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Learn the origins of the Great Family!

 

The Great Family was not always a great family.

In October 1843, Anna & Rhys, Natasha & Seth, Elisa & Vaughn all face problems, their hearts heavy with the challenges of life.

This is the origins story of the multiple Scandalous series, when the first great family gathering, where traditions that will last a generation are born and Anna & Rhys, Natasha & Seth, Elisa & Vaughn meld into a single, united family.

Find out how the couples of the Scandalous family learn that together, they are stronger.

This novelette has not been commercially released for sale. It is only available as a gift to readers of the series, who subscribe to Tracy’s Newsletter.

Details on how to get your copy after you have enjoyed Her Rebellious Prince.
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About Her Rebellious Prince

The Prince kisses her, instead of her twin sister. 

Elise never intends to marry. Marriage is far too restricting, in her estimation. Instead, she grasps what freedom there is in running her Great Aunt Annalies’ boarding house. When Danyal, newly crowned Prince of Pandev, kisses her by mistake, her delicately balanced contentment is shattered.

Danyal isn’t in England to find a wife, as society believes. An English wife would offend the Balkan Separatists who threaten his principality. Such a wife would also defeat his desire to separate his family from the stained reputation which dogs it, which the former Prince, his uncle Kosta, was never fully successful in removing.

So why can he not stop thinking about that simple—delightful—kiss, and the woman he held in his arms for only a moment?

This book is part of the Scandalous Family—The Victorians. This is the second spin-off series to feature a new generation of the Great Family, who are now scattering across Europe and beyond in search of adventure…and love.

This story is part of the Scandalous Family—The Victorians series:
1.0 His Parisian Mistress
2.0 Her Rebellious Prince
3.0 Their Foreign Affair
4.0 His Outrageous Proposal
…and more to come!

A Sexy Victorian Era Historical Romance



 

Praise for Her Rebellious Prince

Once again, Cooper-Posey works her magic and spins an engaging tale

You'll have plenty of romance, political intrigue, and action to keep you happy!

This book is amazing! I loved the interplay between the 2 main characters. The amazing twists the story took to get to the ending.

This is a thoroughly enjoyable historical romance. It has interesting characters, a strong plot, and a satisfying love story. It’s the second in Tracey Cooper-Posey’s Victorian series, although there are two older series that follow previous generations of the same extended family. The author is really good at including characters from previous books for her long-time fans, while also writing a story that can stand strongly on its own for those coming into the saga at any point.

This is absolutely a book that you can sink into and enter another world.

I love stories of mistaken twins, and when you combine it with the skilled writing of this author you have a wonderful well thought out and well researched story.

I love stand alone HEA books which incorporate previous characters.

What a wonderful book this is! The characters are so realistic that I feel as if they're old friends. They are so engaging that, once I start reading, I can't stop until I turn the final page.

This story was very well written and pulled me into the fold. I felt as though I was smack dab there in the middle.

The new generation of the Great Family is just as entertaining as the last. I love that we are able to catch up on this new generation and see how they are finding their way in the world.

The writing style in this novel is both silky and sensuous.

I always anticipate another Cooper-Posey story with enthusiasm, and this book delivered.

Tracy Cooper-Posey has got a way with words.

This book had me at the first mistaken identity kiss and it just got better from there.

Ms. Cooper-Posey never fails to write an engaging, richly drawn story.

Tracy Cooper-Posey has done it again! What a talented author. This family amazes me, the stories get better and better.

I think this is the best series i have ever read.

Hello my friends, the Great Family. Every story for every member has been another grand adventure! This is no different.

Well written and exciting, I loved this book!
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The Great Families
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Elisa and Vaughn Wardell 

Marquess of Farleigh, Viscount Rothmere

1825 Raymond, Viscount Marblethorpe (stepson)

1839 William Vaughn Wardell

1839 John (Jack) Gladwin Lochlann Mayes (fostered in 1846)

1842 Sarah Louise Wardell (D)

1843 Peter Lovell Wardell (January)

1844 Gwendolyn (Jenny) Violet Moore Wardell (adopted in 1848)

1844 Patricia Sharla Victoria Mayes (fostered in 1846)

1849 Blanche Brigitte Colombe Bonnay (adopted in 1851)

1853 Emma Jane Wardell (adopted at birth)

 

Natasha and Seth Williams

Earl of Innesford, Baron Harrow (Ire.)

