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  Chapter 1

  
  




Music from the small local orchestra spilled from the open doors of the Upper Dwinton assembly rooms as Emma linked her arms with Mama on one side and Nan on the other. Emma had always thought that they made a fine picture like this, all dressed to the nines and beaming with lively excitement. They could have been triplets but for the creases at the corners of Nan’s eyes and the streaks of gray that lightened her and Mama’s brown hair. Emma was a younger replica of her mother, and she was likewise a copy of hers.

Emma wondered sometimes if Mama wished she could see bits of her father, now long dead, in her appearance in the same way Emma wished she could see her own. Papa had been gone for eleven years now, since long before Emma had been old enough to attend a ball, but she still missed him on nights like this when they could have walked into the assembly rooms on his arms. Instead, the three women walked in together, Mama and Nan chatting happily about the friends they expected to see inside.

“I won’t be the only one of us dancing,” Emma said, at a break in their conversation, looking firmly between the older women. “Sit with the chaperones and talk with your friends if you like, but if someone asks for a dance, I insist that you accept.”

Nan laughed. “You’re demanding for such a young thing.”

“I’m not the only one who’s young,” she insisted, hugging her mother’s arm tighter through hers. Mama was still two years shy of forty and was as beautiful as ever. Emma knew that raising a child alone had been a lonely task, and if anyone deserved love, it was her Mama.

“Men don’t want a wife who brings along a child,” Mama said, as she’d said often before. “They want one young enough to bear their own children.”

“They also don’t want an herbalist who likes to talk about tea and magic,” Emma pointed out, “but that doesn’t stop me from dancing. Besides, I’m not a child, and you’re still young enough. And not all men want a wife fresh from the schoolroom. Grandpapa didn’t.”

“True,” Nan agreed, supporting Emma. “A wealthy widower who already has an heir could be just what you need. I second Emma’s demand—if someone asks you, dance.”

Mama huffed a combination laugh-sigh that she often gave when her daughter and mother both joined forces against her. “Very well. But don’t raise your expectations. And what of you, Mother? Will you dance as well?”

Nan shrugged her narrow shoulders. “If someone asks. I love to dance. But don’t go thinking of matchmaking for me. I know Arthur’s been buried for five years now, but I’ve had enough of marriage and loss to last my lifetime. Now I have all the freedom that comes of being both a widow and an old woman, and I intend to enjoy it.”

The three of them laughed and joined the press of people inside. The lively music contended with the shouts and laughter and hollers of greetings. Emma spotted a familiar splash of black curls across the room and leaned in to her mother to be heard.

“I see Lissette—may I go to her? She hinted that her father is arranging a match for her, and I need details.”

Mama laughed and nodded, and Emma slipped through the crowd around the already dancing couples. As she went, she reasoned that it would be easier to simply call on Lissette tomorrow, since they lived half a mile apart in the neighboring village of Wolfford, than to wend her way through this rowdy throng. She had to dodge elbows and glasses of lemonade and hold up her skirts carefully so that no one would tread on them accidentally. But she really was eager to hear her friend’s news. A decade of friendship meant that whatever exciting thing happened to one of them was of intense interest to the other.

Emma finally reached Lissette’s side, panting slightly. “All right, Liss, tell me everything. Has your father proceeded any further with his secret arrangements?”

Lissette turned toward her. A smile curved her mouth, but her eyes were wide and possibly apprehensive, which worried Emma. Had Lissette’s father chosen someone who would make Liss unhappy?

“What? Who is it?” Emma clutched at her friend’s arm.

“It’s not that—I’ll tell you everything later, I promise. But first—”

Before Lissette could explain what was bothering her, another familiar figure emerged from the crowd around them, carrying two glasses of lemonade. Emma froze, unable even to gasp in surprise. Her lungs had simply stopped working at the sight of his tall frame and broad shoulders, his dark hair spilling messily over his forehead. His amber eyes immediately found hers, and he smiled tentatively.

Kane Peters.

Lissette’s older brother, and the last person Emma wanted to see.

Emma was still clinging to Lissette’s arm, now for support as her knees had begun to tremble. She leaned in to her friend and hissed, “Why didn’t you tell me he was home?”

“He arrived unexpectedly this morning,” Lissette whispered back, her breath tickling the hair by Emma’s ear. “I didn’t have a chance. I’m sorry.”

