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Chestnut Hill, 2004

Tiffany Laughlin rolled her eyes when her mother chastised her once again for texting. Spending the holidays at her grandparents’ house was the last thing she wanted to do. Her parents were fighting, and she knew it was because of her—or rather her announcement. In a need to find some peace and quiet, she stomped off. Wandering around the large house, she finally found a place she thought would give her the solitude she desperately sought.

It was the study; she tried to remember if she had ever spent any time in the warm space. Bookshelves covered the walls, in the center was a large oak desk, and off to the left was a comfortable sofa. Her smile faded when she glanced over and discovered that she was not alone.

She took a careful step backward, hoping to escape unnoticed. “Come in, dear,” the creaky voice beckoned.

“No, that’s okay, Gammy.” She continued her effort to make a quick retreat but did not want to insult her great-grandmother. The frail-looking woman peered over her glasses and waved for her to join her.

“Now, Tiffany, just come on in and sit with this tired old lady.” She patted the spot next to her, emphasizing her point. Feeling trapped, Tiffany released a heavy sigh as she took a seat. 

“I understand your father won’t be joining us for the holidays.”

“No,” she grumbled, grinding her teeth as she took her phone out.

“He’s upset with your little announcement?”

“You know about that?” Tiffany jerked her head up, fearful of what this dear sweet old lady was going to say. Things had not gone as she had planned when she came out to her parents.

“Your father is far too conservative.” Her grandmother shook her head. “I came to this country in 1938.” 

Tiffany shook her head, thinking that she was in for a very long story. She looked down at her phone, eager to find something to keep her occupied while her great-grandmother prattled on about the good old days. She jumped when her phone was knocked out of her hands by a swift strike of Gammy’s wooden cane.

“I’m telling you a story,” she scolded. “This, young lady, is your tribe.” She jerked her cane toward the door. “I am your elder. You can learn a lot by listening to my ramblings. Now as I was saying, we sailed from England to here in 1938.”
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Chapter One
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Boston, 1938

Patience Styles frantically ran after the older woman. “Wait!” she pleaded, pausing to catch her breath. She was more than a little surprised at how quickly the woman could move. During her limited time in her employment, she barely moved. 

“That man is an animal,” her soon-to-be ex-nanny bellowed.

“I’m truly sorry if my husband upset you.”

“Upset?” Hyacinth huffed. “I will not stay here another moment. Your husband is a letch, and your children are uncivil.”

Patience was enraged, despite the fact that she knew what the woman was saying was true. “Fine!” She planted her hands on her hips. “And just where is it that you’re going?” she added triumphantly, thinking they had only arrived in the country a short time ago. Hyacinth had been employed about a month before they had set sail. Having someone who was more or less a stranger join them on the crossing had been less than ideal. She was confident that since they were in a foreign country Hyacinth realizing that she had nowhere to go would turn around.

“My sister’s,” Hyacinth boasted with a confident smirk. “I can take the train to Rhode Island. I’ve already rung her.”

“I see. I hadn’t realized that you had family here,” Patience gulped. “I will need the address to forward your pay.”

“Not to worry” came the cool response. “I will contact Mrs. Styles.”

Patience bit back the urge to tell her that she was Mrs. Styles, but knowing that Hyacinth was referring to her mother-in-law stopped her. “Very well then,” she conceded, not really caring that she was leaving. Her departure was never the issue. Her concern was born out of a fear and loathing of having to deal with her husband’s mother. Celia Styles could strike fear in the bravest of men and make her daughter-in-law crumble with a slight glance.

Celia’s needs were simple; everyone was to do as she demanded or suffer her wrath. Patience had learned the hard way to toe the line. She held little doubt that upon hearing that the governess she had hand selected had walked out would somehow be Patience’s fault.

“Take care,” Patience meekly added as Hyacinth stomped away. “Dear God, we’ve been here less than a day, and we’ve managed to lose the governess. Mother Styles is going to have my hide.”