1839 Lillian Mary Harrow

1840 Richard Cian Seth Williams 

1841 Neil Vaughn Williams

1843 Daniel Rhys Williams (February)

1846 Bridget Bronte Williams & Mairin May Williams 

1849 Annalies Grace Williams 

 

Annalies and Rhys Davies 

Princess Annalies Benedickta of Saxe-Weiden, of the royal house Saxe-Coburg-Weiden, Formerly of the Principality of Saxe-Weiden.

1835 Benjamin Hedley Davies (adopted in 1845)

1842 Iefan William Davies 

1843 Morgan Harrow Davies (October)

1843 Sadie Hedley Davies (adopted in 1845)

1846 Bronwen Natasha Davies 

1848 Alice Thomasina Davies (adopted at birth) 

1849 Catrin Elise Davies

 

~~And their children~~

Natasha and Raymond Devlin

Viscount Marblethorpe

1857 Vaughn Elis Devlin (Raymond’s heir)

1861 Richard Seth Devlin

 

Lilly and Jasper Thomsett

1862 Seth Eckhard Thomsett (heir)

1863 Elise Marie & Anne Louise Thomsett

1864 George Jasper Thomsett (stillborn)

1876 Jessica Louise Thomsett

 

Sharla and Dane Balfour + Benjamin Hedley (Davies)

Duke of Wakefield

1867 Jennifer Jane Balfour & Benjamin Dane Balfour (heir)

1868 Alice Thomasina Balfour

1871 John William Balfour 

1873 Patricia Sharla Balfour

1875 Stephen Spearing Balfour

 

Bronwen Natasha Davies and Archeduke Edvard Christoffer of Silkeborg

1870 Christina Clara Elisa Bronwen 

1874 Edvard Erhard Jasper Nicholas 

 

John (Jack) Gladwin Lochlann Mayes and Gwendolyn (Jenny) Violet Moore Wardell-Ryder

Baron Guestwick, heir to the Marquess of Laceby 

1864 Jackson Vaughn Ryder

1866 Stuart Theodore Ryder

1869 Phillip Dane Mayes

 

William Vaughn Wardell & Bridget Bronte Williams 

Viscount Rothmere, heir to the Marquess of Fairleigh

1869 Elizabeth Anne Wardell

1871 Vaughn Raymond Wardell

1873  Mairin Elisa Wardell

 

Iefan William Davies & Mairin May Williams

1863 Adam Martel Davies (Adopted in 1874)

1864 Daniel Martel Davies (Adopted in 1874)

1866 Ève Martel Davies (Adopted in 1874)

1868 Alicia Martel Davies (Adopted in 1874)

 

Richard Cian Seth Williams & Eleanore Elizabeth Neville

1875 Cian Richard Williams

1885 Mary Eleanore Williams

 

Daniel Rhys Williams & Catrin Elise Davies

1871 Alice Edwina Williams

1873 Rhys Raymond Williams

1876 Lisa Grace Williams

 

Neil Vaughn Williams & Blanche Brigitte Colombe Bonnay 

1875 James Rene Williams & David Neil Williams

1877 Brigitte May Williams

1879 Sarah Louise Williams

1881 Edward Neil Williams

 

Peter Lovell Wardell & Annalies Grace Williams

1875 Delaney David Wardell

1876 Graeme Peter Wardell

1878 Natasha Annalies Wardell

1879 Bellamy Richard Wardell

1881 Elisa Grace Wardell

1882 James Tissot Wardell

 

Morgan Harrow Davies & Emma Jane Wardell (Williams) 

1875 Alexander Morgan Davies

1877 Blair Rhys Davies

1878 Lydia Becker Davies & Helen Campbell Davies

1881 Jane Emma Davies

 

River Heart & Sadie Hedley Davies

Duke of Caldwell

1869 Rowan Seth Watson Heart

1870 Alexandria Victoria Heart (Victoria’s)

1872 Jennifer Elizabeth Heart (Victoria’s).

1879 River Rhys Heart
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The Davies Family House, Grosvenor Square (East Side), London. Late August 1888.

Elise enjoyed her summer, until Ann came home from Northallerton full of news about her prince.