Emma gave a small nod and released her friend’s arm. Kane’s surprising presence wasn’t Lissette’s fault. Emma regretted that her friend had to be in the awkward position between them, loyal to both her friend and brother, without even knowing all the reasons for Emma’s dislike.

“It’s a pleasure to see you again, Miss Darling,” Kane said, his voice as smooth as ever, though with less cocky confidence than she remembered. “May I have the next set?”

Emma couldn’t concur with his sentiments, nor did she want to spend a half hour in his company, particularly without time to bolster her nerves first. But he was Lissette’s brother, and their families were neighbors and friends, so she couldn’t turn and walk off and give him the cut direct. Besides, there simply wasn’t enough room in this crowd for the dramatic exit she desired.

“Thank you, but no. I need to return to Mama. I only came to say hello to Liss, and to invite her to call tomorrow morning.” Here she gave Lissette a significant look to remind her friend that they had a great deal to discuss, now even more than before. She dropped a quick curtsy and turned to head back in the direction she’d left Mama.

Halfway across the room, she was stopped by a gentleman farmer, Mr. Mattson, whom she’d met at previous gatherings. He was a pleasant enough fellow, so when he asked her to dance, she said yes. She had come to enjoy herself, and she meant to do just that—only not with Kane Peters.




***




Kane watched Emma go, his heart sinking. “She still hates me,” he frowned, handing one glass of lemonade to his sister.

Lissette took a sip and nodded. “What did you do?”

Kane shook his head. “I really haven’t a clue.” With his height, he could see Emma’s golden-brown hair, curled and pinned in the most fetching style, as she passed through the crowd and away. “She hasn’t spoken to me since her ball two years ago.”

“Which means you must have done something then. What was it?”

Emma had stopped, addressed by a neat but unimpressive gentleman, and she smiled at him with that easy brightness she used to bestow on Kane.

“Don’t you think if I knew that, I’d have fixed it already?” he snapped.

Lissette merely raised an eyebrow at him, and he pressed his lips into a firm line to keep from snarling in his jealousy. His sister deserved better. A deep breath, released slowly, and he apologized.

“I don’t know what to do,” he sighed.

“I’ll try to find out her reasons when I see her tomorrow. And no—you cannot come along,” she added quickly when his eyes darted to hers.

Kane scowled. When they were younger, it was rare that the girls wouldn’t let him join them, usually in his family’s walled garden but sometimes walking along the River Dane. They’d been close. Of course, the girls had been closer, practically sisters after becoming fast friends one day when they were ten years old and later attending the same local finishing school.

But Kane and Emma had always had a connection. Maybe Kane had been the only one who felt it, who sensed that when they were together, a missing piece of himself fell into place. He had ached to be so far from her during the first few months at Oxford, to the point that he’d had to box away his memories and any thoughts of her and shove it to the back of his mind so that he could function.

He’d looked forward to coming home and feeling that wholeness again, but she’d been cool and distant at first, even before becoming outright hostile. He couldn’t understand it. After his first weeks at home, assisting his father at their woolen mill, he’d been sent three hours north to Macclesfield. Father had purchased a failing silk mill, and Kane had been given the task of making it profitable. He’d tried once or twice to see Emma when he was back in Wolfford, but she’d refused to see him.

Lissette was soon asked to dance, and Kane was left to watch from the crowd at the edge of the floor. He had no desire to dance himself, not if he couldn’t be with Emma, but she obviously had no matching wish because she spent the next two hours going from partner to partner, always with a smile for everyone. Except him. At one point, he saw her mother join the dancers on the arm of the magistrate of Upper Dwinton, whose name Kane couldn’t remember. And Emma’s grandmother caught his eye from across the room between sets, a knowing smirk on her lips. He wondered if Emma’s grandmother might be sympathetic to his scorned plight or if she was simply amused.

By Emma’s sixth new partner, Kane had had enough. He couldn’t bear another minute of watching her choose everyone but himself. He murmured a goodbye to Lissette in passing and slipped out the door into the night, ignoring the carriages that lined the street and striding toward the edge of town.

Once well away from the crowded, noisy building, he ducked behind a hedge and shifted, reveling in the way his muscles stretched and joints popped. He shook himself, settling the thick gray fur that had replaced his coat and cravat, breeches and boots. The autumn air smelled even crisper and cleaner to his wolf nose, and he breathed it deeply before bounding away, eager for a good long run to burn off his jealousy and hurt before returning to his parents’ house.
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Lissette was kind enough not to visit too early the next morning. She knew Emma would always sleep late after a long night of dancing, and it would take cups of both coffee and chocolate and a full breakfast before she was ready to face another human. Mama and Nan were already in the breakfast room by the time Emma joined them, though Mama was not as far along in her meal as Emma would have expected. Perhaps all the dancing had worn Mama out too—Emma had noticed with pride and delight that Mama had been asked, and had accepted, several times.

