

  

    

      

    

  




		

			Iceberg


			A recent widow, Lady Arabella Grey hires the young and unconventional Zandra Lancaster as governess to her children. Despite Zandra’s impressive recommendations, Arabella is skeptical and unimpressed by Zandra’s youth and artistic nature. But Zandra is brilliant with her daughters, and Arabella’s inexplicably drawn to her.


			Zandra harbors secret reasons for needing this position, and when she reciprocates their attraction, her feelings escalate. Impropriety abounds as she craves Arabella’s company and increasingly intimate touch.


			An extended trip to Manhattan with Arabella and the children changes everything. As they embark on the RMS Titanic’s maiden voyage, their love is undeniable, but so is their course toward unforeseen danger, risking not only love but their very lives.
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            Chapter One








			The Governess


			London


			Spring of 1912


			 


			Mildly annoyed, Arabella looked up as Kingsley, her butler, entered the library. “Yes?” she said as she returned her focus to her manuscript. 


			“Miss Zandra Lancaster, the new governess, has arrived, milady,” Kingsley said in his customary clipped tone.


			Arabella pinched her lips. Tardiness did not impress her. “The woman is two days late. She better have a good explanation. I was starting to think she had perished on her way from Scotland. That, or found the love of her life and eloped.”


			“It seems Miss Lancaster indeed has had quite the misadventure on her way here, milady.” Kingsley waited patiently just inside the door.


			Interested against her will, Arabella swiveled her chair to face him. Kingsley’s tone suggested a mystery regarding the new governess. “Well, if she’s presentable, do show her in.” She adjusted her prematurely white-blond hair, as it kept dislodging the hair pins and falling into her eyes, and waited for the woman who came so highly recommended to enter.


			“Miss Lancaster, milady,” Kingsley said and held the door open for a dark-haired woman, just over average height. She wore black and held a monstrosity of a hat in her hand as she approached Arabella.


			“Lady Grey,” Zandra Lancaster said and bowed. 


			Bowed? Arabella simply stared. Didn’t this…this girl know how to curtsey? Nowhere in her intense correspondence with her friend, Mrs. McKellar, had she mentioned how young Zandra Lancaster was. “You’re late.” Arabella thought she could smell faint, but acrid, smoke from the woman.


			Miss Lancaster nodded. “Yes. The train derailed.” She made an odd little gesture with her hands, as if apologizing for the mishap of the train.


			“Derailed.” Now that sounded too fantastic, as excuses went, but the girl looked at her with unwavering brown eyes. No, not brown. Cognac-colored.


			“Yes. It was a terrible accident. Other trains are still being rerouted. Hence my being delayed, rather than late, milady.” Miss Lancaster met Arabella’s gaze. “I had to travel to the next town to catch another train and—”


			“Your excuses are of no interest to me.” So, not late. Delayed. It didn’t escape Arabella that Miss Lancaster had just corrected her, albeit very cordially. She stood and approached the new governess. Circling her slowly, she knew that this sharklike habit of hers usually made housemaids and valets tremble, but Miss Lancaster merely waited until Arabella finished. When she came closer, Arabella could smell more of the smoke. How bad had this “derailment” been? She had not read anything about it in the newspaper, but perhaps it was mentioned in today’s issue, which she had yet to peruse. As she worked toward a deadline, she didn’t always read the paper until late afternoon.


			“Are you in mourning, Miss Lancaster?” Arabella walked back to her desk but remained standing. She didn’t like the idea of having the young woman towering over her.


			“Yes, milady.” Miss Lancaster nodded but didn’t volunteer any more information.


			“Who passed away?” Arabella raised an eyebrow. She needed to know, as this girl was supposed to tend to her children’s education. If it was someone very close to this woman, that wasn’t ideal.


			“My grandmother, milady.” A shadow ghosted over Miss Lancaster’s face. 


			“Was it long ago?” Arabella prayed that it was, since she didn’t want her twin girls to be around someone dressed in black for too long. If she was deep in mourning, perhaps she couldn’t give her daughters her full attention.


			“The year is almost over, milady. Another month.” A tremor traveled through Miss Lancaster’s frame, and she squared her shoulders and visibly set her jaw.


			“My condolences.” Arabella thought she needed to offer some polite words regarding the governess’s loss, but they didn’t seem to register with the girl.


			“You come highly recommended, even if you are younger than I understood you to be, but apparently the McKellars are very fond of you. Mrs. McKellar especially listed all your qualifications and sang your praises.” Arabella turned and pulled the golden silk rope next to her desk. Almost immediately, the door went up, and Kingsley reentered the library.


			“Show Miss Lancaster to her room,” Arabella said. Turning to the governess, she continued. “Take the time to get sorted before the children’s supper, at five. I will introduce you to them, and then we will both dine with them, a routine you will stick to unless Kingsley or I tell you differently.”


			“Yes, milady.” It was obvious that Miss Lancaster was trembling now. Arabella hoped the girl wasn’t of a delicate nature. She didn’t give that impression, but she looked paler than when she entered the room.


			“This way, Miss Lancaster,” Kingsley said and motioned for the governess to follow him.


			Arabella sat down and reached for her glasses. Reading the last few sentences she’d written before the new governess finally arrived, she still couldn’t focus. Normally, she only had to start typing and the words flowed, but not now. She envisioned the pale, rigid young woman who stood clutching her hat harder and harder, and the mystery Miss Lancaster exuded intrigued her more than her manuscript did.
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        * * *


      


			Zandra studied the room that would be hers, located on the third floor of the London townhouse belonging to Lady Arabella Grey. She was cold to the bone and grateful for the roaring fire that a maid must have started for her. She tossed her hat—God, she loathed it—onto the bed and staggered over to the fireplace. Extending her hands, she felt the warmth permeate her pale skin and filter through to her veins.


			She pulled out her father’s old pocket watch and saw that she had three hours before the twin girls’ supper at five. She longed to have a bath, and she should have ample time. Kingsley, the butler, for some unfathomable reason had taken it upon himself to show her both her room and the very modern adjoining bathroom, outfitted with a water closet and a bathtub. 


			Opening her trunk, she retrieved her robe and some toiletries, among them her rosewater, and stepped into the bathroom. It was small, but to have her own one was a luxury that had never been bestowed upon her, not even during the horrible years she had lived with her grandmother. Small bottles sat on a narrow shelf above the bathtub, and while she ran the water to fill it, she opened them curiously, one by one. Lovely scents of lavender, citrus, and something resembling winter apples showed they were liquid soaps. This was another luxury Zandra had never encountered before, and she placed her own bottle of rose water, which she used to rinse her hair and face, on the same shelf.