Her only comfort at that moment in time was that her mother-in-law was back home in London. 
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“Come on, Gil.” Bonnie hoped to sway him. “Pretend you’re sick, then meet me in the bleacher seats. It is far too nice out today to be locked up in a stuffy hotel.”

“I’d love to join you at Fenway, but I have to work,” he annoyingly dismissed her pleas. “Thank you for bringing me my lunch.”

“Can’t have people think your girlfriend doesn’t love you.”

“No luck finding anything yet?”

“No, I’m spending the day at the ballpark because I’ve finally found a job,” she snapped. “Sorry.” She quickly retreated. “I worked last week at that factory in Lynn.”

“Spent more time on the trolley getting there.” Gil shook his head. “Don’t look so sad. I’m certain something will open up here at the hotel. How did you manage to get tickets for the game, if you don’t mind me asking?”

“Wanda Hollister,” she said with a grimace.

“Ah, that one is in love with you,” he chided her. “You really need to let her down gently.”

“I’ve tried,” she growled. “I don’t know how many times I told her it just isn’t in the cards for us. She showed up the other night at O’Leary’s just because she heard I was pulling a bar shift.”

“I know. Remember, I was there.” It was true; Gil came in and pretended to be her long-suffering boyfriend in an effort to keep the regulars at bay. “I think you should give her the tickets back. I know a day at the park would help get your mind off your troubles, but I think Wanda will take it as a marriage proposal.”

“I haven’t told her I’m going yet,” Bonnie shyly confessed. “I might have left it up in the air.”

“I need to get back to it.” He snubbed out his cigarette. “Dinner at Granny’s this Sunday?”

“Of course. Wouldn’t want her thinking you’ve broken my heart.”

“Speaking of which, at least drop Wanda a note,” he chastised her. “Then meet me back here, and we can grab a bite to eat after my shift.”

“You’re too good to me.”

“I am,” he gloated before giving her a playful kiss on the cheek.
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“Cedric!” Patience bellowed upon entering their suite. She looked around, noting that the luggage was still unattended to. The only bag that seemed to have been disturbed was the one that held the surplus of whiskey. “Cedric,” she repeated as he stumbled into the room. “Run out of ice?” She snarled.

“You’re not happy?” he slurred slightly.

“No.” She rubbed her throbbing temple. “Hyacinth just walked out on us.”

“Hyacinth?”

“Yes, the governess your mother handpicked to keep an eye on us. You might remember her from the long ocean voyage we just endured.” She stifled the urge to pummel him. “I don’t understand. Did you suddenly develop an appetite for the matronly type? I mean, I’m certain Hyacinth was quite stunning in her day back when she and Jesus shared a cup of wine.”

“Good Lord, Hyacinth,” he stammered. “Is that who was here? I’m truly embarrassed.”

“As well you should be,” she scolded him. “We need to find a new girl before that hell hound of a mother of yours makes a transatlantic trip.”

“Oh, no, Mother here, that just won’t do.”

“No, it won’t.” She threw up her hands before stomping off into the next room.

Patience stepped into the sitting room, which was nice enough, then again, she was accustomed to the finer things in life. 

“Humph.” Cedric sighed from behind her. She turned and simply rolled her eyes. 

“These Yanks seem to know what’s what,” Cedric commented dryly, his dark brown eyes glazed over as he absently stroked his pencil-thin mustache.

“And just what does that mean?” Patience said in a dry tone, staring blankly at the man she married. It was a good match for their families, even though the pair barely tolerated each other. 

“What?” Cedric asked absently as his gaze drifted down over her breasts.

“You must be joking.” Patience snarled when she took note of just where Cedric’s attention was focused. “I’m going to check on the children. See what you can do about replacing the governess before you drink yourself into a stupor.”

“Why should I deal with replacing the domestics?” Cedric scoffed.

“Because you were the one who couldn’t keep his hands off the last governess,” Patience, who bore no resemblance to her name, spat out. “Hyacinth walked away, leaving me without any assistance, not that I care. I’m quite capable of dressing myself and caring for our children. You can explain it to your mother once her busybody acquaintances blab it to her.”