Both women waited until after Emma’s first cup of coffee and slice of toast with marmalade before addressing any comments to her. Then Mama said, “What did you think of your partners last night?”

Emma shrugged, pouring chocolate into the dregs of coffee in her cup. It wasn’t the polite way to drink it, but she liked the slightly bitter edge the coffee gave to the sweet beverage. “They were nice enough.”

“Any you’d like to know better?”

“No.” Emma sipped from her cup. Mama didn’t take her short answers amiss. They were lucky to get a sentence out of her before she’d finished breakfast. When both older women continued to watch her expectantly, Emma halfheartedly offered, “I’d dance with them again.”

Nan chuckled. “A rousing endorsement.”

“What did you dislike about them?” Mama asked. “None of them appeared high enough in the instep to require all the elegant accomplishments you disdain. I’m sure several of them would have appreciated your more practical skills.”

Emma shrugged one shoulder and sipped her chocolate. She had no intention of marrying anytime soon, and none of the gentlemen she’d danced with had changed that opinion.

Nan, recognizing that they wouldn’t get anything more out of Emma, addressed Mama. “And what of you, Maria? What did you think of your partners?”

Emma glanced up from the scone she was dolloping jam and cream onto in time to see the pink blush rise in Mama’s cheeks.

“They were nice enough,” she said, her lips twitching as she echoed Emma.

Nan fixed her with a look that said she wouldn’t get away with such an unsatisfactory answer. It was funny sometimes, watching Mama and Nan together. They acted like friends so much of the time that these moments when they were so clearly mother and daughter always caught Emma by surprise. She half snorted a giggle. Mama’s smile broadened as she glanced at Emma.

“Very well, I found two of them friendly but unimpressive, and the other I liked more than I expected. He was attentive and a good dancer, and that’s the most I can say at the moment.”

“Because that’s all you know of him, or that’s all you’ll admit to us?”

“Both.”

Nan chuckled and rose from her seat. “Fair enough. I’ll be writing letters in the parlor if you need me.”

Mama finished her plate, then lifted her teacup to her lips. “I noticed Kane Peters is back,” she murmured before taking a sip.

Emma gave an unladylike grunt, all traces of laughter forgotten. Mama raised her eyebrows but merely took the last sip of her tea and excused herself from the table.

Finishing her own breakfast, Emma escaped into the garden. There was always something to do in the garden, especially as there were early autumn vegetables to harvest and preserve for winter. Nan had a hired gardener, but Buttars never seemed to mind Emma’s presence or her help. By the time Lissette arrived, Emma’s gloves and apron were both brown with dirt, and her hair was beginning to unravel from its pins.

“Our mamas are talking in the parlor,” Lissette said, watching as Emma straightened and pulled off her gardening gloves before tucking them into her apron pocket. “I thought our conversation might be better in private.”

“And you know I always prefer to be out in the fresh air when the weather is fine.” The sun had been hidden all morning, but the air was mild, and it was a pleasant day. They settled onto the nearest carved wooden bench, and Emma turned to face her friend. “Now, tell me about this match. Who is he?”

“Philip Harris, Papa’s foreman at the mill.”

Emma tried to picture the man. “Have I met him before?”

“Yes, at dinner during the spring when he came back from Macclesfield to report on their progress.”

“Ah, that’s right.” Emma remembered him now. Philip Harris was a good-looking man in his early thirties. He was quiet and polite and carried himself with calm assurance. Emma had been able to see within that one meeting why Mr. Peters trusted him with the running of his mills. “He’s at least a decade older than you, isn’t he?”

“He is, but I don’t mind that. He’s been the foreman of our mill here for years and years, and I’ve always thought he was handsome.” Lissette blushed. Emma grinned. “If I marry him, both mills will stay in the family when Papa is gone, and my future security will be provided for. It’s a good match.”

Emma nodded. Logically, bringing the man into the family made very good sense. And Lissette’s blush suggested that she didn’t mind the arrangement for her own sake.

“And,” Lissette leaned in and lowered her voice, “he already knows our family secret and doesn’t mind it.” She sat back and gave Emma a significant look. “You know how much I’ve feared encouraging suitors because someday the truth would have to come out.”