			Undressing, she moaned as she unhooked her corset and removed her underwear. Her ribs hurt and so did her left hip. She raised her arms and examined her naked body in the mirror. A large blue-black bruise marred the left side of her torso and down to her thigh. She touched it briefly and winced. She didn’t think she’d broken any ribs, but she wasn’t sure. The train had stopped so violently and then turned on its side, slamming her into the opposite row of benches. Sighing, she hoped she would be able to put on her corset again.


			The warm water made her whimper, but it soothed her bruised body. Leaning back, she washed her hair that still smelled of smoke and finished off with a rinse, using her homemade rose water. When the coal from the engine had spilled out and ignited the dry grass along the track, the ensuing fire had created a lot of smoke.


			Zandra indulged herself for fifteen minutes in the bathtub, and then came the next challenge. She hauled herself out of the deep tub, and tears flooded her eyes when her side protested. Muttering a curse, she knew this was far from an ideal start in the Grey household. If Lady Arabella lost what little patience she seemed to possess and decided to fire her, Zandra would be in deep trouble. She didn’t know anybody in London, and her financial situation was dire. She wasn’t destitute, but her humble savings and what little money her grandmother had left her wouldn’t last very long—a few months, at the most.


			Zandra pulled out clean clothes and opted for a charcoal dress, even if she broke tradition by forgoing a strict black one. She longed to wear color again and not be forced to wear black for a woman who’d made her life miserable. Knowing her year of mourning was almost over, she had brought her favorite three, more colorful, dresses, and hoped Lady Arabella would approve of them. She certainly hadn’t seemed pleased by her being in mourning. Who could blame her? The awful hat alone was enough to make people wince at the sight of her.


			While she dressed, which took twice as long as usual since she was so sore, Zandra thought of the woman she was going to work for. Lady Arabella wasn’t at all what she had envisioned. When circumstances in the McKellar household, where Zandra had taught their youngest son before he went off to Eton, had changed and made her redundant, Mrs. McKellar had mentioned her good friend of many years in London and her eleven-year-old twin girls. Zandra had thought it might be an interesting change to teach little girls rather than very rambunctious boys and accepted, as it was high time for her to move on to another household. She had pictured Lady Arabella as refined and traditional, much like Mrs. McKellar. But from their short meeting earlier, Zandra knew Lady Arabella was anything but. Refined, yes. That much was obvious in the way Lady Arabella carried herself. Traditional, absolutely not. Zandra had learned from Mrs. McKellar that the countess was a widow of seven years and had chosen not to remarry, which wasn’t common in her social circles. The Grey money had belonged to Lady Arabella from the beginning, and the woman had complete control of her own finances, which was also a rare thing. Learning these facts before she left Edinburgh, Zandra had been curious about such an unorthodox life and how Lady Arabella made it work.


			Tugging at the clasps of her corset, Zandra could barely breathe. She checked the time and gave herself another half hour before she began to explore the parts of the house available to a governess. She usually inhabited a no-man’s land between the upstairs and downstairs.


			When she was finally dressed, she dried her long, brown hair as much as possible with a towel. Normally she bathed in the evenings after her wards were asleep and let it air-dry, but now she needed to put it up in her customary twist, even if it was still damp, but so be it. At least she was finally clean.
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        * * *


      


			Arabella strode into her daughter Rosalind’s room. “Dearest, why are you on the bed? Are you unwell?” She sat on the side of Rosalind’s four-poster bed and felt the girl’s forehead. It was cool, and Rosalind didn’t look sick. 


			“No, Mama. I’m just angry.” Rosalind glowered up at Arabella. “Maeve is going to cause trouble, and I don’t want any part of it.” She slammed a fist into the mattress. 


			Arabella fought not to smile. Rosalind was the more sweet-natured of her girls, while Maeve, the younger by one minute, was all fire and always had an opinion. Rosalind was usually content to let her sister lead, but occasionally, like now, she became exasperated.


			“What is Maeve up to now?” Arabella asked after kissing Rosalind’s forehead.


			“She hates the idea of having another governess. She thinks she doesn’t need one. I mean, Miss Perry was all right, but Maeve never liked her, and I know why.”


			Arabella also knew why, but still waited for what Rosalind might share with her. “I like the idea of a new governess, who might teach us new things and do it in a different way, maybe. Miss Perry—she just didn’t understand Maeve, and Maeve made it even worse by pulling all those pranks. But I love studying, Mama. I enjoyed having a governess, and if our new one is even better than Miss Perry, then…” She slammed her fist against the mattress again. “If Maeve ruins this…I’ll hate her.”


			Arabella shook her head. “No, you won’t, dearest. You love your sister, just not everything she does. What is she up to?”


			“I don’t know, Mama, because she’s keeping it even from me. She said that I would ruin the ‘surprise’ and tell on her. I would never. I’d try to put a stop to it, though.” Rosalind sat up and hugged Arabella.


			“Very well, Rosalind. I’ll go find your sister and see what I can learn. And don’t worry. Maeve will not hear about our talk from me.” Arabella held Rosalind close for a moment before pulling back to caress Rosalind’s cheek. “Now, go wash your hands. It’s almost time for your supper. I’ll join you today and make the proper introductions to Miss Lancaster.”


			“That’s her name? Miss Lancaster?” Rosalind slid off the bed and hurried into the bathroom she and Maeve shared. “What’s her first name?”


			“Zandra.” It was a rather unusual spelling.


			“Zandra? Isn’t it pronounced Sandra?” Rosalind dried her hands and rejoined Arabella. Small for her age, she kept her curly red hair in two long braids. Her freckled face and blue eyes made her adorable, and Arabella’s heart clenched at the sight of her. Her twins were the most important people in her life.


			Maeve turned out to be busy reading at her desk in her room. Looking up from her book, she smiled angelically at her mother, then glowered at her sister, obviously searching for signs that Rosalind might have tattled on her.


			“Time for your supper,” Arabella said. “Have you washed your hands?”


			“Yes, Mama,” Maeve said, her eyes bright. “I’m famished. What are we having? Do you know?”


			“I do. I believe Mrs. Thompson has prepared some veal. Ice cream for dessert, if you’re good girls.” Arabella didn’t let on that she saw the fire inside Maeve reflect in the girl’s eyes. “Come along. I’m going to introduce you to Miss Lancaster.”