“Fine.” Cedric groaned. “I’ll hire a maid or nanny or whatever. Just what was it she did?”

“Good Lord,” Patience said. “Just hire someone. And do it before your sainted mother finds out.”

Patience sighed deeply; she watched Cedric stagger out of the suite. She rubbed her temples when the throbbing began. Boston. What were they going to do here in the Colonies, for the love of God? 

The exile had been her fault, and she knew it. Her mother-in-law had made it clear that it was time for the family to relocate for at least two years. Just how the nosy old crow found out about her dalliances with Daphne mystified her. 

Patience smoothed out her skirt. She couldn’t help thinking about how much she was going to miss those stolen moments with her friend. She knew that she wasn’t in love with the other woman, although she enjoyed the pleasure of Daphne’s body. 

Cedric had slept with dozens of women during their six-year marriage. Now she was being punished for one little slip. It was a pity; things were too perfect with Daphne—no strings, no emotion. They simply filled the hunger each of them shared. Their respective husbands certainly could never fill their needs. Now she was alone in a strange country awaiting the wrath of her mother-in-law. It bothered her that Cedric was the one who crossed the line, but she would be the one who would be blamed.
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“Hurry up, hurry up.” Gil grabbed Bonnie the moment she entered the lobby. Before she knew what was happening, he was ushering her behind the building. 

“Is everything all right?”

“Better than all right,” he gloated. “You need to scrub your face and straighten up. Today is your lucky day.”
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Chapter Two
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Cedric managed to pull himself together and make his way downstairs. Patience made it perfectly clear that he was not to return until he had found a suitable replacement for Hyacinth. He couldn’t help questioning how much he had to drink. 

It took a good deal to shock Cedric Styles; that he had drunk enough to proposition a matronly woman and was still alive baffled him. He hadn’t been this shocked since the day he was called to his father’s office and was greeted by his mother, who demanded that he do something about his wife.

Cedric had thought he was going to suffer heart failure when he discovered that Patience had been caught with her knickers down. He didn’t care that she had been unfaithful; he had been bullied into their union just as she had. 

He was also aware of Patience’s tastes; the only thing that disturbed him about it was that she never invited him to join in. However, he was stunned that she had been caught by none other than his mother. 

Mother Styles had been very clear with her demands. The family would leave England and go to America on some fictional business venture, or she would find a way to take over the raising of the boys. Cedric could never win against his formidable mother, and he knew his wife. She would never give up her sons. 

After an exhausting and droll conversation with the tiresome little man working the concierge desk, Cedric felt somewhat reassured that he would have a new domestic before nightfall. A job well done, he assured himself; his next inquiry led him directly to the bar. A short while later, he received a message that a domestic had been found. He staggered back out to the elegant lobby where his bloodshot eyes came to rest on a delectable blonde. 

“Hmm,” he purred as he neared the young woman. He was oblivious to the woman’s grimace when he ogled her. “Cedric Styles,” he introduced himself as he stroked his mustache. 

“Sir,” the woman responded shyly, her green eyes staring at the floor. “I’m Bonnie Greyson. I understand that you’re looking for a maid for your missus.”

“Yes. Well, more of a governess for my sons,” he slurred while he continued to ogle her. “Do you have any experience?” he continued, emphasizing the last word. 

“Perhaps you should look for another girl,” Bonnie offered coldly, her brilliant gaze finally meeting his. 

Cedric had no doubt what those eyes were saying as they burned into him. Her message was clear—back off. Cedric cleared his throat, deciding that this young woman and her defiant nature could be the answer to his problems. 

“Yes, I think you will do.” Cedric tried to maintain his already shaky composure. “It’s a live-in position. Report back here in the morning. Just ask the clerk for the room, my wife will explain your duties. Good day.” Cedric waved her off. 

