A short extract from Chapter One
As he came down the stairs, I thought he’d never looked more handsome and I could not take my eyes off him. I remembered his kiss on my cheek the week before and the words he’d said immediately afterwards. My legs felt weak and my knees were as wobbly as a day-old colt’s. Then, as he stepped into the hall, his eyes caught mine. For a moment I thought he would see what was in my mind and, as I felt the colour rise in my cheeks, I turned away quickly, feeling embarrassed, ashamed.

Yet I couldn’t look away from him for long, As the gifts were brought from the table and Mr and Mrs Fairfax started to make their way down the line of servants, having a brief word with each individual, my eyes were fixed on Jared once more and, as I realized that he was also shaking hands with everybody, I anticipated the thrill which would run through me when his hand touched mine.

As he came closer, my heart seemed to be beating so loudly that I thought everyone in the room would hear it and, as I curtseyed to Mr Fairfax and reached out to take my gift from him, my hands were trembling noticeably.

Richard Fairfax smiled at me as I thanked him, but, as usual, his wife’s face turned cold as she looked at me and, although she shook my hand, it was as if she were afraid of being contaminated by my touch. After all the years of similar treatment, I thought little of it, but her cousin noticed and seemed hurt on my behalf.

While Mr and Mrs Fairfax moved on to speak to the other servants and distribute the rest of the gifts, he hesitated a moment and the closeness of him had such an effect on me that I thought I might faint as I took in every detail of his appearance. Then, without warning, he caught hold of my hands and pulled me forward a pace.

“Now you’re under the kissing-bough, Sarah,” he said lightly, a smile playing around his mouth and dancing in his eyes as he spoke. “And the prettiest girl in the room deserves a kiss, I’m sure!”

Then, to the amazement – and amusement – of the other servants, he pulled me into his arms, kissed me firmly on the lips, and, though I tried again to tell myself that it meant nothing to him, it meant everything to me. And, because of it, I started having the dream every night in which I was standing by the window of Fairfield Hall with Eleanor Fairfax’s diamond brooch sparkling at my throat as I waited for him… 
