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“There is no charm equal to tenderness of heart.”

~ Jane Austen

The Evolution of Emma is dedicated to my husband who is very similar to Hugh in character, charm, and profession. He helps me fly but keeps me grounded when I should. 
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SUMMARY
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She's always been the one helping her friends find their romantic matches, but can she find one herself?
A riotous romance ensues in the next Jane Austen Association novel about the members of a Jane Austen fan club who ends up in a Jane Austen film.

Keely Lee's Pride and Prejudice film was a hit so she's directing another Jane Austen film, Emma, at Moon Manor in Derbyshire. She's got the dream cast for a hit film, which includes Hollywood It Girl Susie Sweets as Emma and a cast of Shakespearean actors from The Globe Theater. Keely, her best friend and co-executive producer Ayra Patel returns to Moon Manor where movie magic and romance happens in a second Jane Austen film, Emma.

Meanwhile, Keely’s father, famed international lawyer Donald Lee, has a major case in England and has traveled from his home in California to London to work in their UK branch. Working with him is Hugh Pembrook, Donald’s ex-fiancé’s, son and close friend to Keely, a British native, and has always taken on the role of an older brother to Keely.

Staying at Moon Manor, while working on their case, Donald and Hugh, are also roped into the Emma film Keely is directing, while Keely, a former lawyer for her father’s firm, is roped into helping her father and Hugh with their case. Keely, who has always been in charge, finds herself in a dilemma when things do not go exactly as planned, and she, the forever matchmaker, is now the one having to look inward to evolve. 

	Grumpy Sunshine

	Friends to Lovers

	Matchmaking

	Small Town

	Billionaire Romance


**The Evolution of Emma is a contemporary romantic comedy for ages 14 

and up!
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PROLOGUE


Keely
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AS SOON AS THE PLANE landed at London Gatwick Airport, I stood and reached up to open the overhead compartment to grab my carry-on.

“Miss Lee,” a nearby passenger called out from behind me.

I turned to her.

“Your scarf.”  She held up the silk scarf that I’d removed and let fall to the seat.

“Thank you so much,” I said as I took it and quickly slipped it around my neck.

As I followed the other passengers off the plane, I checked my watch and quickly calculated how long before I arrived at Moon Manor.

If all went well, ten minutes at baggage claim, another ten to go through customs, fifteen minutes to race through the terminal, grab a cab and... I should be at Moon Manor in time for lunch.

But luck wasn’t on my side and by the time I made it out hoping to grab a cab, I knew I would barely make it to Moon Manor for dinner. 

“Keely?”

At the sound of my name, I turned to the somewhat familiar voice.  I spotted him coming to me through the crowd of travelers.  Tall with a strong build, keen blue eyes and a permanent smile on his full lips, I recognized him immediately.

“Hugh?  Hugh Pembroke is that you?”  Although he was much taller than when I’d last seen him, his smile was unmistakable.

“I wasn’t sure it was you, either,” he said as he came closer and gave me a hug.  “It’s been a while.”

“A few years... at least.”  Hugging him back, I got a whiff of his cologne.  Not only did he look great – how could he not in his sophisticated suit complete with cashmere scarf, leather gloves and camel wool coat – but he smelled good, too.

“Indeed.  I’ve not seen you since working together back in Newport Beach.”

He had such a charming British accent.  Had he not nearly become my stepbrother, I surely would have thought he was hot.

As I pulled away from him, I nodded remembering those days.  “Back at Daddy’s law firm.”

“I hear you took quite a turn away from law.  You’re making movies now?”

“Yep.  I just got back from New York where I was honored to receive an award from the New York Film Critics League.  I won best director for Pride and Prejudice.”

“Congratulations.”

“Thank you.”

We looked at one another for a long silent moment.

“And you?” I finally said.  “What are you up to?”

“Still at the law firm.  Still working for our dad... um, your dad.”

I chuckled.  “Your dad that almost was.”

He pressed his lips tightly, almost bitterly.  “I still don’t understand why Mother broke off her engagement with your father.”  He shrugged.  “Anyway...  He’ been good to me, nonetheless.  Donaldson is an upstanding man; a true gentleman.”

“He’s loved you like a son from the moment he met you,” I said.