Bonnie watched him stagger off. “Cheeky old sot,” she muttered under her breath, thinking that was just what her dear sweet Granny would have called the lecherous gentleman who had offered her employment. “But living at the Plaza? Might be worth fighting off his attention.” 

“Bonnie?” Gil said, catching her attention. “What do you think, darling?”

“I think I have a job,” Bonnie confided to her childhood friend. “Thank you for getting me in on this.”

“No problem, kiddo.” Gil smiled back as he ran his fingers through his dirty blond hair. “Wait until you get a look at the wife.”

“A terrible old hag, I’m certain.” Bonnie laughed lightly.

“No, love.” Gil winked. “A real looker. Even I wouldn’t refuse her.”

“Really?” Bonnie was intrigued. If she looked good enough to turn Gil’s head, whose tastes definitely ran to the male of the species, this job might prove to be very interesting. “Did you know it’s a live-in position?”

“No?” He practically squealed. “They have a suite.”

“Really?” She blinked, not quite understanding the implication.

“It’s like an apartment,” he explained. “Only really nice. Come on, I’m off duty, and I need to take you out to celebrate.”

“Not too late,” she cautioned. “I have to work in the morning.”
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CHAPTER THREE
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Cedric felt quite proud of himself. He didn’t waste any time returning to the suite. “Problem solved!” he announced the moment he opened the door. He was thrown off kilter when his oldest son raced past him.

“Cedric!” Patience sounded frantic as she rushed into the room. “Get your son!” She pointed to the open door.

“Oh?” He turned to see Aldred running wildly down the hotel corridor. “Son?” he called after the energetic boy who was squealing as he ran faster. “Oh, dear.” He sighed, shuffling after the overzealous lad. “Al, good heavens, boy, stop running.” He tried to hurry. Finally, he caught up with his errant son.

He re-entered the suite with Aldred clinging to his leg. “I do find it amusing that when he acts like this that, he’s my son, and when he’s a perfect angel, he’s your son.”

“Aldred,” Patience began, brushing past Cedric, who was trying to close the door while extracting himself from his son’s grasp. “If you are quite done—”

“I love you, Mommy.” Aldred smiled and wriggled away from his father to hug his mother.

“And now he is your son,” Cedric conceded defeat as the boy ran off to his bedroom. “You will be happy to know that I have fulfilled my promise, and the new girl is starting in the morning. Now if you’ll excuse me, I feel a need to be elsewhere.”

“Not tonight,” she cautioned. “As much as I would love for you to uncap your pent-up energy, tomorrow is your first day at the office. Best be sharp.”

“Very well,” he groaned. “We will present a united front to our new employees.”

“I can’t join you,” she corrected him. “I have to meet with the new governess. What time is she arriving?”

“I told her to be here bright and early.”

“And exactly what time is that?”

“Oh, bother,” he whimpered, knowing he was in for a long night.
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Bonnie hurried Gil up the rickety staircase. “Hurry along,” she taunted him as she unlocked the door on the top floor. “Granny, I’m home, and I have great news!”

“Gil?” Her grandmother beamed as she slowly made her way up off the sofa. “Are you joining us for dinner?”

“No, I’m taking my two favorite girls out for dinner.” He turned on the charm. Bonnie shook her head, knowing that her dear sweet Granny was eating it up. 

“Take us out?” Granny squealed. “Never you mind, I can make us something to eat. You need to save your money. I’ll cook while the two of you tell me this good news.”

“I got a job,” Bonnie announced.

“Not another bar shift at that place.”

“No, ma’am,” Bonnie said. “As a governess.”

“Really? How did this happen?”

“You have Gil to thank.”

While her grandmother dug deep into the icebox in an effort to find something to cook, Bonnie explained how Gil arranged the interview. When she finished, Gil gave her a nudge and a knowing look.

It took her only a moment to know what he was trying to tell her. The both of them knew there was very little in the icebox and cupboards. 

“Granny, Gil is very happy to take us out tonight.”