			“Oh, marvelous,” Maeve said, beaming.


			They entered the part of the corridor where the room used for studying and for the girls’ dinners was located. They ate breakfast and lunch with Arabella in the morning room, which was rare among their peers. Normally, children in her social class ate with the nanny or governess and visited with their parents only an hour or two every day—at best. This was not what Arabella wanted for her girls. She despised the idea of leaving their upbringing to someone who could potentially extinguish their fire. It had been attempted with her when she was a young girl, and only her innate strength and disdain for authority had saved Arabella from being a traditional woman of her generation.


			One of the maids brought the trolley holding dinner for four people. Behind her, Miss Lancaster carried a large salad bowl that apparently didn’t fit on the trolley. She placed it on the sideboard, where the housemaid busied herself plating the food.


			“Miss Lancaster.” Arabella noticed that the new governess had clearly bathed and changed clothes. She smelled of expensive soap…and roses? Her hair looked damp, which meant she had realized she smelled of acrid smoke. Pleased, she gestured at her daughter. “This is Rosalind, to the left, and Maeve, to the right. You may find it hard to tell them apart in the beginning. My rascals initially find it funny to switch identities when they’re introduced to someone new.”


			“Hello, Rosalind.” Miss Lancaster held out her hand in a grownup manner as she greeted Rosalind. “I hope you will enjoy my classes and getting to know me.” She turned to Maeve and repeated the handshake, which seemed to startle Maeve. “So good to meet the two of you. I’ve mostly worked with boys and look forward to teaching intelligent girls such as you two. Mrs. McKellar was kind enough to let me know that you’re much further ahead than eleven-year-old young ladies normally are. I’m interested to discover exactly where we need to start.” She smiled broadly at the girls, who merely stared at her.


			“Well. Let’s eat before the food gets cold,” Arabella said and motioned for Zandra to sit next to her at the table. 


			Maeve moved in too fast for Arabella not to be suspicious. “I think Miss Lancaster should sit across from you, Mama. That way you and she can talk.” She smiled innocently, which was far from her usual devil-may-care grin. Even Rosalind glanced wide-eyed at her sister.


			Miss Lancaster took the seat Maeve suggested, and when her face didn’t show anything untoward, unless Arabella counted a quick flicker of…pain?… Arabella sighed with relief and took the seat across the table.


			They spoke of the girls’ education, and Arabella had to concede that Zandra Lancaster was the type of governess who brought the children into the conversation. She clearly didn’t believe that children should be seen but not heard, which Arabella found refreshing.


			“I thought you were in mourning, Miss Lancaster,” Maeve said and tilted her head. “Your dress is charcoal. Not black.”


			Miss Lancaster smiled gently. “I know, Maeve,” she said, obviously not about to add a title to the children’s names. “I have only one solid-black dress, and it smelled rather badly of smoke, as I was in an accident on the train coming here. And if you like, you can call me Miss Zandra.” She turned her calm, cognac eyes toward Arabella. “If milady approves, naturally.”


			“Why not? I find standing on ceremony rather tiresome.” Arabella speared an innocent piece of asparagus. 


			“Can’t you lend Miss Zandra one of your black dresses, Mama? You have millions of them.” Rosalind looked between Arabella and Miss Zandra.


			Miss Zandra blushed and looked like she’d rather cover her eyes with her free hand. Arabella smiled at her firstborn. “I doubt that would be necessary, Rosalind, but it was a nice idea. I believe Miss Zandra is at the end of her mourning period, for which a dark-grey dress is entirely appropriate.”


			They kept the conversation light during the rest of the meal, and Arabella occasionally regarded Maeve, who was beginning to show signs of distress. “Are you all right, dearest?” Arabella said as she delicately dabbed her lips with her linen napkin.


			“Mama…” Maeve looked unhappily at her half-eaten food. She swallowed hard. “I’m sorry. You’re going to be so angry.” She blinked slowly.


			“Maeve?” Frowning now, Arabella looked over at Miss Zandra, who in turn glanced back and forth between Arabella and Maeve.


			“What did you do?” Rosalind whispered and held her silverware so hard, her knuckles whitened. She gaped at her sister.


			“Excuse me? What’s going on?” Miss Zandra shifted as if to get up, but as she did, the chair scraped along the floor, and she fell off it. After she disappeared between her chair and Rosalind’s, her chair clattered to the floor.


			“Miss Zandra!” Rosalind pushed her chair back and then knelt on the floor. She pushed at the governess’s chair and tried to get it away from Miss Lancaster, but it was impossible. Rounding on her pale sister, Rosalind glared at her. “This is what you did? You glued Miss Zandra’s dress to the chair!”


			Arabella circled the table quickly and found the new governess curled up on her left side, trying to catch her breath. It had looked like she’d merely slid off the chair, but something else must be amiss since she was very pale, and tears clung to her lashes. “Miss Zandra?” Arabella looked over at the chair, where the skirt of her charcoal dress was indeed firmly glued to the seat. 


			“Just let me…catch my breath…” Miss Zandra held up a hand as if warding Arabella off. “It’s not because…I slipped off the chair. I was bruised yesterday…in the train crash.”


			“I see.” Arabella tugged at the fabric that was stuck to the chair, but it didn’t budge. “We have to cut you loose, I’m afraid. It seems your dress is destroyed anyway. I will reimburse you for it, naturally, and Maeve will be punished.” She glared at Maeve solemnly. “You, dearest, owe Miss Zandra an apology, and that’s just the beginning.”


			“I know. I’m sorry. I’m sorry!” Maeve came around the table, looking down at Miss Zandra. “I had already done this…and then I found I really like you despite everything, and it was too late.”


			To Arabella’s astonishment, Miss Zandra smiled faintly. “You’re forgiven. Now, can you and your sister bring me a pair of scissors? I think you’ll have to be the one to cut my skirt loose, Maeve.”


			It was somewhat of an experience to watch Maeve’s face while Miss Zandra spoke. She went from pale to pink, only to offer to go on a mission for some scissors with her sister.


			“You are very forgiving, Miss Lancaster.” Arabella tugged fruitlessly at the skirt. “Damnation. What kind of glue did she use? It must come from the garden shed. I know the gardener keeps some potent chemicals out there.” 


			As soon as the girls left the room, Zandra slumped to the floor and groaned. “I’m sorry, milady, but my wounds hurt more than I wanted the girls to realize. I can’t be on my left side, or I will become ill. May I ask you to help me change position?”