He nodded and smiled.  What a gorgeous smile filled with warmth and kindness.  He really had filled out well, not to mention the stylish flair he now had.  Gone were the boyish torn jeans, the ratty t-shirt and the flashy sneakers.  

“You’re looking good,” I said sizing him up.  “I’m glad to see you’ve graduated to actual suits.”

“Can’t just wear jeans and a t-shirt to court now, can I?”

I chuckled as I noticed the women who passed by, all giving him a second and even third glance.

“So,” I shot him a curious look.  “What are you doing here... I mean, at the airport?  Are you taking a flight out?”

“No, I actually came here to pick up your father.”

“My dad?”  I frowned.  While I’d seen him only briefly the past week, he hadn’t mentioned coming to England.  “What is he doing here?”

“I’m actually surprised he wasn’t on the same flight as you.”

“But, what is he coming to England for?  A vacation?  That doesn’t sound much like Dad.”

“A big case... huge, in fact, just fell into our laps and Donald wanted to come work on it himself... with my help, of course.”

“A case?  Here in England?”

“A very interesting case,” he said with a nod.  He checked his watch.  “He should be landing any minute now.”

I checked my watch as well.  At this rate I would never make it to Moon Manor for dinner.

“Would you like to grab a cup of tea as we wait?” Hugh offered.  “Or perhaps you’d prefer a pint of beer.”

“Neither, really,” I said.

He seemed truly disappointed.

“You know what,” I said, gently tapping his arm.  “A good cup of tea would be nice.”

His face lit up and he led me to a sitting area with a partial view of arriving planes.

“Wait here a moment.  I’ll be right back.”

He returned moments later with two piping hot cups of tea.  “Here you go.”  He handed me one of the cups.”

“Thanks.”

“Not quite the weather you’re used to out at Huntington Beach, is it?”

I glanced out at the gray sky.  “I will miss the sun while I’m here.”

“And what about all the waves?  How do you Americans say... gnarly waves?”

“You picked that up from one of the surfer dudes out at Huntington,” I said with a teasing laugh.

“Ah,” he let out as he looked at me.  “Those were fun days, were they not.  Hanging out at the beach, riding the waves...”

“Getting sunburned,” I added.

He grimaced.

“And you certainly knew how to charm all those California girls, didn’t you?” I said.  “I mean, who could ask for 

more?  A good-looking surfer with a distinguished British accent.  Shoot, even when you cussed you sounded sophisticated and debonair.”

He grinned as he shook his head.  “Yes.  The ladies were mighty surprised when I hopped off my surfboard and opened my mouth.  A Brit?  On a surfboard?  It seemed nonsensical to them.”

“Well, nonsensical or not, they certainly swarmed around you enough.”

“Look who’s talking,” he said.  “You certainly didn’t lack for male attention.  That long, silky hair that just barely brushed over your bikini bottom.  Oh, yes... there were plenty of times when I was prepared to pounce on the young man who happened to look at you the wrong way.”

I let out a loud laugh.

Smiling, he sighed.  “I do miss those days... the sun, the surf, the salt air.”  He looked squarely at me.  “I would think you would prefer the Coast as well.  What in the world brings you out to this dreary London weather?”

“Didn’t Daddy tell you?” I said, surprised.  After all, I had mentioned my new project to him.

“Not a word.”

“I’m here to work.”

“Oh?”

“Yeah.  We have another project that’s going to be filmed here on location.”

“Really?” he said, though he seemed less than enthused.

“It’s a great project,” I went on.  “Another Jane Austen novel brought to life; Emma.”

He let out an amused laugh.  “Keely, Keely, Keely.  My, how you haven’t changed in the slightest.  Still so obsessed with those girly little books... those romances.”

“Sorry to have to correct you on that point, my almost-was-stepbrother, but Jane Austen is not ‘girly’.  Her novels are sophisticated and mature.  They are the best of women’s literature.”

“I imagine they are.”  He sipped his tea then set the cup down.  “I can still remember how you would simply pour over those thick books, reading and re-reading certain passages.  No matter how your father tried to get you interested in law, you simply wanted to fawn over those love stories.”

I let out a snort.  “Yeah.  Poor Dad.  He wanted me to follow in his footsteps and all I wanted to do was get lost in Jane Austin’s imaginings.  He expected so much of me... too much.”  