Emma did know. Lissette had gained a reputation for being shy and reserved among their school friends because she didn’t flirt or bask in the attention of interested gentlemen. And she’d definitely received interest from the few eligible, young men in their part of the country. Beautiful, accomplished, from a wealthy family—Lissette was a catch. Except for the secret family curse.




***




Emma had found out about the curse by accident. She’d been ten. Her father had died two years before, and his absence had left her feeling lost. She’d pulled away from her friends in the village and had taken to spending most of her days at Rosewood, Nan and Grandpapa’s estate. It wasn’t a grand place, just a small park and a large garden and a big old comfortable house that suited her grandparents perfectly. Buttars had given Emma a corner of the garden all for herself, to plant and tend whatever she liked. So she grew daisies and poppies and any other flowers she could think of. Rosewood was only a mile from the small house in the village Emma and Mama used to share with Papa, so whenever she could, she’d sling her little red cloak over her shoulders and slip up the road to her favorite place.

To get there, Emma had to pass the Peters house, a brick home larger and fancier than her own but smaller than Rosewood. It was set off the road a short way and was surrounded by a walled garden. Naturally, Emma’s curiosity was drawn to that garden. One day, she snuck around back, prepared to climb the wall if she had to to get a peek inside. But there was a gate, and it was unlocked, so instead, she opened it and poked her head in.

Lissette was playing in the garden with a doll, and when the gate opened, she looked up and smiled at Emma. “Would you like to play? Milly”—she held up the doll—“is about to single-handedly conquer Napoleon and take his army for her own.”

Emma came inside and closed the gate behind her, agreeing to the game as long as she could treat the wounded soldiers. “I’m rather good with plants and such,” she said.

“Are you a magical healer?” Lissette said hopefully.

“No. Just a regular healer, but I can do magic too. Papa told me that magic and healing don’t go well together. So I do both, but separate.” At the thought of Papa, though, her nose began to tingle and her eyes burned, so she stopped talking.

Lissette soon distracted her from her sad memories, and they played together for an hour before a large dog bounded outside. It was larger than any dog Emma had ever seen, with long gray fur and bright amber eyes. Its paws were oversized in the way that suggested it wasn’t done growing yet, and Emma couldn’t imagine just how big this dog would end up. She wasn’t frightened of it, though. It came and sniffed her for a second before flopping at her feet and rolling over, presenting its belly to be scratched. She obliged, giggling as one of the dog’s hind legs kicked.

Lissette scowled, rescuing the doll Milly, who had nearly been crushed by the dog’s happy writhing. “Really, Kane? Must you?” She huffed an exasperated sigh. “Go back inside. I’ll be in for tea in a moment.” She threw out her arm in a dramatic point toward the house.

The dog looked at Lissette for a moment, considering, then sighed and rolled to its feet. A long, pink tongue darted from its mouth to kiss Emma’s hand, and she laughed again as the dog trotted back to the house.

“Sorry about that,” Lissette said, glaring after the dog. “I thought Papa had taught him better manners. I guess I have to go inside now, though.”

So, Emma said goodbye and continued on to Rosewood.

Two days later, she was in the garden with Lissette again. This time, Lissette had a new book from the lending library, and they were reading it together on a bench in the shade of the pear tree. They were so engrossed in the story that neither of them heard approaching footsteps until, from right beside them, a voice asked, “What’s so interesting?”

Both girls shrieked and jumped, the book tumbling from their laps. The older boy laughed as he picked it up and dusted it off. Emma was dumbstruck when he moved to hand the book to her, smiling. His eyes were the most extraordinary amber, and his dark hair was cut long on top so that it tumbled over his forehead. He couldn’t have been more than fourteen, but to a ten-year-old girl, his looks made him as good as a storybook hero.

Lissette felt no such awe, and she was on her feet in a moment, hands on hips. “Don’t do that, Kane! Can’t you just be a normal person and call me from the door rather than sneaking up on us?”

Emma blinked, her mind feeling very slow to catch up. “Kane?”

The boy sketched a mocking bow. “Kane Peters, at your service.”

“My brother,” Lissette ground out.

“But… didn’t you call the dog Kane the other day? They have the same name?”

If they had made some kind of joke about how the boy was named after the dog, or the dog after the boy, Emma probably would have believed them. Instead, Kane and Lissette exchanged a horrified look, both of them going rather pale.

