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Contact Cassandra



I love hearing from my readers. You can contact me through my website or email me at cassandra@cassandradean.com. I respond to every email personally and they’re the best part of my day. 







  
  
Mailing List




To claim your FREE copy of Scandalous, a swoonworthy short novella, simply follow this link.

You’ll also be signing up to my mailing list and receive subscriber-only content, including giveaways, contests, preview chapters, an e-serial story, and the chance to receive advance reader copies of new releases.

Be assured I will never spam you, as I heartily dislike those emails too, and you can unsubscribe at any time.
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Prologue







Wildfell House, Clemmens-Upon-Avon, 14 April 1835

Mr. Davenport,

My mother is making me write this letter to perfect my penmanship. DO NOT THINK I WISH TO CORRESPOND WITH YOU. Apparently, you are the only person of our acquaintance who lives far enough away to make an exchange of letters worthwhile. I can’t even pretend to send the letter, for she stares at me even now to ensure the message writ.

I don’t know why she should insist upon this correspondence. Surely it has been obvious since our earliest acquaintance you and I Do Not Get Along. However, due to the friendship my mother bears yours, she continues to thrust us together. Ugh. Sometimes I dislike intensely being the sole recipient of my mother’s love—why could not she and my father have given me brothers and sisters to share this burden?

Still she stares. I do not know what to write. This is so frustrating! Why must I correspond with you? Why have you seen fit to travel all the way to Eton? Is it just to TORMENT me?

I hope this finds you well, etc.

Miss Sarah Stanhope
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Miss Stanhope,

I cannot think why you should write me at all. Surely you can find some way to dissuade her? You’ve always gotten your way in other endeavours.

Please pass on my regards to your family.

Arthur Davenport
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Mr. Davenport,

Do you think I have not tried? My mother is completely UNREASONABLE and no doubt reads these letters as well.

Also, do not think you may correspond with me in such a haughty manner, as if my elder. You are a mere two months older, and as such CANNOT be considered my senior. Just because you attend Eton and learn of Latin and mathematics and other dull subjects that will get you NOWHERE in life does not mean you may cast aspersions on my character. Everyone knows you tried to peak under Penelope Newberry’s skirts at the village fair three years ago. How’s that for aspersions?

HOWEVER. I shall act in a civil manner, even if you seem determined not to.

How is Eton?

Miss Sarah Stanhope


      [image: ]Eton, Windsor, 28 May 1835

Miss Stanhope,

I have been told I must correspond with you. My family appears as deluded as yours. I shall attempt to discern something you will find of interest. 

The dressmakers here seem well stocked.

I hope this finds you and your family well.

Arthur Davenport
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Mr. Davenport,

Why, thank you for that delightful account of the stocks of dressmakers in your area. I do believe I shall Alert The Press of such amazing tales. Truly, you are a marvel amongst humanity and I do not know how it is you have reached the lofty age of fifteen with NO FRIENDS OF NOTE.

If only my mother wasn’t watching. GAH!

I suppose I should update you on the events in the village, if only to be polite. A regiment has come to stay, and the soldiers are fair causing the girls to swoon. Of course, I only have time for the officers, who seem to be very merry indeed. Captain Wetherall is of particular note and seems most partial to a dance or two.

No doubt you think this frivolous.

Miss Stanhope


      [image: ]Eton, Windsor, 9 September 1835

Miss Stanhope,

Please extend my thanks to your mother for the Garden Dance during my recent return to Clemmens-Upon-Avon. It was…edifying.

Arthur Davenport
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Mr. Davenport,

Don’t think I don’t know what you mean by that. Not all of us have to attend a university to be considered clever, no matter what YOU believe.

I do not know why our mothers insisted we dance three times when we clearly dislike each other. Indeed, it seemed it would severely impair your person should you lower yourself to converse with me in a civilized manner, no matter that it would have made those interminable minutes we were forced to spend together at least somewhat bearable. Oh, but I forget. My conversation is frivolous and silly, while yours is dry and dull. Perhaps it best we did not speak.

Enjoy Eton, as it seems you are loath to be anywhere else.

Miss Stanhope
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Mr. Davenport,

I have stumbled upon my mother’s plan. She wishes us to WED. I cannot think of anything more horrid.

I urge you to discuss this with your mother. If this is also her intent, we must make plans to ENSURE IT NEVER HAPPENS.

Miss Stanhope
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Mr. Davenport,

I have received no answer. Please reply as a matter of urgency.

Miss Stanhope
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Miss Stanhope,

I cannot see how this is of any concern. I have no desire to wed you and, from your letters, it is very clear you have no desire to wed me. Our mothers cannot force us into something we do not wish. I should know. I study the Law.

Arthur Davenport
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Don’t you know ANYTHING?

Fine. I will shoulder this burden alone. You may rest assured this will never come to pass.

I wish you luck with your studies of the Law, what little good they will do you when clearly you have no idea how the world actually works.

Miss Stanhope

P.S. I cannot believe you refer to your studies as the Law, as if they are SO important they MUST be capitalised.
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Mrs. Wetherall,

Congratulations on your wedding. I told you there was no need for concern.

Arthur Davenport
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Mr. Davenport,

You still don’t know anything. I will not write to you again.

Mrs. Sarah Wetherall








  
  

Chapter One


London, England, February 1847





“MRS WETHERALL IS HERE.” 

Brows drawn, Arthur turned his attention from the paperwork before him. His clerk swam into focus, Dunn’s features becoming regular and distinct. “Mrs. Wetherall?”

Dunn offered a nervous smile. “Your two o’clock appointment? The lady what’s come—who has come—about her husband’s will.”

Pinching his nose, Arthur shook his head in an attempt to clear it. A vague recollection came to him, of some sort of trouble with the husband’s family. “Five minutes, then show her in.” He glanced down at the paperwork before him. “And tell Miss Parkes I will require her after the lady has left.”
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