“What?” She seemed horrified. “You have a new job in the morning. Not to mention, going out to eat is a waste of money. You might want to plan something big someday, Gil.”

“Granny.” Bonnie groaned, knowing that her dear sweet sainted grandmother was about to suggest that the two of them hurry up and get married.

“Why don’t I just pop down to Cressler’s and pick up something?” Gil suggested. 

“I just don’t understand what the two of you are waiting for.” She shook her head. “I’m not getting any younger. I’ll be meeting St. Peter before the two of you come to your senses. Bonnie, child, what are you going to wear tomorrow? A governess, that’s fancy business.”

“Yes, please, go to the butcher.” Bonnie ignored her grandmother’s ramblings. “You’d better hurry before he closes.”

“I’ll be back in a jiffy.” Gil smiled. “Granny’s right, you’ll need a proper outfit.”

By the time Gil returned from the butcher shop, the apartment was a flurry of activity. Granny had Bonnie fetch their downstairs neighbor Ginny, who was a seamstress. They lit candles and a couple of oil lamps since the apartment didn’t have electricity. 

“Simple black or gray,” Gil threw his two cents in. “Nothing fancy.”

“I know.” Ginny grunted while she measured Bonnie.

“I can only afford one,” Bonnie sheepishly admitted.

“Don’t you worry,” Ginny quieted her fears. “We’ll get you set for tomorrow. I’ll need to borrow some cloth from the shop. I’m sorry, but I’ll need to leave the money for it.”

“I still have a little left in my piggy bank.” Bonnie’s heart sank at the thought of having to once again dip into her savings. “I miss the days when getting snockered was against the law. I made money hand over fist slinging watered-down drinks back then.”

“Bonnie!” her grandmother scolded her.

“I’m sorry, Granny, but it’s true,” Bonnie said. “Gil would send the rich guests from the hotel over every night. Silly things thought they’d be rubbing elbows with gangsters.”

“Please, everyone including the cops knew they were selling hooch.” Ginny scoffed. “I’m sure Mayor Curley got his cut.”

“I used to slip Marty a couple of bucks to sit at the bar in one of those fancy suits he sold.” Bonnie laughed. “He looked just like Dillinger. You should have seen how they fell over themselves trying to get close to him.”

“I don’t understand why you need to live at the hotel,” Granny called out as she set dinner on the table. “What about Sundays? I don’t care how much they’re paying you, you are not to miss church, young lady.”

“I hope not,” she whispered, suddenly realizing that she knew very little about her new position.
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CHAPTER FOUR
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Bonnie arrived bright and early the next morning, freshly scrubbed and wearing a crisply pressed uniform. The standard black dress with white trim had set her back a pretty penny. She entered through the rear entrance of the Plaza Hotel and said a silent prayer that this job would work out.

She and her grandmother were on their own and needed the money. Work was hard to find, times were hard, and she was a woman with limited skills. 

Living with her grandmother was interesting at times. She understood that her Granny was convinced that if Bonnie married the right person, all would be right with the world. Bonnie could never tell her why she was still single.

The simple truth was that she was different. She didn’t want a man. There was always Gil, and they were planning on marrying just to simplify their lives. Of course, they both needed to be more financially stable first. 

As luck would have it, Gil had a male friend who got him into the Plaza when it opened back in 1927. Now, with this job as a nanny for a well-to-do couple from England, things were looking up. 

She was certain that it wouldn’t take the Styles family very long to realize that she was grossly unqualified for the position. She did cling to the hope that she would find a way to do a good enough job to hang on for a couple of months. It wouldn’t be the first time she had bluffed her way.

Bonnie took the service elevator to the tenth floor. Room number 1013. She paused for a moment and rechecked her clothing. Feeling somewhat confident, she rapped lightly on the door. 

From behind the door, she could hear raised voices. It almost sounded like a small war was happening. Bonnie started to rethink her situation just as the large white door swung open. 