“What?” Emma asked, confused.

They exchanged one more speaking look before Lissette sat back down beside her on the bench and took her hand. “We’re going to tell you the most secret of secrets,” she said, softly and seriously. “And only because we’re going to be friends for life and we won’t be able to hide it forever.”

Kane snorted. “We didn’t manage to hide it more than two days.”

“Whose fault was that?” Lissette snapped.

Kane sheepishly took a knee in front of the bench so they were all nearly at eye level.

“What is going on?” Emma whispered.

“Do you solemnly swear not to tell another soul?” Lissette had a flair for the dramatic, but Emma knew she meant every word.

“I do,” she said.

“Our family is cursed.”

Emma stared between them, looking for signs that they were playing a joke. “How?”

“One of our great-great-great grandfathers offended a Faerie somehow,” Kane said. “So the Faerie cursed us that every male in the family is half wolf. Sometimes we can control when we shift between the two, sometimes we can’t.”

Emma’s eyes widened. “So you were the dog?”

He nodded, color tingeing his neck, ears, and cheeks. Emma felt a blush on her own face. She wouldn’t have scratched his belly if she’d known he was a boy.

Lissette must have noticed her embarrassment because she said, “When he’s a wolf, he acts like a dog—he has to smell everything, and he likes to be petted and scratched, and he could chase a ball for hours.” Kane’s face flushed redder at that. Emma couldn’t help smiling at the mental picture.

“And you?” she asked Lissette.

“I’m an ordinary girl.” Lissette shrugged. “Although there’s a chance I’ll have a litter of puppies instead of children.”

Emma wasn’t sure whether to gawk or giggle at that.

From that day on, Emma felt welcomed and accepted into their friendship in a deeper way than she could ever have expected. Knowing their secret made her one of them, and she’d loved it. At first she’d thought they were terrible at keeping secrets, and she’d been reluctant to share any of her own—they’d spilled theirs to her almost immediately, after all, so maybe they shouldn’t be trusted not to do the same to any other new friends they might make.

But over the months and years, she saw that they guarded the knowledge of their curse closely, and Lissette told her later that their parents had punished them quite thoroughly for the breach. Kane was always cautious about where he shifted and around whom, and Emma never heard Lissette breathe a word to anyone. Lissette even confessed to Emma as they prepared to join adult society that she was worried about courtship and falling in love. She’d promised her father not to tell any suitor until he asked for her hand, but she feared that the revelation would alarm him into changing his mind, by which time her heart would be in danger of shattering.

There must have been some reason they’d confided in her that day as children, against the strict rule of secrecy and the will of their parents. Somehow they’d recognized, even young as they were, that she’d belong with them for life.




***




Emma smiled at Lissette beside her on the garden bench. “Having Mr. Harris already know the truth does take the pressure off, doesn’t it?”

Lissette sat back and looked up at the overcast sky. “I feel so free for the first time. Like I could just let myself fall in love without fear because I know he’ll be there to catch me.”

Emma pressed her hands to her mouth, but she couldn’t quite suppress a happy squeak. This was the first she’d seen her friend seriously contemplating love.

Lissette laughed. “When Papa first mentioned arranging a match for me, I was dreading it, but now… He’s a good man, Em. He’s kind and honest, and he’ll treat me well.”

“Where will you live? Isn’t Mr. Harris in Macclesfield now?”

“He is. And now that the silk mill there is running smoothly, he’ll stay to manage that while Kane comes home to run the woolen mill, and Papa will step back and oversee both.”

Emma’s giddy feelings over her friend’s budding romance took a swift dive at the mention of Lissette’s brother. “Kane’s staying in Wolfford?”

Lissette made a face. “For your sake, I’m sorry. I know it will be uncomfortable for you to have him here again. But…” She hesitated, plucking at the fingers of her gloves. “What did he do to offend you? You never said.”

Emma pressed her lips together and considered what to say. Lissette was her dearest friend, like a sister, but she was Kane’s actual sister. And there were some things Emma wasn’t prepared to tell her.

“I know you used to like him,” Lissette said gently.

A laugh bubbled up out of Emma at the understatement. “I did,” she said, thinking of just how much she’d worshipped Kane Peters. From the day they’d met until he’d left for Oxford, Emma had lived for every smile, every teasing comment, every scrap of notice he’d given her. He was a godling in her eyes.