Elise tried to ignore Ann’s constant chatter about the new Prince of Pandev, whom she had met in Northallerton. Ann’s obsession with finding an upper-class husband in her very first season in London was endless. Even though Ann and Elise were twin sisters, on the matter of husbands, she and Ann thoroughly disagreed.

As it was a few days past the Glorious Twelfth, Ann’s ambition to find a husband before the season ended had failed. Her few days in Yorkshire had rekindled her ambitions, though.

“You should see him, Elise,” Ann enthused. “He has such a fine chin. And his hair is so very black. It doesn’t shine blue, like swarthy gentlemen from Italy. It is simply a glorious black. And so are his whiskers. Ordinary gentlemen, even those with dark hair, often grow in odd colored whiskers, have you noticed? But not the Prince. His whiskers are as completely black as his hair. And his eyes!” Ann sighed as she reached for the butter.

“That is your third piece of toast, Ann,” Elise pointed out.

Great Aunt Annalies, who sat at the head of the table, looked up from her newspaper. She said nothing, though. In the last few weeks, she had said less and less about management of the household. Great Aunt Annalies was allowing Ann and Elise to conduct the affairs of the household as comprehensively as possible.

In fact, it wasn’t the toast to which Elise objected. It was the extra butter Ann always spread upon her toast. Elise had learned how rapidly basic supplies such as milk, butter and sugar–flour, too–disappeared from the pantry. She had spent days tracing the use of such staples and was alarmed by how much thirteen people could eat in just a few days.

While Elise organized the kitchen pantry and cupboards, Ann had relaxed in Northallerton.

And met her prince.

Ann did not appear to hear Elise’s complaint about the toast. She buttered it enthusiastically, still chatting about Prince Selâhattin Danyal Bora of Pandev.

Great Aunt Annalies made a small sound from behind her newspaper. Elise grasped the opportunity to change the subject. “Is something the matter, Great Aunt Annalies?”

Annalies lowered the newspaper. She was smiling. “A law has been passed in Parliament which will be put into effect next year. It changes all the county councils and buroughs in England and Wales.”

“How interesting,” Ann said. Her tone said she was not in the slightest bit interested.

Great Aunt Annalies rolled her eyes. “You two ladies should keep up with politics.”

“I don’t see why we should.” Ann took a huge bite of her toast. “It isn’t as though we can vote, after all.” She spoke carefully around her mouthful of breadcrumbs.

“That is exactly my point.” Great Aunt Annalies pressed her fingers to the page in front of her. “This new law allows ladies to vote in local Council elections. I must write to Emma. She will be beside herself with happiness over this. I may invite her to tea.” She glanced at Elise. “Is there enough tea to share a cup with a friend?”

Elise pressed her hand to her belly, as tension increased beneath her corset. “I’m not entirely sure about that,” she admitted. “I am still trying to establish how much tea this house goes through on a daily basis. It is far more than I suspected.”

“A good pot of tea is one of life’s small pleasures,” Great Aunt Annalies said. “It is far better than coffee, which I grew up drinking.”

“You mean in your kingdom in Eastern Europe?” Elise said.

“It was a principality,” Great Aunt Annalies corrected. “Although coffee was not all that common, back then. It was far more a French thing, which my mother brought back from her travels.” Annalies smoothed out the newspaper. “If there is not enough tea, then we can have coffee. Emma is very broad-minded.”

Elise cleared her throat.

Annalies raised her brow. “There is no coffee, either?”

“It might be better to have tea, after all,” Elise admitted.

“Very well, then,” Great Aunt Annalies said. Her tone was light and carefree. She returned to her paper.

Ann rolled her eyes as she finished her piece of toast. “What have you been doing while I was away, Elise? No coffee, barely any tea, and there is no jam on the table this morning, either. What will the other girls say, when they come down to breakfast?”

Elise smothered her irritation. “They may complain, although I rather doubt they will when they see that I have arranged for the house to be painted before the summer ends.” Ann would find out soon enough how difficult managing a house full of people really was.

Their mother made it seem terribly easy, while Elise had discovered in the last two weeks that the work came with far too many headaches and unsolvable dilemmas. She supposed it would be easier if she had a larger budget to work with.

Great Aunt Annalies looked up once more. “You have arranged a painter? How do you intend to pay for his services?”