“Because I said so—,” the exasperated woman said to whoever was behind her. The woman turned to face Bonnie; her striking features caused Bonnie to gulp. “Please tell me that you’re the woman my husband hired,” the woman pleaded. 

“Yes, miss,” Bonnie managed to squeak out. “I’m Bonnie.”

“Thank the heavens.” Patience sighed before she stepped aside to usher Bonnie into the room. “These are my boys, Trayton and Aldred.” 

Bonnie’s eyes widened even farther when she spied a pair of boys jumping up and down on their beds as they merrily tossed articles around the room. 

“Get down off there now ’fore I skin ya alive!” Bonnie shouted before she could think better of it. Surprisingly enough, the boys stopped their antics and stared back at her. Much to her surprise, the respite proved to be short-lived. The boys began bouncing harder. Unable to control her temper, Bonnie dropped the small overnight bag she had been carrying and released a feral growl.

“Good Lord.” She groaned, no longer caring if she lost the job. If she was going to be turned out in the street, she was going to teach these spoiled brats a lesson first. She strutted over to the dark-haired young men, grabbed each one by an ear, and yanked them down off the beds. “You have no manners at all,” she chastised them along the way.

“Ow!” both boys hollered as she pinched just a little harder before she released her charges. 

She was fuming as she turned to the woman who stood there with her arms folded tightly across her ample bosom. Bonnie felt her breathing become erratic. She braced herself for her impending dismissal. Nothing could have prepared her for the brilliant smile that emerged on the woman’s features. 

“I think you will work out just fine, Bonnie.”

“Excuse me, missus?” Bonnie shook her head in exasperation. “Is this an everyday occurrence?”

“It can be,” Patience said with a smirk.

“I see,” Bonnie responded with a wide-eyed look. “It is just the two boys, isn’t it?”

“Not to worry. I think you’re up to the challenge,” Patience said with another smirk.
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Patience stifled the fit of laughter that threatened to overcome her. Never in her life had she seen her sons looking so complacent. “Why don’t we get you settled?” she suggested to the confused-looking woman. She leaned over to collect the small bag Bonnie had dropped before she pounced on the boys. 

“Your room is right this way,” she offered, hoping to put Bonnie at ease. “Your powder room is attached to your room. I do appreciate you being available on such short notice. Our previous governess left us in a bit of a lurch.”

“I...the room is lovely,” she sputtered, relieving Patience of her bag. “Perhaps we should discuss my duties above and beyond corralling your sons.”

“The boys come first.” Patience chuckled. “My husband and I dine late. In addition to looking after them, you will need to have their dinner prepared. Just ring room service, the menu is in the sitting room. Try to get them to eat something. They can be picky, although they seem to have taken to American cuisine. But that was last evening, today who knows.”

“Room service?”

“Yes, well, when living in a hotel, what can one do?” Patience sighed wearily. “The boys rise early. I try to have breakfast with them. Of course, you will have Sundays off.”

It warmed her heart to see Bonnie smile. “Thank you, Mrs. Styles.”

“No, thank you.”

“Have the boys been inside all morning?” Bonnie asked. “I know it’s still early, but I can’t help wondering if being cooped up may be the reason they’re so rambunctious.”

“We’ve only just arrived in your country.” Patience felt slightly off kilter. “I’m not familiar with your city. What would you suggest?”

“A walk on the Common seems to be in order.”

“Is it far?”

“Just down Charles Street.” She beamed. “Allow me to get the boys ready. Will you be joining us?”

“Of course.” Patience squealed with delight. The prospect of seeing the city thrilled her.
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The trip to the Common proved to be delightful and interesting. At first, the boys shied away from Bonnie when she suggested that they put on their jackets and shoes.

“Come along now.” She planted her hands on her hips. “Do you want to stay inside all day or come to the park?”

The boys just stared at each other before scrambling to get ready. Bonnie was impressed by their boundless energy. Once the boys were ready, they met their mother in the main room.

Bonnie stumbled slightly when she spied the sinewy woman pulling on her gloves. “Oh, dear,” she whispered, finally noticing how extremely attractive Mrs. Styles was. 