But he’d left, and while she didn’t begrudge him his time at university, it had been a difficult period for her. Grandpapa had died suddenly and unexpectedly of a heart condition within weeks of Kane’s departure. Soon after, she and Mama had moved into Rosewood so that Nan wouldn’t be alone. Leaving the house that held all of her memories of Papa was its own kind of loss.

And through it all, Kane never sent her a word. He couldn’t, with propriety, have written to her directly, but he could have sent a line by his sister. He might have said something as simple as, “Give Emma my regards,” or even merely sent his condolences. But, no. Nothing. And that, too, was a loss. Lissette was her lifeline through all the grief and change, but Emma had had two friends, and she’d felt abandoned by one. It had become clear to her that every man who entered her life left it, intentionally or unintentionally.

Perhaps that was a heavy burden of blame to put on Kane, and Emma knew it wasn’t quite fair. He wasn’t responsible for all the upheaval she’d faced at the time, and she suspected he didn’t even know about most of it. But he hadn’t been there when she’d needed him.

Then he’d appeared out of nowhere at her ball, setting her emotions into turmoil again.

Rosewood’s dining room and drawing room had been cleared of furniture to make room for dancing, and Nan had invited gentry from all over the county—no grand titles attended, but there were a baronet and the second son of an earl. Emma had had a new white gown, and her hair was dressed in curls and ribbons and white roses. Kane had approached and bowed, and he’d asked her to dance, but where he was supposed to call her “Miss Darling,” instead of the childhood “Emma” she’d now outgrown, he’d called her “my darling.”

Emma’s heart had torn, a part of it swooping with delight at the endearment from Kane and the faint pink that had colored his ears immediately afterward. But the rest had rebelled. Her surname had always lent itself to teasing, and over the years she’d been “Emma Dearest” and “Emma Sweetheart” as often as not. Sixteen-year-old Kane had even knelt beside her, his hand pressed dramatically to his heart, and called her “my darling Emma,” his amber eyes dancing. It had irritated her—Lissette, bless her, had only drifted from her name so far as “Em” or “Emmy”—but she’d accepted it without complaint because teasing was still attention, and she’d wanted whatever she could get from him.

But to have him mock her name at her most momentous of events, to have him tease with the familiarity of friendship after being absent and silent for three years—no. She couldn’t tolerate it. He’d lost that privilege. She’d danced with him, but she’d been cool and distant and angry.

Maybe she could have been swayed back in his favor had he made an effort. Maybe she would have forgiven him and forgotten the slight given time and continued attempts at friendship. Except that he was only home for a few weeks before he left—again—to go to Macclesfield with Mr. Harris. And—again—she received not a single word in his absence.

Lissette watched Emma as the memories and the accompanying hurt flashed through her mind. How much of this could Emma tell to the man’s sister? Lissette had been by her side through all of it, but so many of the emotions were simply too deeply rooted and painful to discuss. The truth was simple: if she allowed Kane back into her life, she’d get attached again, and then he’d do what he’d done before, what every man she’d ever cared about had done. He’d leave.

“Was it something that happened at your ball?” Lissette asked after Emma had silently pondered too long.

“That was part of it,” Emma admitted. “It’s… too complicated. My life is simply better without him in it.” That wasn’t strictly true—she’d never been as happy as she’d been for those few years before he’d left for Oxford—but her heart was certainly safer without him ripping it to pieces every time he went away.

Lissette frowned, her shoulders slumping. Emma knew that her friend had harbored hopes almost as strong as her own of Kane someday marrying Emma so that the girls could be sisters. “Very well,” she sighed. “But could you at least try to be on speaking terms with him? He’s going to be living in Wolfford, after all, and he’ll be at family engagements. The last thing I want is for every visit to be cold and awkward because you two can’t get along.”

Emma sighed too. “I’ll try.” Any conversation with Kane was likely to soften the ice she’d built up around her heart, which was a risk she had no desire to take. But she’d do whatever she had to to keep the peace for Lissette after how her friend had stood by her for all these years.




OEBPS/d90fd661805495f0040a6350eb7fe5d2387e5b33_smallRaw.jpg
RE CY MAGIC FAEn‘s"ﬁLEs
-.-JC" kol m'
8 ; »

Y. j -
P

ELIZA PROKOPOVITS








OEBPS/images/d90fd661805495f0040a6350eb7fe5d2387e5b33_smallRaw.jpg
RE CY MAGIC FAEn‘s"ﬁLEs
-.-JC" kol m'
8 ; »

Y. j -
P

ELIZA PROKOPOVITS













