthful of pins.

Daphne’s mother, Lady Collister, sprang from her chair along the wall of the fitting room. “Absolutely not. This dress must be perfect.” Her hands fluttered. “Oh, you must be the most splendid young lady there.”

Madame Emilie stepped back, satisfied with her pinning. “Quelle charms will ze young lady be wearing?”

Ah. Magic. The one thing that might be able to overcome the terribleness of the court dress. Every young lady had charms and enchantments and the advantages of the ether to aid her in her appeal. Jewellery was the best at holding enchantments, with silver the superior vessel, as was platinum. Gold, for some odd reason, couldn’t keep an enchantment the way a child couldn’t hold a sweet in his hand for more than five minutes.

Lady Collister returned to her chair. Her hand strayed to her throat. “Beauty, of course, and Admiration. Grace and Thoughtfulness.” She touched each earlobe. “Anticipation.”

Madame Emilie made approving noises. “Zat eez une bonne chose.” She helped Daphne out of the monstrosity so she would not disturb the pins. 

For most noble families a court dress was a terrible waste of money and taste. Thank the stars she would only have to wear it once. While her heart raced at the thought of being presented to Queen Charlotte, did it have to be in such a silly dress?

Once she was back in decent, fashionable clothing, Daphne was more than ready to quit the modiste’s.

Alas, no sooner had they departed than Lady Collister saw Mrs. Higginsbotham, a woman who could talk until the leaves fell from the trees. Lady Collister was fond of autumn; they would be there all afternoon.

The street was one of the nicer ones in Piccadilly, full of high-end shops and just around the corner from some good addresses. While her mother talked, Daphne watched random quality stroll by on this unusually sunny afternoon. A few dandies in their striped waistcoats passed her by, tipping their hats in greeting. She gave them a bob of a curtsey and let them pass on their way.

A few moments later those same dandies came back, their footsteps determined and urgent as they passed her by. What could have spooked them so?

A group of determined young ladies strode down the street, their eyes darting to and fro. No wonder the dandies ran.

These young ladies were on the prowl. But what, or who, was their quarry? Daphne pitied the poor bachelor who stumbled into their sights.

Mrs. Higginsbotham’s conversation could not hold Daphne’s interest. In boredom, she cast about. One door down, she spied a confectioner—Smith’s Sweet Shop, the sign pronounced. “I’m stepping in to the confectioner’s,” Daphne said to her mother.

“Mm, hmm,” her distracted mother replied. Apparently Mrs. Higginsbotham’s latest on-dit was far more interesting than the desertion of her daughter.

As she entered the door, a little bell tinkled. Once inside, she stopped. Her breath caught in her throat. It wasn’t a mere shop, but an entire dining establishment. Buntings of white gauze about the windows gave a light, airy feel to the place. Little tables with pretty wrought-iron chair filled the shop, cradling the bottoms of their happy patrons. It wasn’t the people inside that drew Daphne’s attention, but the beautiful, creamy ices on the tables in front of them. 

Such sweet scents filled her nose—strawberry and vanilla and cream. Daphne inhaled it with deep breaths.

Behind her, the bell above the door tinkled. An arm slipped around her waist.

Daphne let out a little squeak as a man pushed her deeper into the shop, spun her around until she fell into a chair at a vacant table in the far corner. No sooner had her bottom hit the seat than he snatched the bonnet off her head. “I say!” she cried as he put it on his own, before hunkering down in the opposite chair, his back to the door. What was he doing with her bonnet? Where was his own hat?

A few people at nearby tables looked over in their direction. Daphne looked around. Here she was, apparently unescorted, at a table with a strange man wearing her bonnet. There was gossip-fodder. 

Before she could hide her face or slink away, the door flew open and a half-dozen young ladies, their cheeks red and their chests heaving with exertion, piled into the shop. The hunting party had arrived. The people at the tables lost interest in Daphne and her companion and looked to the rather intrusive misses.

Her companion slouched down even further. He picked at something on his wrist.

The young ladies’ looked about fruitlessly. One declared, “I told you he came in here.”

“But where’d he go?” another asked. Her eyes met Daphne’s and narrowed. Daphne blinked in confusion. Surely they were not in pursuit of her accidental companion?

Of course they were. How crass. Daphne frowned at the young lady and sniffed. She disapproved of such callow behaviour.

The young lady broke eye contact first.

Declaring defeat, the young ladies left the shop, much to the relief of the shopkeepers.

Daphne leaned over the table. The man remained slouched down. Or rather, should she call him a gentleman? His clothes were of fine cut. His dark coat fit snugly about his form. His waistcoat was a pleasant blue—no stripes there. As for his leg, Daphne could not see them under the table. Were they as shapely as the rest of him?

He still wore her bonnet. She reached for it, but he clapped his hand on the top and leaned back.

“They are gone now,” she told him.

The man, his blue eyes cautious, did not turn around. “Do not let them fool you. Believe me, they are lying in ambush outside.” Could he hunch down any further without falling under the table?

Daphne stretched up to look out the window. Sure enough, a few young ladies loitered about, trying not to look so predatory. Meanwhile, her mother and Mrs. Higginsbotham chatted on, oblivious. “Looks like you’ll be here a while.”

A shopkeeper, his rotund belly covered by a striped apron, stopped by the table. “May I get you some refreshment today, perhaps a wet confect?” He held a silver tray as if expecting to receive something.

Daphne’s companion pulled her bonnet even lower. “No, thank you.”

Oh, no. If this anonymous gentleman was going to drag her in here and use her bonnet and her reputation as a shield against marauding misses, by gum, he could spot her a few refreshments.

She beamed a smile to the shopkeeper. “What flavours do you have today in ices?”

“Aside of the perennial favourite of strawberry, today we have a delicate lemon ice.”

“That sounds lovely. May we have two—no, wait. Give us one of each.” That way if one of them did not like the lemon, there was the strawberry.

Only then did her gentleman companion look up. His blue eyes, wide in surprise, peered at her. “You’re ordering?”

“It would be odd if I didn’t.” She fixed him with a stare.

He gave in. With a sigh of defeat, he extracted his calling card and placed it on the waiting tray.

The shopkeeper read it and gave a small bow. “Of course, my lord.” He left to fill their order.

So he was a lord. Alas, the shopkeeper whisked away the card before Daphne had an opportunity to read the name.

No matter. He’d forced his company on her. After she’d enjoyed an ice at his expense, he’d slink off when the coast was clear and she’d go back to her life.

She studied him. “Do I get my bonnet back?” 

“Not yet.”

“At least sit up. You look like your bones have turned to jelly.”

He complied. He rested his arms on the table, the better to pick at something about his wrist, his movements desperate and ineffective.

“What have you got there?” Daphne asked.

He muttered and gave up. “One of them slipped a ribbon about my hand. Now I can’t get the dratted thing off.”

Daphne held out her hand. “Let me try.”

In frustration, he gave her his wrist. Sure enough, he’d been snagged by an enchanted ribbon. The silver threads shot through would have held enough magic for this to be a most effective tool, if used properly. As she ran her hands over it, Daphne found a poorly-cast Slow Down spell. Had the spell been any stronger, her companion might not have made it to the shop without being caught. 

Daphne picked at the knot until it came free. “There” she said, letting the ribbon fall to the floor. “All better now.”

Her companion examined his wrist. “Thank God.” He patted himself down, even checking his back. “They didn’t leave anything else on me, did they?”

Daphne gave him the once-over. “I don’t see anything.” Nor did she feel any aura or presence
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