As they strolled down Charles Street, she couldn’t help pondering just how it was that a man like Mr. Styles managed to get the spectacular beauty to marry him.

“Slow down, please,” Bonnie called out to the boys, who sped off the moment they entered the fifty-acre park.

“Boys,” their mother added, speeding up in an effort to catch them. 

Bonnie watched thoroughly amused as her new employer tried to wrangle the boys. After watching the boys slip away, she decided that perhaps she should lend a hand.

“We can go back to the hotel!” she bellowed, stopping her charges in their tracks.

“Amazing,” Mrs. Styles sputtered when the boys stopped and waited for Bonnie to join them.

“Can we stay, please?” Trayton whimpered.

“If you behave,” Bonnie said, not missing the way his gaze was darting around. She couldn’t blame him; the rolling hills and trees were far more inviting than a stuffy hotel room. She waited as the boys calmed down, each pledging to be on his best behavior. “Good. Now who wants to see the swan boats?”

“We came here on a boat,” Trayton announced. “A big boat!”

“You did?” Bonnie couldn’t help smiling. “That must have been very exciting.”

“For the first few days,” Mrs. Styles confided in a soft voice. “Sadly, the boys became quite bored after that.”

“This way, boys.” Bonnie guided them along the sprawling walkway. “Being locked up all day can’t be good for them.” She quickly regretted her words. Tread carefully, don’t forget you don’t know what you’re doing! 

“You’re right,” Mrs. Styles offered, much to her relief. “Sadly, your predecessor didn’t pay them much mind. Mostly, she parked herself in a deck chair and pretended to read Dickens.”

“Pretended?”

“The cover may have said A Tale of Two Cities,” she laughed, “however, I’m certain it was really Lady Chatterley.”

“Oh, my.” Bonnie gasped. “I can see why you were in urgent need of a replacement.”

“Yes” came the slow awkward response.

Bonnie thought it was curious to say the least. She brushed it off, more concerned with keeping her job. She carefully questioned her about her duties. 

Thankfully, Mrs. Styles answered her questions politely. The task of taking care of the boys seemed straight forward. Taking care of Mrs. Styles’s needs confused her.

She had never heard of someone drawing a bath and helping another adult prepare for bed. She was confused if it was a British habit or simply something rich people did.

“Paddle boats?” Mrs. Styles gushed. “How adorable. Boys, would you like to go for a ride?”

Bonnie couldn’t help being filled with a sense of pride when the boys accepted their mother’s offer.

“What is that smell?” Mrs. Styles asked after they had taken a ride and walked around for a bit.

“You mean the hot dogs?”

“What on earth is a hot dog?”

“It’s...you know, it’s one of those things you just need to experience,” Bonnie tried to explain. “Come on, I bet the boys are hungry.”

“Four,” Bonnie requested from the street vendor who was working the cart on the edge of the Common. She reached in the pocket of her cloak only to feel a gentle touch on her arm. Mrs. Styles just shook her head, silently informing Bonnie that she wasn’t going to allow her to pay.

“What do you want on your dogs?” the vendor barked while readying the buns.

“Bonnie?” Mrs. Styles asked with a shrug.

“The works.” Bonnie almost laughed. “Load them up, these folks are new in town.”

“No better dog in the city,” the crusty man boasted as he piled everything he could on the hot dogs.

“Boys, these are going to be very messy,” Bonnie cautioned. Much to her dismay, this only seemed to further excite the youngsters. “Oh, dear,” she mumbled, suddenly questioning her sanity.
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Patience checked the food carefully; her sons weren’t the only ones who were particular about what they ate. Granted, Cedric mostly drank at night, but when he did choose to dine, he proved to be pickier than his sons. 

“What’s all this?” Cedric startled her.

“Your dinner,” she offered with a smile. 

“Not our dinner?” He put down his briefcase and shed his jacket.