“I will not be paying him. Not exactly. Mr. Donaldson requires storage for his paint during the winter, somewhere in this area, as he does a great deal of work for society members. I offered him the use of the other half of the stable, where he can pack straw around his paint tins to keep them warm. He can come and go from the stable and not disturb us. In return, he will paint the exterior of the house. He promises to have it done before the leaves turn.”

“Indeed!” Great Aunt Annalies said. Her tone was approving. “Although, if he is to paint an entire house before the leaves turn, he must get on with it. After all, it is late August. There are only a few cordial weeks of weather left, this year.”

Elise nodded. “That is why he said he would have it done so quickly. The ton have returned to their estates for the winter and his work has diminished. He will use white paint he has left over from the summer and the work will keep him occupied. I agreed that if he acquires more projects in the meantime, he may tend to those first. He will paint the house in between his paying customers.”

Ann laughed as she poured another cup of tea. “Well, really, Elise! What an extraordinary arrangement!”

“Such arrangements have been made throughout history,” Great Aunt Annalies said, her tone calm. “Not all societies have had money to pay for services. Even this great society once thrived without coinage. Then, everything was arranged as a fair exchange.”

“Barter.” Elise remembered reading about money and coins in one of the many books in the enormous library at Northallerton.

“Yes, exactly,” Great Aunt Annalies said. “As long as Mr. Donaldson is happy with the arrangement, it is a fair one. It suits both parties. He has what he needs while we acquire a freshly painted house. Well done, Elise.”

Ann frowned as she spooned sugar into her tea. “I do hope you don’t expect me to make such strange arrangements, when it is my turn to be butler.”

“Speaking of which,” Elise said. “You were supposed to return to London four days ago. I expected you to take over from me two days ago.”

Ann spread her hand upon the table, in a soothing gesture. She nodded. “I do apologize for that,” she said, her tone contrite. “It is only that the Prince was lingering for a few more days. I simply could not tear myself away from Northallerton while he was there. It was a perfect opportunity. I could not pass it by.”

“Is the Prince aware that you intend to marry him, Ann?” Great Aunt Annalies said, her tone curious.

Ann rolled her eyes. “Goodness me, Great Aunt Annalies! I am not that forward! There is an art to these things.”

“I see,” Great Aunt Annalies replied, her tone smooth once more.

Elise said, “It seems to me that if the prince is in Northallerton, and you are in London, it doesn’t matter how much art you add to the equation. You cannot succeed.”

Ann’s soft brown eyes twinkled with amusement. “That is exactly where you are wrong,” she replied. She did not seem upset. Ann took the matter of finding a good husband seriously but didn’t insist that Elise share her interest. It made her far more tolerant of teasing than Elise suspected she would be, in the same position. “Just you wait and see, sister,” Ann added.

Elise got to her feet, as the first pair of boots rattled on the un-carpeted stairs, out in the hall. A carpet for the stairs was just one more item on their list of things to acquire for the house, one way or another. The boots announced the first of the lady tenants arriving for their breakfast.

“I must speak with Mrs. Brown in the kitchen,” Elise said. “Afterward, Ann, you and I must sit down and speak about the house, before you assume your butler responsibilities.”

“I will come and find you in the kitchen,” Ann promised.

Elise moved into the front hall and nodded at Beatrice Rose as the girl passed her, her hand up in her hair, securing a pin. Beatrice just barely nodded back. She had the earliest start of all the ladies living in the house. She was required to be at her place of employment at the lace factory by seven o’clock in the morning.

Elise moved through to the kitchen, outlining in her mind the few points she needed to discuss with Mrs. Brown. Mrs. Brown was an excellent cook and coaxed from their short supplies a highly creative menu every day.

It was not the start of Elise’s working day. She rose before dawn to ensure the dining room was presentable for breakfast, and to see that Mrs. Brown was up and preparing the meal. Breakfast itself was a chance for her to pause, sip tea and chat with Great Aunt Annalies, before moving into the heavy work of the morning.

Ann would soon release her from her duties and Elise could take a well-earned week of rest. She was curious to see how Ann fared, working under the same restrictions as Elise had discovered. Elise had been rather proud of her arrangements with Mr. Donaldson and had many ideas about how she might make similar arrangements with other tradesmen and suppliers.

Elise had quite enjoyed the challenge of keeping a large house running smoothly. It made her feel an odd connection with her father, for he had been an excellent butler in his day, too. When she saw him next, she would tell him so. She suspected her father would be amused and proud. After all, she and Ann were making the best of their circumstances, which was all anyone could do.