			“Of course.” Arabella understood that Miss Zandra had underplayed her symptoms while her girls were still in the room, and now, she was in agony. She knelt behind Miss Zandra and tugged her up as far as the skirt would allow. This meant holding the young woman pressed to her chest, which made her stomach clench. It had been a long time since she had embraced anyone except her children. Apparently, that was something one needed to practice, judging from how holding on to Miss Zandra affected her.


			“Mama! We found some scissors, and we also found Mrs. Leonora!” The girls ran into the room, followed by the housekeeper.


			“Oh, my goodness, milady. Good thing I bumped into the little ladies.” Leonora held up some large fabric scissors and studied the chair. She gave Maeve the scissors and nodded at the skirt of Miss Zandra’s dress. “You did say you had to be the one to cut, Miss Maeve.” She gave Maeve a long look. As it turned out, Mrs. Leonora had to take over the task, as Maeve’s small fingers prevented her from efficiently separating the fabric from the chair. 


			Once Miss Zandra was liberated, Arabella felt her slump against her for a few moments before she stumbled to her feet. “Thank you, Mrs. Leonora.” She then turned to Arabella, her complexion grey rather than merely pale. “I think I need to go and find something else to wear—”


			“As it turns out, Rosalind’s idea earlier might have some merit after all,” Arabella heard herself say. “Why don’t you come with me to my rooms, and we can peruse my closet. I have a feeling we can find something. At least it will be better than a dress with a massive hole in the skirt.” Arabella knew that was only half the truth. She had seen how Miss Zandra favored her right side and moved with a limp. “Girls, let Miss Zandra lean on you until we reach Mama’s rooms. Then you can go back to your study room, where I want you, Maeve, to design a card for Miss Zandra that shows you’re truly sorry. Rosalind, you may read one of your books.”


			“Yes, Mama,” the girls said in unison. They stepped in under Zandra’s arms, and she leaned against their shoulders. Slowly, they began to walk to Arabella’s suite one floor down.


			Arabella took the lead, wanting to make sure their new governess didn’t fall down the wide staircase. 


		








		




    

            Chapter Two








			The Dress


			Zandra let go of the twins’ shoulders and remained standing in the center of the floor of what was obviously Lady Arabella’s bedroom. They had reached it via a small parlor, where she could easily envision Lady Arabella relaxing after a day of—whatever this woman spent her days doing. She had seen a typewriter in the library earlier, which had sparked her interest. Perhaps Lady Arabella was avidly corresponding with friends?


			“Very well, girls. Back to your study. Maeve, remember, the card needs to be heartfelt.” Arabella looked sternly at the girl.


			“Yes, Mama.” Maeve shifted her gaze to Zandra. “I really am sorry. I’m hopeless when I’m angry.”


			Zandra melted at the sight of the contrite girl. Identical to her sister in most ways, with their red hair and freckles, she stood there, chin raised but with shiny eyes that spoke of withheld tears.


			“I can understand that trait. Why don’t we discuss the subject during our rhetoric and conversation lessons? I was quite the temperamental girl at your age.” That was one way of putting it. Desperate and resentful were other words that came to mind.


			Maeve’s tears clung to her lashes now, but she wiped her eyes quickly before they fell. “Thank you, Miss Zandra.”


			Arabella nodded, looking somewhat placated. “Excellent. Run along, girls. I’ll be by later.”


			“Yes, Mama,” the twins said and hurried out of the room.


			Zandra swayed where she stood. “This really isn’t necessary, milady. The dress can be mended, I’m sure—”


			“I would think not. The hole is at least fifteen inches across. And matching the fabric exactly will be impossible. I will not have my children’s governess walk around in obviously mended clothes.” Lady Arabella scowled. “I realize this is my child’s fault, and I will make it up to you. In the meantime, I have a few dark dresses that might just fit you.” She looked Zandra over for so long, it made her tremble. “I suggest you sit before you faint.” Arabella pointed to a chair next to a vanity. “There.”


			Zandra sat, and when she wasn’t in danger of falling again, she took a quick look around the countess’s bedroom. Dark-blue wallpaper, white furniture, which Zandra found unusual, and gold accents made for a lovely color palette. The large four-poster bed had blue and gold brocade curtains tied back around it, and electric lighting seemed to run through all the rooms she’d been in. Lady Arabella obviously preferred a modern home. The McKellars had been highly suspicious about electric lights and absolutely against installing them in their home. Their gaslight, kerosene lamps, and candles were at least a hundred times more hazardous, in Zandra’s opinion. 


			Lady Arabella had disappeared behind a door in the far corner, and after a few minutes, she returned with several garments hanging over her arm. 


			“Milady,” Zandra said, trying to reason with her dynamic new employer. “You needn’t do this yourself. I’m sure your lady’s maid, Emilia, can assist me—”


			“She will not know which dresses I’m prepared to gift you. It will be quicker this way.” Lady Arabella’s tone clearly showed that she’d run out of patience for any more arguing. “Here is one. It’s black with a subtle dark-grey pattern. I think it lends itself well to your last month of mourning. I do admit that I’ve always found it ridiculous that we are forced to wear black. If that’s what one wants—fine—but to have a stigma attached to us if we don’t…” She shook her head. “But it is what it is.” Holding up the dress, she tilted her head to Zandra, her stunning white-blond hair falling into her eyes. She moved it with a practiced flick of her head. “Well?”


			“The dress is lovely. Far too nice for a woman in my position.”


			“It’ll do for now.” Lady Arabella waved Zandra’s statement away with a snap of her fingers.


			She held up two more dresses of a similar design. One had a too-deep neckline, which made Zandra blush. “Not appropriate among the children,” she murmured and had to rest her hand against the vanity.


			“I think the first one then. Let me assist you.” Arabella held out a hand, and Zandra could only stare at it for the first five seconds. Then she gave in and took Lady Arabella’s soft, strong hand. Lady Arabella didn’t have any problems steadying Zandra, who had to cling to her a few moments.


			“Thank you,” Zandra murmured. “I think I can manage.” Of course, just as she uttered the words, she felt a sudden twitch of pain in her side and pressed her hand against it, trying to swallow her whimper.


			“Miss Zandra.” Glowering now, Arabella took her by the shoulders. “You have mentioned this train derailment a few times, and it is only now dawning on me that you must have been quite injured. Will you let me examine what pains you so much?” Her stern appearance contradicted the concern in her voice and her gentle grip of Zandra’s shoulders.


			Zandra gulped. “It’s a mere bruise, milady. The skin isn’t even broken.”