“No, I ate with the boys.” She couldn’t stop smiling. “We had dinner here, but for lunch, we had hot dogs! They were covered with the most delightfully disgusting toppings.”

“Really?” He seemed truly puzzled as he peered beneath the silver covers. “Smells good. You seem positively giddy. Should I question my good fortune?”

“Sit, eat.” She gently prodded him. “Did you know that there’s a glorious park right down the road? The boys absolutely loved it. They have these paddle boats with swans painted on them. We really should take them there on Sunday for a picnic.”

“A picnic in the park? Who are you and what have you done with my wife?”

“Stop being a prat.” She playfully swatted him on the shoulder. “I had a lovely day with our children, who ate dinner, bathed, and went to bed without the threat of a firing squad.”

“Our sons?”

“I’m quite stunned myself.” She almost giggled. “I think we’re going to enjoy this new city. Tomorrow, all of us are going to the library. Bonnie claims it is a marvel.”

“Does she?” he asked with a curious look.

“I don’t know how you did it.”

“Did what?” 

“Find such a qualified woman so quickly.” Patience gleamed. “It’s nothing short of a miracle.”

“Yes, well,” he stammered. “I...umm...have some papers for you to look at. I was hoping you would join me at the office tomorrow.”

“I’m sorry, I promised the boys.” She stood and picked up the briefcase. “Enjoy your dinner. I’ll look over the paperwork tonight or in the morning. Have a good evening, Cedric.”

“Good evening,” he stammered once again.

“My God, she’s finally snapped,” she heard him sputter as she glided down the hallway. 
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CHAPTER FIVE
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Patience felt all aquiver that evening. The new governess was more than she could have prayed for. “What a little spitfire.” She laughed. She stood alone in her bedroom recalling how the feisty woman barged into the boys’ room and boxed their ears. 

Her normally rambunctious sons quickly fell in line. Patience couldn’t blame them. Despite her demure stature, Miss Greyson was a force to be reckoned with. Patience’s lips quirked into a mischievous smile. Her joyous thoughts turned risqué.

A soft knock on her bedroom door broke her from the delightful images that had formed. “Yes?” She felt her pulse quicken when the door opened and Bonnie entered her room.

“Mrs. Styles,” Bonnie said with a soft smile. “Do you require assistance preparing for bed?”

“Yes,” Patience said, unable to hide her enthusiasm. She blushed at her eagerness. She cleared her throat. If Bonnie noticed, she gave no hint. She simply set about preparing Patience’s evening wear.

“I’ve ordered tea and biscuits.” Patience tossed out the information in an effort to distract herself from the lurid thoughts that had sprung upon her when Bonnie began to help her undress.

“Oh.” Bonnie sounded sullen. “I expect Mr. Styles will be joining you—”

“Not bloody likely,” Patience blurted out. “Sorry.” She was quick to apologize. “My husband and I do not share many things.” Based on Bonnie’s perplexed look, Patience realized that she needed to explain things a tad better. “He has his own quarters. His room and washroom are on the other side of the main room. I was offering that you and I share a cup of tea.”

“Oh?” Bonnie stammered. “It would be a pleasure.” 

“It’s the least I can do.” Patience shivered when she felt her dress slip from her body. “After all, what you did today was nothing short of miraculous.” She felt guilty not telling the woman that she didn’t need to remove almost all her clothing.

“Beg pardon?” Bonnie gasped while she undressed Patience. Stripped down to her undergarments, Patience slipped into her powder room.

“My boys,” Patience called out from behind the door. “They can be rambunctious, to say the least. Somehow, you’ve tamed them,” she tried to explain as she stepped into her nightgown.

She hurried to return to Bonnie, eager to spend time alone with her. Bonnie reached over and adjusted the tie on the front of her nightgown before helping Patience slip on her robe. She fought against the way her body trembled. Bonnie’s delicate touch sent a thrill through her.

“Well then.” Bonnie snickered. “While we wait for our tea, shall I brush your hair? Or do you prefer to do it yourself?” she shyly added.
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