Ann’s ambition to marry her prince was her version of making the best of things. Despite teasing her, Elise was happy for her. She hoped Ann would land the man. Although, how she would do so while running this house remained a mystery.

Elise thought no more about it. There was far too much to do.
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Three days later, Elise was prepared to admit that Ann was a competent butler. Ann did not go about it as Elise would have, yet in her own way, Ann was effective. Ann did not seem to be bursting with ideas about how to tackle the many major projects of modernization which were to be part of their combined responsibilities. Instead, Ann’s strength was taking care of the mundane, every-day routines, and making them more efficient.

“I do believe that between the two of you, you make one extremely effective butler,” Great Aunt Annalies said after a few days. She held the lid of the butter dish in the air and stared at the fresh new pat sitting upon the plate.

“I suspect Ann is so good at finding the most efficient way to get things done because she would rather not have to deal with them at all,” Elise said grudgingly. “The sooner she can be done with the task, the better, in her mind.” Although, she did wonder where Ann had found the butter. She chided herself on her ungallant thought and tried to be proud of her sister. Deliberately, she took a scoop of butter as thick as Ann usually did, spread it upon her toast, and returned to her correspondence. “I see you received the same invitation, Great Aunt Annalies,” she said, hefting her the thick cream sheet of stationery.

“Dinner with Morgan and Emma,” Great Aunt Annalies said. “I suppose, as the season has officially ended, any dinner invitation at all is a pleasure to receive. I haven’t seen Morgan and Emma for the longest time.”

“And all their children,” Elise added. “What is it now? Five?”

“You were a child once, yourself,” Great Aunt Annalies pointed out. “It will be nice to have company during the off-season. They plan to stay in London until Easter.” She glanced at the sideboard where Ann’s correspondence was piled. There was a similar cream-colored envelope amongst the letters. “It seems Ann has been invited, too. That makes sense.”

“It is her turn to be butler. Therefore, I must accept on her behalf,” Elise said.

Great Aunt Annalies raised a brow. “You won’t allow your sister the evening off to dine with her cousins?”

Elise shook her head. “That is not the arrangement, Great Aunt Annalies. I stayed in London and ran the house while Ann spent a week in Northallerton, even though we were both invited. Therefore, she must remain at the house, just as I did.”

Great Aunt Annalies pursed her lips. “Very well, then,” she murmured.

Accordingly, Elise and Great Aunt Annalies prepared for the evening, while Ann pouted.

“It is the price you must pay as a working lady,” Elise told her sister.

“Then the sooner I am married, the better,” Ann said. “Although how I am to find a husband while being chained to this house, I do not know.”

“I believe that is exactly the point I raised, when you both proposed this arrangement,” Great Aunt Annalies said as she wrapped a thick paisley shawl around her shoulders. She and Elise intended to walk to Morgan and Emma’s townhouse, for it was only five minutes away. “At least with this sharing arrangement, you each have time to pursue your interests.”

Great Aunt Annalies smiled at Ann. “I am sorry you are to miss the dinner, but there will be opportunities later. It is something I have learned—that if the opportunity is meant to be yours, it will come again.” She patted Ann’s arm.

Ann sighed. “Yes, we did agree to this,” she admitted. “I’m not sure I will ever get used to working for a living.”

“At the very least, it will broaden your mind.” Great Aunt Annalies gave her a warm smile and moved to the front door. “Coming, Elise?”

They walked through the crisp early evening air to the gray stone building where Morgan and Emma lived from time to time. Morgan and Emma were Elise’s second cousins. They did not reside in London according to the season, although they did spend a great deal of time here, conducting business. That business included Emma’s energetic political activities, which Morgan seemed to fully support. Elise admired him for his broad-mindedness. She suspected few husbands would allow their wives to protest in rallies and invade town hall meetings. Emma wrote endless letters to the newspapers, along with articles and interviews in which she argued the benefits of equal rights for women.

Morgan and Emma had a proper butler. Johnson handed their shawls, gloves and reticules to a waiting footman, as Morgan emerged from the drawing room to greet them. He and Great Aunt Annalies immediately fell to discussing the new law which allowed women to vote in Council elections.