“After building such a legal empire, it’s quite understandable that he would want his only daughter to...”

“Child,” I corrected.

“Daughter,” Hugh reiterated.  “Your father worked hard to build his reputation, and he is now a legend.  You’re set to inherit his empire and run it someday. You even went to law school.”

“That was a long time ago.”

“You and I were first year associates together at Donald’s law firm in Newport.”

“I remembered you coming in with your board shorts and a shirt and tie,” I said. “I couldn’t believe that surfer dude wanted to be a lawyer.”

“But you were always the better lawyer than I was. Even through law school.”

“Now you’re the top hotshot lawyer, partner even. I always thought there was something more to that charming smile of yours.”

Hugh smiled and then looked me in the eye. “It would be a dreadful shame if you didn’t.”

I almost looked away. His blue eyes were so piercing, so direct, they could easily get a confession out of the tightest lips. 

“I love what I’m doing now, Hugh,” I said.

This was far from the conversation I’d envisioned having on my return to London.  My head was completely in the zone to make my movie, not talk law firm talk.

“Don’t worry, Hugh,” I said.  “I know all that.  I know.  For years I’ve known.  But I don’t have the same passion for law that you have.”

“Donald is getting older, you know.”

“He’s barely sixty,” I argued.  “Hardly retirement ready.”

“Still... he’s getting up there.”

“I know.”  I finished my last sip of tea and set my cup aside.  “Since finishing Pride and Prejudice, I’ve been with him, working, helping him. Aside from the last few days in New York, I’ve been in Newport.”

“Oh,” Hugh said, genuinely surprised.  “I didn’t know.”

“Yeah.  I’ve been giving him a hand whenever I can.”

“That’s great.  Then you must know a bit about this latest case we’ll be working on.  Lord knows we could use your help.  Once your dad arrives, he can bring you up to speed.”

“It would be nice to work with you and Dad again, but I am here to work on my own project.”

“We could find a way to work around your schedule.  Are you shooting here in London?”

“No.  Derbyshire.”

“Derbyshire?” Hugh’s face lit up.  “Keely, That’s where your father and I are staying.  Where exactly?”

“A little place called Moon Manor.”

“I don’t believe it.  That is precisely where we’re staying as well.”

Stunned, I looked at him, gaping.  “That’s impossible.  You can’t stay there.  I’m shooting my movie there.”

Hugh reached into his pocket, pulled out a card, and glanced at it before handing it to me.  “Yep.  Moon Manor, alright.”

I looked at the confirmation of their reservation.

“It can’t be,” I muttered to myself.  “How can this be?”

“Your father and I will be working just outside Derbyshire.”

“But...”  I stared at the reservation.

“We’ll be nearby... not far at all.”

“Hugh,” I said.  “You don’t understand.  Shooting a film is a full-time endeavor.  Twelve, sixteen and even eighteen-hour days.  I don’t have time to work on a case, no matter how close by you and Dad will be working.  I only have a month to shoot this... One month.  Four weeks.  Do you understand?  I won’t have the time or energy to focus on anything else.”

He looked past me, clearly not listening to me.

“There’s your father now,” he said as he stood to wave Dad over.  “Donald.  Over here.”  He looked down at me.  “Wait until he hears that we’ll be staying at the same hotel.  He’ll be thrilled.  All the way across the pond and yet so close to his only daughter.”

Resigned, I pressed my lips into a tight smile and stood.  But as I spotted my father coming our way, I had to smile, a genuine and pleased smile.

“He’s barely changed since I last saw him,” Hugh said.  “A touch of gray in that jet black hair.”

“Dad has always enjoyed keeping himself young,” I said, noting his stylish haircut... short at the back with ample volume up front.  As an Asian American, he stood tall, nearly reaching six feet, his back straight, his stride strong.  His piercing eyes locked onto me as his smile widened.

“Ah, what a treat it is to be welcomed by both my kids,” he said, his arms stretched out to hug us both.

“I hardly recognized you without your lawyer suit on,” Hugh said.  Looking down at Dad’s comfortable attire, he added, “Simple slacks and a cardigan; never thought I’d see you wearing that.”

“It’s a long enough flight,” Dad said with a grin.  “And I wanted to look like a casual traveler.”