			“That may be, but you could have fractured one or several ribs. That, and the fact that you traveled an entire day after the accident with these injuries, is potentially dangerous.”


			Lady Arabella gazed at Zandra’s dress and found the fastening on the side, where it extended up across her right collarbone to the side of her neckline. “This is a clever solution. I commend your seamstress for making a dress that provides independence while getting dressed, yet looking like a high-end garment. It must be very practical.”


			“It is.” Zandra began unfastening her dress, afraid the countess would take it upon herself to do it. When she reached her waist, she couldn’t twist enough and had to concede defeat. “I might need help with the last of the buttons.”


			“Well, then.” Lady Arabella deftly unbuttoned the last five and helped Zandra step out of the dress.


			“Why are you wearing a corset if you’re bruised?” Lady Arabella raised her eyebrows. “That must add to the pain.”


			“It did when I tightened it.” Zandra forced herself to not break eye contact with Lady Arabella. She refused to lose her courage now. “Once it locked in place, so to speak, it helped support me.” She made a wry face. “That said, it’s hard to breathe right now.”


			“Easily remedied, I hope.” Arabella rounded her and began untying the ribbon on the corset. “Another interesting design. Does this mean you’re able to tighten your corset yourself without having to nearly dislocate your elbows in the process?”


			“Yes.” Zandra indicated the intricate system of strings and ribbons. “It’s easy to pull it on, but a challenge to remove it.”


			Lady Arabella tugged at a few ribbons and smiled when they came loose. She pulled the corset apart in the back, and the rush of air streaming into Zandra’s lungs was a huge relief. Before she could protest, Lady Arabella pulled the corset off completely.


			“Oh, thank you, milady.” She clung to the backrest of the chair she had just vacated. “I—I—”


			“Just sit down again, Miss Zandra.” Still sounding matter-of-fact, Lady Arabella helped Zandra onto the chair again with gentle hands.


			“I just can’t believe how much trouble I’m causing.” Zandra sighed.


			“These troubles are hardly your fault. My daughter and the railway company are the culprits.” While she spoke, Arabella loosened Zandra’s camisole and pulled it up on her left side.


			“Dear God, Miss Zandra!” Clearly shocked, Lady Arabella covered her mouth with her hand. Zandra guessed the countess didn’t normally respond this way to an injured member of her staff. Lady Arabella tugged the thin fabric more gently. “The damage starts along your ribs, goes past your waist, and…stand up.” She helped Zandra stand. “Forgive me for being so intrusive.” Lady Arabella studied Zandra’s entire left side. “Your bruise extends past your hip and down to your knee. Is this why you’re limping?”


			Feeling cornered, Zandra couldn’t keep the resentment out of her voice. “I limp because your daughter glued me to a chair and I aggravated an already painful injury. An injury I sustained because I agreed to travel across the country to teach your children, milady.” She pulled away and refused to fold her arms over her chest, even though she felt far too exposed. So what? If the countess found it embarrassing that Zandra was only half-dressed, she shouldn’t have insisted that she undress in the first place.


			Lady Arabella’s eyes bugged out for a few moments, and then she pursed her lips. “No need for sarcasm. I was merely assessing your injury, not criticizing you.” 


			Zandra didn’t allow herself to mellow. “May I try on the dress you are determined to bestow upon me?” She knew her polite tone bordered on insubordination. A school of fish seemed to swim in a circular pattern in her belly and caused havoc with all her senses. She had never had anyone scrutinize her half-clad body in this manner, and it totally unnerved her. What kind of household had she agreed to work in? Had she merely exchanged one unsustainable circumstance for another?


			“Certainly,” Lady Arabella answered, taking the dress off the hanger. “Will you at least allow me to help you with the buttons, as this is a conventional dress that is fastened in the back?”


			Oh, no. What was she supposed to do tonight, at bedtime? Ask the mildly acerbic Emilia whom she had encountered in the kitchen earlier to unbutton her new dress? Or perhaps the calm Leonora, whose bright, gentle disposition made her live up to the meaning of her name, light. “Yes, please, milady.”


			“I think it will still fit even if you forgo the corset for now. We don’t have the same body type, but this is a rather forgiving pattern.”


			“What?” Zandra turned and looked at Lady Arabella, panicked. “But—” The mere idea that Lady Arabella had compared their bodies made her tremble.


			“You’re slender enough, and the dress is cleverly constructed, as you’ll find out.”


			Hesitatingly, Zandra stepped into it and felt Lady Arabella pull it up around her. As Zandra pushed her arms through the narrow sleeves, she held her breath as Lady Arabella made sure to straighten her camisole, only too aware how near the countess’s hands were to her skin. Why this made her need to inhale too deeply and too frequently was anybody’s guess, but the urge made Zandra want to pull away—before she managed to figure it out.
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        * * *


      


			Arabella harnessed her anger, and whatever else had set her on edge, as she began to carefully close the back of the black dress. Indeed, Miss Zandra—good Lord, even she had adopted this young woman’s suggestion how to address her, when she should have just referred to her as Miss Lancaster, or even just Lancaster—was slender, but surprisingly curvaceous now that she wasn’t constrained by a ridiculous corset. Arabella had her dresses made so she could go without one if she chose to, and this black dress was one of them. She hadn’t worn it in two years, but it was still modern enough and suited this purpose.


			She kept an eye on Miss Zandra’s camisole, which wanted to bunch up inside the dress without the corset. Nudging it into place, she felt tremors race through Miss Zandra’s body, and to her annoyance, her own stomach clenched again. This was ridiculous. Not only that, but it was also dangerous.


			Finally, Miss Zandra was properly covered again, and Arabella rounded her to see the finished result. 


			The black dress hugged every curve, and even if it had a modest neckline, it still pushed Miss Zandra’s décolleté enough to draw attention. Good thing this girl would wear this dress only until Arabella’s seamstress could make a new one. After all, Miss Zandra shouldn’t represent the Grey household in a sub-par dress.


			“It fits you better than I thought,” Arabella said. Her tone sounded cold even to herself, and Miss Zandra flinched. Good. She needed to put space between them after this dubious idea of her assisting her children’s governess, no matter how right it felt after Miss Zandra’s ordeal. Why the hell had she brought the woman to her bedroom when she could have sent her downstairs with Leonora? For all she cared, Miss Zandra could have borrowed one of Emilia’s strict dresses until later.


