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This is a work of fiction. Any

resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental. No part of this book may be reproduced without
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To all the souls who once loved

unconditionally, and who, even with a broken heart, kept believing in love.
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A Girl Behind Golden Walls

London, 1996.

In a majestic grey stone house with

pointed towers, nestled among

manicured gardens and ancient

fountains, Leah was born—the only

daughter of a couple as elegant as they were warmhearted. From a young age, her life resembled a fairytale: lace dresses, a governess with a gentle voice, and laughter echoing through the long

hallways. She never knew lack, nor

loneliness. The maids whispered her name with tenderness, her parents .

The adored her with devotion, and afternoon tea was as sacred a ritual as Sunday mass.

Leah grew up believing the world was a safe place.

But the world had other plans.
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Leah, the Girl from the Castle

London, on a mild spring morning.

Sunlight slipped shyly through the heavy blue velvet curtains, gently touching the carved stone walls of the main hall. That house more like a castle than an ordinary residence—stood with quiet

elegance atop a discreet hill on the west side of the city. Its Gothic architecture, round towers, and symmetrical gardens reflected a life where beauty and order

reigned.

That was where Leah lived.

She was six years old when she began to realize that her life was different from that of other children.

She  woke each morning to the soft

murmur of one of the maids drawing

back the curtains, and a tray of tea and warm scones waiting on the little table beside her bed. Then came Miss Merritt her governess, with impeccable manners and a warm gaze carrying the day’s agenda.

“Good morning, Miss Leah. Today we’ll read poetry by Keats, practice

penmanship, and learn the difference between Impressionism and Romanticism,” she would say in a voice that blended sweetness with discipline.

Leah knew no other world.

Her  mother elegant even in a dressing gown spent her mornings overseeing the kitchen, the garden, and every detail of the house. In the afternoons, she hosted her now famous tea gatherings with high society ladies, where they spoke of travels, fashion, and whispered secrets between sips of Earl Grey.

Her father was different. A busy man, yes but never absent. Every evening without fail, he crossed the oak door at dusk, wearing a proud smile, a golden pocket watch always kept in the same

place, and a new story for his daughter.

“My little one,”

he would say as he lifted

her into his arms,

“one day you’ll travel

the world and discover that the greatest treasure is kindness.”

Leah  listened to him as if his words were promises written in the sky.

The house was vast, yet she never felt alone. The carpeted staircases, the glittering chandeliers, the endless library, the piano no one had played since her grandmother... All of it was part of her universe. Though surrounded by luxury, Leah was not a spoiled child. There was something in her gaze that already revealed a deep intuition, a sweetness that came not

from privilege, but from the soul.

Sometimes, from her window, she

would watch the children playing in the park beyond the wall. Their clothes were simple, their laughter spontaneous. And although her life was full of beauty, she felt a quiet, almost shy curiosity about that  kind of freedom messier, perhaps, but somehow more real.

Leah was a beloved child.

Too much, perhaps.

But she didn’t know it yet.
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The Tea Ritual and the Letters

In Leah’s house, life moved to the rhythm of an old clock. Everything happened at its exact time, with the same grace as tea being served precisely at five o’clock

every single day. It was the most

anticipated moment for her mother, Mrs. Genevieve Ashcroft, who always dressed as if expecting a visit from the Queen— even when the tea was shared only between the two of them.

Leah would sit beside her mother in the conservatory, where the tall windows let in the light as if blessing the scene. The china was fine porcelain, trimmed with golden threads and tiny blue flowers, brought from Limoges.

The  tea—a delicate, exclusive blend of jasmine and bergamot—was served with a small spoonful of lavender honey.

“It’s never just tea, Leah,”

her mother would say.

“It’s the ritual. The art of

pausing the day, of talking, of looking into someone’s eyes.”

And so, between bites of scones and thin slices of lemon cake, Genevieve taught her daughter the silent language of elegant women: how to hold a teacup without raising a finger, how to look with firmness without seeming haughty, how to speak gently without losing authority.

Thursdays were different. That was the day her mother’s friends arrived, and the drawing room transformed. Well groomed women, perfumed with floral essences, spoke behind fans and pearls, between games of bridge and discreet laughter.

Leah  watched them from a corner, as
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