Three of Morgan’s children, all of them girls, and all of them the youngest of the family, ran up to Great Aunt Annalies and tugged on her skirt. Great Aunt Annalies was a favorite amongst the small children, for there were often barley twists in her pocket for them to find. Great Aunt Annalies bent to pat cheeks and speak with them in a delightfully serious tone.

Elise looked around the hall, while the fuss in the front hall continued. Morgan had an excellent library, here in London. It was small, yet the volumes were all quite new, or very old, and not the usual titles one tended to find amongst the upper class. Morgan had an extraordinary mind and his library reflected that.

Elise slipped away from the loud chatter and moved down the short passage to the door into the library.

There was no light in the library, although there was enough light shining through the tall windows for her to see around the room and read book spines. Elise stood with her hand on the door handle and waited for her eyes to adjust to the dim light.

A strong hand gripped her arm and turned her. “I said, good evening. Did you not hear me?” The enquirer was a tall man with black eyes and pale skin. He tilted his head to study her. “I had forgotten how lovely you are,” he added.

Then he cupped her jaw and pressed his lips to hers.


 

CHAPTER TWO
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Danyal wasn’t sure why he kissed the woman. He had enjoyed her company in Northallerton, even though she saw him only as a potential husband. It was hard to reject the company of such a pleasant lady, no matter what her motives might be.

And she was a delightful woman to look at. He had been reminded of it when he had spotted her standing to one side in the front hall a moment ago. She was tall and slender and elegant, and moved with a grace which drew the eye.

As he had followed her along the short passage to the library, Danyal admired the sway of her skirt and the small waist. His observations were tinged with regret, for even she could never be his.

Was that why he kissed her? Regret for what could not be? A need to measure what he was giving up? In the back of his mind, he knew she would welcome the gesture, even if she made all the usual delicate protests afterwards.

At the first touch of his lips, she stiffened, which was perfectly natural. He drew her into his arms and was pleased with how far around her waist his arm did reach. He drew her arms up around his neck, which let him lean into the kiss properly and bring her up against him.

That is much better…

The pragmatic satisfaction faded from his mind as he properly registered the pleasure in the kiss. His body tightened as her pliant softness pressed against him. Not even her corset ruined the effect. She was a delight to have in his arms. Heated and soft and with a scent which did nothing to diminish the fire in his belly.

Danyal regretfully lifted his mouth from hers.

As he released her, she drew in a breath which shook. She put a hand to her mouth, then removed her other arm from around his neck and took a step back. Her hand, he was thrilled to notice, shook as she pressed the tips to her swollen lips.

“I think…I believe…” She cleared her throat. “Are you…Prince Selâhattin, by chance?”

He laughed. “It isn’t that dark in here!” He reached for her once more—it wasn’t intentional. His body was dictating his actions, not his mind. He would sample more of her, for that simple taste had been better than he had anticipated.

She stepped back and pressed her free hand to her torso, as her breasts in the simple evening gown rose and fell quickly. “I believe you have mistaken me for my sister, your Highness.”

Coldness touched him. Doubt dispersed the good feelings the kiss had generated. He could not make sense of what she said. He couldn’t put it together. “I assure you, Miss Thomsett, I would not make such a mistake.”

She dropped both her hands. “Ann didn’t tell you we were twins.” She gave a soft, vexed sigh.

“Twins?” The coldness turned to an embarrassed horror. “You are…you are Elise? Ann’s sister?” Finally, the thing he had not understood slid into place. His mortification rose. “No, I do not believe it.”

She gripped his arm, much as he had taken hers—what had she thought of a stranger grasping at her as he had done? With astonishing strength, she pulled him farther into the library. She headed for the windows, where the gaslights from the street flooded the room with warm orange light. There, she turned and presented herself so the light fell on her face.

“I am Elise,” she said, her tone gentle and patient, as if she had explained this more than once in her life—and quite likely, she had.

But not after the blighter had just kissed her.

Danyal swallowed and made himself examine her face. The differences. He drew in a great breath and let it gust out. “Yes, I do see…” he said slowly. “You are much like your sister, yet there are differences.” He could feel his face heating with a rare discernable embarrassment. “I believe I owe you a most abject apology.”

She shook her head. “There is no need. I do understand how it happened. I was in dim light–”

“You are being kind. It was a liberty to kiss you in the first place. Had you been who I expected, you still would have grounds to be insulted…”

“Oh, I am quite sure insulted would be Ann’s very
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