			“Thank you.” Miss Zandra sounded dispassionate, and she stood so straight and with her hand clasped before her, that Arabella wondered if she’d imagined the warm, friendly woman who had talked to her girls earlier. 


			She knew this distance was for the best, as she didn’t normally let anyone in, let alone someone belonging to the staff, even if a governess was a special entity. Not in service, per se, but not a peer either, even if many of them came from good families. Sometimes such a family had fallen onto hard times, and the well-born daughter needed to work. Before Arabella had harnessed her curiosity, she wanted to ask why Miss Zandra had to seek employment. It wasn’t hard to see that she’d had a stellar upbringing and education. It was most likely a money situation, which was unfortunate, given Miss Zandra’s beauty and poise. Then again, why would Arabella wish for the young woman to be caught in the trap of marrying a man who would take over her entire life?


			“Take a look,” Arabella said, deliberately mellowing her voice as she motioned to the full-length mirror.


			Miss Zandra moved across the floor, the limp barely noticeable now. She quickly stopped when she saw her reflection. “Heaven help me.” She stared at herself. “I can’t teach the children in this, milady!” She rounded on Arabella, her eyes huge.


			Arabella was at a loss for words as she stared at the revelation before her. The dress, pushing at Miss Zandra’s more generous curves, made an entirely different statement than when Arabella had worn it a couple of years ago. “I agree.” She held back a curse. Nothing was going to plan. “Wait.” She walked over to her dresser and rummaged around for a few moments. “Here.” She plucked out a few large lace handkerchiefs and gave them to Miss Zandra. “You can use it to cover your, uhm, décolleté. The addition will still fit the style of the dress.”


			Miss Zandra turned to the mirror, and after giving Arabella a pointed look, which clearly meant for her to turn around, she pushed one of the handkerchiefs into the neckline of the dress. Arabella had turned her back, but another mirror on the other side of the bedroom showed enough, and she found it extraordinarily difficult to look away. She blinked repeatedly when she saw Miss Zandra push the handkerchief in place.


			Furious at herself and annoyed with the strong-headed Miss Zandra, who was clearly not above reprimanding or correcting her employer, Arabella strode toward the door leading to her private parlor. “Can you find your way back to the children?” She refused to look at anything but Miss Zandra’s eyes, but it was an effort. 


			“Yes, of course, milady. Thank you for lending me your dress. And for the handkerchiefs. I will have it all back to you clean and proper as soon as I have made arrangements for a new dress.”


			“Tomorrow’s Saturday, and I’m going out. You can join me if you like, and we’ll stop by to see my seamstress. Bring one of your other dresses, and I’m sure she can replicate your clever fastenings.”


			Miss Zandra looked like she might decline, but obviously she was of a practical nature, because she finally nodded once. “Thank you, milady.” She bowed—damn it, bowed—and left the parlor.


			Arabella walked over to the window overlooking their small garden. Her country estate was surrounded by a large park, but in London, it was enough to have a small backyard—somewhere to have a glass of wine or breakfast on nice mornings. She pressed her forehead to the cool window. It was an unusually cold March. Growling deep in her throat, she pushed off the window and adjusted her hair. She had work to do, decisions to make, and some of those decisions were life-altering for her and the girls.


			A knock on the door made Arabella pivot and assume a rigid position. She half-expected the exasperating Miss Zandra to return to argue against the dress some more. “Enter.”


			Kingsley stepped inside, holding a silver tray. “A telegram, milady.”


			Arabella waited for him to reach her and then snatched it from the tray, unable to keep her growing annoyance from showing. “Thank you.”


			Kingsley bowed smartly and left her parlor. She opened the telegram and then took a deep breath. This was it. This was what would change everything for the better.


			 


			From: White Star Line 


			To: Lady Arabella Grey


			Confirmation for seven (7) 1st cl tickets and suite w adj cabins. <stop> 


			Departure from Southampton Noon Wednesday 10th April 1912 <stop>


			Itinerary for the R.M.S. Titanic sent to London address. <stop>


		








		




    

            Chapter Three








			The Back Seat and The Back Room


			Zandra stood ready and waiting when Arabella came down the stairs, pulling on her gloves as she crossed the checkered marble floor. 


			“There you are.” Lady Arabella glanced at her reflection in the large mirror across from the front door before flicking her fingers for Zandra to join her.


			Kingsley stood by the door and opened it for them. Zandra had asked him which door she was supposed to use. Kingsley, a friendly man, unlike so many other butlers, had said that, in the Grey household, the governess used the front door when accompanying the children or Lady Arabella. If leaving or returning on her own, she should use the servants’ entrance.


			Outside, Paul, the chauffeur, held open the door for Lady Arabella, who quickly climbed into the automobile. Zandra wished she had asked Kingsley whether she was riding in the back with Lady Arabella or in front with Paul. Hesitating, she pulled her coat’s collar closed against the icy breeze. She looked at Paul, shuddering, and hoped to catch a clue from him, but he merely stared at her with a slightly awed expression.


			“Miss Zandra. Are you coming?” Lady Arabella leaned forward, frowning. “I dislike being kept waiting.”


			Zandra hurried forward and stepped inside the car, sitting next to Arabella in the quite narrow seat. However, she was used to sharing the seat with a small boy, not a grown woman. Were all cars such a tight squeeze?


			“My seamstress is a miracle worker. We need to order two dresses that you can easily wear even after your mourning period.” Arabella kept gazing at something outside the window. “Are your other dresses reasonably à la mode?”


			“From a Scottish point of view, I’d say so.” Zandra wasn’t sure she liked this overbearing intrusion into how she dressed, though she realized she represented Lady Arabella’s household as her children’s governess, especially out in public.


			Lady Arabella snapped her head around, her eyes narrowing. “Which doesn’t mean anything.” She stared at the horrible black hat that Zandra hated more than words could express. “Perhaps Madame Tatiana’s milliner has something better than that atrocity in stock. We can hope.” 


			Zandra could get behind that. If she didn’t have to wear the flat, unbecoming—yes, atrocity of a hat—any longer, she could accept criticism for having resided two years in Scotland. Besides, Edinburgh was hardly the highland wilderness.


			“Thank you, milady,” Zandra said. “I wouldn’t mind if I didn’t have to lay eyes on this hat again.”


			“If you dislike it, why did you buy it?” Lady Arabella raised her brows.


			“I didn’t. It was my grandmother’s. I—I couldn’t afford one. Nor will I be able to buy any extra dresses, milady. Since you want to exchange the one that—was ruined—I can agree to that. Though I might be able to purchase a hat.”