“Dad,” I said as I backed out of his hug.  “Why didn’t you tell me you were coming to London?”

He smiled and shot a glance at Hugh.  “I’ll tell you all about it when we settle in.  I hear we’ll be staying in a rather cozy manor.  I can’t tell you how thrilled I am to be working with you two again.  Just like old times.”

“Dad, I was just telling Hugh how I’m going to be very...”

“Everything is ready and waiting for us to get started,” Hugh cut in.  “All the documents have already been shipped to the manor.  I’m sure Keely will be excited to look through them.”

“Guys,” I grunted.

“This is an amazing case,” Hugh went on.

“Gentlemen,” I said more forcefully.  “With the award I just won, people are expecting even more of me on this new project.”

“As they should,” Dad said.

“And with those higher expectations comes a lot of pressure; pressure to get the movie done right and on time.”

“You’ve always performed well under pressure,” Dad said.

“Yes, but be that as it may, I...”  How could I explain to them that I had a budget and time constraints.  I also had Hollywood’s new ‘It’ girl, Susie Sweets, as my heroine and she was signed to another project right after my movie. I absolutely had to finish it in time. I couldn’t risk losing her due to delays.  Not only was Susie a beautiful girl, but she was straight from the famed Shakespeare Globe Theater.  I couldn’t afford to screw this up.  “Dad, I would love to help, but...”

He clapped his hands.  “Perfect.  Wonderful.  You and Hugh make a great team... so brilliant and resourceful.  This is a complicated case, and I’ll need your specialized expertise with this one, Keely.”

“But Dad...”

“I would love to see this case ready and resolved before I have to go back to California.”

“Dad, what specialized expertise are you talking about? I’m limited in how I can help you.”

“This case is right up your alley,” Hugh said.  “And we desperately need you.”

“You’re the only one I know who can help,” Dad added.

“Okay,” I said, trying to control my growing impatience.  “What is this case that only I can help you with?”

They looked at one another.

“Honey,” Dad said.  “A certain manuscript has been brought to our attention; a manuscript that is rumored to have been written by a certain famous author that you’re very fond of.”

No.  My breath caught in my throat.  “Are you saying that...?”

They nodded.

“Do you seriously have...?”

They once again nodded.

“You might have discovered an unknown, unpublished manuscript by Jane Austen?”  My hand went to my chest as I fought to breathe.

“By Jove, I think she’s onto us,” Hugh said, exaggerating his already pronounced British accent.

I looked to my father.  “Dad, this is amazing.  This is...”

“The perfect case for you, my dear.”

I wanted to jump for joy but was frozen in place.

“Now,” Dad said in his warning tone.  “This might turn out to not be a Jane Austen manuscript at all.”

“I understand.”

“And it might turn out to be quite disappointing.”

“I get that.”

“And you might end up wasting your time.”

“Right.”

“So, if you decide you don’t want to be involved...”

“Not get involved?” I said, shocked at the very idea.  “Dad, you’re not going to be able to keep me away from this one.  I’m in.  I’m all in.  I’m going to have my hands full with the film... but I will find a way.  I absolutely have to be in on this.”
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After getting into Hugh’s Audi, he drove us out to Moon Manor.  All the while, I considered the many transformations needed to turn it into Hartsfield.  While certain changes could be made to the manor itself, the grounds on which the characters would walk or ride across would have to be filmed from a different angle as those from Pride and Prejudice.

“I hear the owner of the manor is a friend of yours,” Dad said, breaking into my thoughts as we neared Derbyshire.

I nodded.  “Jai Doshi.  He married Ayra last year.  You remember Ayra, don’t you?”

“That pretty little West Indian girl who had the same passion for Jane Austen as you had.”

“That’s the one.”

“All I remember of your years at UCI’s graduate film school is how you two girls were obsessed with this author.  It’s no wonder that you both work on these films.”

“Jai’s property begins around here,” I said as we drove along the wooded part of his land.

Soon after, we pulled up to the long drive and my father let out an impressed gasp.

“What gorgeous country.”

“It is beautiful, isn’t it.  It’s a perfect setting for these movies.”

The closer we got to the manor, the wider his eyes became.  “California might have its mansions, but nothing like this.  I can understand why you came here to make your movies.  So historic. So romantic.”

Hugh pulled up to the main door and
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