			“I thought you realized that Madame Tatiana would bill me as she always does. Regard it as part of your…uniform, as it were.” Arabella returned to looking out the window.


			Uniform? Zandra still wasn’t comfortable with Lady Arabella’s plan. She was quite aware that a servant or governess got only one chance to protest anything. If she tried again…it wouldn’t go down well.


			After twenty minutes of driving along the busy streets of London, Paul pulled over and jumped out of his seat. Opening the door, he held out his arm to Zandra, but she merely smiled and stepped onto the pavement. Lady Arabella was right behind her, and when a man ran into Zandra, pushing her toward the car, she barely managed to brace herself against the open door.


			Unable to not whimper in pain as the muscles in her left side screamed, Zandra clung to the door, trying to not close it on her employer.


			“Zandra!” Lady Arabella called out. “That man should be reported. Are you injured?”


			Shocked that Lady Arabella called her by her first name only, Zandra shook her head. “I’m fine, thank you, milady. Just—sore.”


			“I would imagine so.” Lady Arabella rounded Zandra and extended her hand. “Come on. Step away from the pavement, and let’s get into safer territory. Madame Tatiana can only prick you with a pin.”


			Slightly dizzy, Zandra followed Lady Arabella into a shop, where a woman of undeterminable age and the brightest red hair Zandra had ever seen approached them.


			“I got your message, milady,” Madame Tatiana said, her voice low and resonant. “Is this the child? Dear girl. Come sit over here. You are pale. Do you not feed your employees, milady?”


			Zandra gawked at the seamstress. Surely her frank words would get her into trouble. To her utter shock, Lady Arabella merely chuckled, walked over to the corner, and poured two cups of tea. “You scare Miss Zandra with your odd sense of humor, madame. She’s very new to our household and might think you mean what you say.”


			“Look at the girl. You must have scared the living daylights out of her in that monstrous machine you insist on riding in. No wonder she’s lost her color.” Madame Tatiana looked at Zandra and then slowly lifted her gaze. “That said…what is that?” She widened her eyes.


			“That is one of the things I hope you’ll be able to help us with.” Lady Arabella took one of the teacups for Zandra. “Here, Miss Zandra. I put extra sugar into it. You’ll get over the shock much faster.”


			“What shock? Apart from the one the darling girl must’ve sustained from seeing her own reflection when leaving your house with that thing on her beautiful head.”


			“Just outside your store, madame, a madman practically shoved her into the side of my automobile. If Miss Zandra hadn’t acted hastily, he would have caught us both.”


			Madame Tatiana glared toward the entrance, as if the man might be waiting around to be the victim of her wrath. “Some of these younger men have no manners.” She pulled out Zandra’s hat pin. Examining it, she studied the pretty owl at the end of it. “Now, my dear, this is lovely. You hold on to it.” She handed Zandra the pin and then threw her grandmother’s old hat into a bin.


			Placing the pin on the table next to her, Zandra sipped the tea, grateful for the strong, sweet beverage. “Thank you, milady,” she murmured.


			“Lady Arabella, would you like to try on the last of the dresses you ordered for spring? Let the girl find her bearings in the meantime, yes?” Madame Tatiana didn’t wait for Lady Arabella’s reply but disappeared behind a curtain. 


			“Guess I’ve been summoned,” Arabella muttered, then put her teacup aside. She followed Madame Tatiana, leaving Zandra to enjoy her tea and find her bearings.
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        * * *


      


			Arabella studied her reflection. “Did we really agree on the pearls here?” She pointed at the beautiful but, in her mind, too youthful decoration along the neckline. 


			“We did, milady. They bring out the color of your hair.” Madame Tatiana spoke absent-mindedly as she examined the sleeves. 


			“My hair has no color.” Arabella adjusted her forelock. 


			“Yet, in the right lighting, it sparkles and takes on a life of its own. As will the pearls.” Madame Tatiana chuckled. “Why don’t we ask for a second opinion. Let’s show your girl.”


			Before Arabella could object, Madame Tatiana flung the curtain open and raised her voice. “Miss Zandra. Please join us. We need you to cast your vote.”


			“Excuse me?” Miss Zandra sounded puzzled, but Arabella heard her get up and walk toward them. 


			Entering the dressing room, Miss Zandra looked around at all the fabrics, half-finished dresses, mannequins, and sewing materials. Four women operated sewing machines, and one woman was embroidering something that required a large magnifying glass.


			“Here. Over here.” Madame Tatiana hooked her arm around Miss Zandra’s waist and pulled her over to Arabella. “Let me know what you think. Your honest opinion, yes?”


			Looking like an animal in a trap on the verge of closing, Miss Zandra gazed at Arabella, her eyes widening. “My opinion? But why?” 


			That was a good question. Arabella wanted to bare her teeth in a growl at the impossible seamstress. If Madame Tatiana wasn’t the absolute best at her craft, Arabella would have left in a huff years ago. She had indulged the woman for too long.


			“Because your opinion matters just as much as anyone else’s.” Madame Tatiana’s eyes glittered as she met Arabella’s gaze. “Isn’t that so, milady?”


			“Oh, absolutely,” she said silkily. “Go on, Miss Zandra. What’s your verdict regarding Madame Tatiana’s latest creation?”


			“The color is very unusual, but it suits you well, milady. The shape is flattering, and the embroidery is stunning,” Miss Zandra spoke quickly and in a low tone, but her quick response surprised Arabella. It seemed as if even Madame Tatiana was taken aback. 


			“And?” Arabella said slowly.


			“If I were to change anything, I would remove the faux roses next to the pearls.” Miss Zandra took a step back, probably certain that she had offended either woman, or both.


			“The roses? What roses?” Arabella turned to the mirror and stepped closer. “Oh, good God, Madame Tatiana. Were you trying to spring these florals on me? You know I refuse to wear anything adorned with flowers. You will have to remove them.”


			“And the pearls?” Arabella turned to Miss Zandra, who closed her eyes briefly, perhaps trying to wish herself somewhere else.


			“The pearls make the dress perfect for you, milady,” Miss Zandra said. “They are soft and understated.”


			“Really.” Arabella turned her back to Tatiana. “Very well, keep the pearls. Remove the flowers. And liberate me.”


			“Of course, milady.” As Madame Tatiana began unfastening the tiny buttons on the back of the dress, Arabella glimpsed Miss Zandra scurrying out into the store and closing the curtain behind her.
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        * * *


      


			So much for privacy. Zandra stood balancing on a stool, dressed in only her petticoat and camisole. At first, Madame Tatiana had looked shocked that she wasn’t wearing a corset, but then she must have seen the large bruise and merely nodded. “With or without corset, your physique would be the envy of every young woman who sets foot in my studio.” After taking out her measuring tape, Madame Tatiana began writing notes as her assistant made good use of it. 


			Of course Lady Arabella wanted to weigh in on what dresses she meant to order for her. But then Madame Tatiana pointed out that Zandra had been “most astute” in sizing up Arabella’s own dress.


			Taking a seat on a tall stool, Lady Arabella kept an eye on everything that took place, and when the different fabrics came out, she voiced her opinion regarding only how many dresses she wanted. Two for the soon-to-be-over mourning period, and two others for spring. Zandra wanted to stomp her foot and remind Lady Arabella that she already had dresses for spring, but it would be of little use.


			“I plan for us to travel,” Lady Arabella said. “That means having several choices. That also means that one of the dresses should function as an evening gown, if necessary.”


			Zandra nearly fell off the stool. Travel? Evening gown? “Milady?” she asked weakly.


			“Are you trying to kill this girl as well, milady?” Madame Tatiana asked. “She could have broken her neck.”


			Lady Arabella merely rolled her eyes in an already familiar way. 


			Zandra picked a pale-yellow fabric that boasted a darker-yellow pattern and a champagne-colored silk fabric for the evening gown. Thankfully, Madame Tatiana had several designs whose patterns were already in use, which made it easier to choose—and it gave Zandra some peace that it wouldn’t be entirely a one-of-a-kind dress like the ones the designer had made for Lady Arabella. When she had pointed out the clever buttons on her destroyed dress, Madame Tatiana had shown her several other options for independence in getting dressed. The dresses suitable for mourning would be ready within a week, clever buttons included.


			When Zandra was ready to climb down from the stool, Lady Arabella was right there, extending her hand. 


			“We can’t have you fall and break your neck, can we?” she murmured, and the low timbre of her voice sent shivers down Zandra’s spine. When Lady Arabella took her hand and guided her safely onto the floor, Zandra could feel other tingles traveling up her arm. She swallowed hard and turned to Madame Tatiana to thank her, wishing immediately that she hadn’t. The perceptive seamstress stood with her hands on her hips, regarding them under raised eyebrows, and appeared to have just had an epiphany. 


			Zandra wasn’t the only one who reacted to Madame Tatiana’s expression. Lady Arabella actually sent the normally sassy woman a look that made her take a step back.


			“The dresses need to be delivered before the seventh of April,” Arabella said. “If need be, Harris can collect them.”


			“Yes, milady,” Madame Tatiana said. “Can Miss Zandra come in for a fitting, or I could bring an assistant and come to the house if that’s more convenient?”


			“The latter. Miss Zandra will have no time to go gallivanting around London. She’ll be busy teaching my daughters.”


			“Of course, milady.”


			For some reason, Lady Arabella stayed behind while the assistant helped Zandra back into the black dress. Zandra did her best not to yelp when the assistant, not knowing about her bruise, tugged too hard at the dress. She didn’t want the poor girl to suffer the wrath of Lady Arabella.


			When Zandra was dressed again, Madame Tatiana clapped her hands. “I almost forgot! Miss Zandra needs a new hat. Let’s see…” She walked over to a shelf at the far wall of the store, where eight different black hats were on display. “You can have your pick of any of these, Miss Zandra.”


			Zandra looked at them but had no idea which to choose. “I just need one to go with my hairdo. I keep my hair like this most of the time.” She indicated her twist. “Sometimes a low bun.”


			“I know precisely. Do you like this one?” Taking down a small, pretty hat with stylized flowers and a thin net covering the wearer’s forehead, Madame Tatiana put it on Zandra’s head. “We just need your pin.”


			“I left it there on the table—oh, thank you, milady.” Zandra took it out of Lady Arabella’s hand and gave it to Madame Tatiana.


			“The sooner we can leave,” Lady Arabella muttered.


			As they exited the store, Paul followed their every step, clearly not about to let any sprinting men run into either of them again. Zandra stopped to let Lady Arabella in first, but she shook her head. “No. I plan to leave the car twice more before we return home. You can just sit back and wait. This way I don’t have to step on your feet when I exit.”


			That made sense. Zandra climbed into the car and pressed herself into the corner, to give Lady Arabella most of the space. Paul, whose surname she now knew was Harris, drove for about five minutes before he pulled over again and opened the door for Lady Arabella. She was gone for about five more minutes, and then Paul seemed to drive back the same way they came, although Zandra knew she could be wrong, as she hadn’t been to London since she was a little girl.


			She had no idea she’d fallen asleep, until a firm, but not brusque, hand shook her hand. “Miss Zandra. Zandra! Wake up. I’m about to run another errand, and I’d rather not have to explain to Harris why you’re leaning on my shoulder.”


			“Wh—what?” Zandra shot up into a sitting position, appalled at having not only fallen asleep in the presence of her employer, but also slid onto her shoulder—goodness, for how long?—even if she’d given Lady Arabella as much space as possible. 


			Her bruise hurt, and she fought back tears. “I apologize, milady. I had no idea—”


			“I would think not,” Arabella said acerbically. “Then again, don’t fret about it. I dragged you on this shopping spree mere days after your horrendous accident. I did find the article about it, and it was so much worse than I ever could have imagined. We are lucky you’re alive. Several others didn’t make it.”


			“I—I know,” Zandra said, trembling now. “I saw some of the less-fortunate ones, as they were in my car.” She couldn’t continue but looked out the window to try to compose herself.


			“I’m sorry you had to go through that. I can’t imagine—” Lady Arabella broke off her soft tone when Paul pulled the car over. “One last errand, and then we’ll go home.”


			“Home.” Zandra immediately realized she had repeated the word out loud. Only when Lady Arabella hesitated before stepping out of the car did she realize exactly what she’d said and pressed her lips hard together, as if that would stop some other unexpected words from escaping.


			Lady Arabella raised an eyebrow and then turned to hurry into what looked like a bookstore. At any other given moment, Zandra would have mustered the courage to ask to join Lady Arabella, but her employer was right. She was exhausted after the traumatizing last few days.


			Closing her eyes again, she was soon fast asleep.


		





OEBPS/Images/titlepage.png
ICEBERG

by
Gun Brooke

[
)

7
2025

\






OEBPS/Images/Iceberg.jpg





