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In this clean and wholesome Regency romance Georgian Beckleham is not like most young
ladies, most people would call her a Bluestocking, so why is the Earl of Tarlbridge constantly
drawn to her? - $0.99 SALE or FREE on Kindle Unlimited.Tristan Ravenswood is young for an
Earl. Tall and broad, with reddish-brown hair, and pale blue eyes as open as a summer's sky, he
is every woman’s dream. Yet instead of courting ladies of the ton he spends his days teasing
Lady Georgian.Georgian has known Tristan since they were children, she just wonders why he
has never grown up. Though he often makes her want to laugh, she refuses to give him the
satisfaction. What fool spends his days leaping out from behind hedges and scaring horses?
Jeremy Tudor is the author of a satirical book on manners. Georgian finds his work most
delightful.Tristan has never admitted his feelings for Georgian but now that a rival is on the scene
he must make a decision and see if he can follow it through.Would he seek to change this
wonderful woman?This is a clean and wholesome Regency historical romance about
discovering your true self. Can a woman who is so different find true love? Can an Earl accept
his responsibilities and be true to himself? Is there hope for a young woman forced into a terrible
marriage?Find out in this sweet and clean British historical romance novel.

About the AuthorEvan-Moor has been providing high-quality, creative, and engaging PreK-8
educational resources for teachers and parents since 1979. Our mission is helping children
learn, and we do this by providing teachers and parents with the resources they need to cultivate
a love of teaching and learning. Our award-winning content is created by highly experienced
educators, aligned with the most current standards, and available across the curriculum.
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The Bluestocking, the Earl, and the AuthorA Tale of Georgian BecklehamCharlotte
DarcyContentsCopyrightIntroductionChapter 1Chapter 2Chapter 3Chapter 4Chapter 5Chapter
6Chapter 7Chapter 8Chapter 9Chapter 10Chapter 11Chapter 12Chapter 13Chapter 14Chapter
15Chapter 16Chapter 17Chapter 18EpiloguePreview - The Earls Bitter SecretMore Books by
Charlotte DarcyCopyright©Copyright 2016 Charlotte DarcyAll Rights ReservedLicense
NotesThis eBook is licensed for personal enjoyment only. It may not be resold or given away to
others. If you wish to share this book, please purchase an additional copy. If you are reading this
book and it was not purchased then, you should purchase your own copy. Your continued
respect for author's rights is appreciated.This story is a work of fiction any resemblance to
people is purely coincidence. All places, names, events, businesses, etc. are used in a fictional
manner. All characters are from the imagination of the author.IntroductionThis is the second
book in a three-book series called Regency Romantic Dreams. Each book is completely
standalone but some of the characters do appear in the other books.They are all clean and
sweet and come from my own romantic dreams. I hope you will enjoy them and look forward to
sharing more books with you soon.Even though all the books can be read alone or in any order.
If you wish to read them in the order they were written here it is:This Book -They are all FREE on
kindle unlimited.I hope you enjoy this romance. Each book has changed following the wonderful
comments and feedback I have gained from you my amazing readers. You have helped give me
the confidence to share my stories and have helped me improve my writing along the way. I feel
truly blessed to have you along on this adventure with me and thank you all from the bottom of
my heart.I hope you enjoy this book and as a thank you for being such wonderful readers I would
like to offer you a FREE short, clean Regency romance. You can get it by joining my exclusive
newsletter .God Bless,Chapter 1Georgian Beckleham threw her head back to enjoy the mid-
morning sunshine. Putting her heels to her horse’s sides, she leaned forward and kicked her into
a canter. The wind whipped at her chocolate brown curls and felt like freedom across her face as
she rode away from the farmlands of Thomas Moreland. Though many frowned on her riding
astride, Georgian did not care. The riding habit was well-cut and one of her favorite outfits. It was
much more practical for when she was visiting the tenants than a dress and a sidesaddle.As the
ground sped by beneath her, she thought about her morning. It had been a very productive
meeting. Georgian always enjoyed the aging farmer’s company, and the fact that he did not
judge her for being a woman made things so much easier. Thomas had farmed land on the
Duchy of Arleton since before Georgian was born, and he was very much her closest contact
and ally in the whole farming community.Taking over the role of duchy overseer had not been as
easy as she had imagined it would be. Despite the fact that the previous overseer, Edward
Carlton, had overcharged the tenant farmers’ rents and levies and had skimmed the profits from
the very heart of the duchy, there were still one or two farmers who did not appreciate the fact
that the new overseer was a woman.Although she was the sister of the Duke of Arleton and, in



essence, owned the lands which they farmed, there was still a small pocket of farmers who
seemed to be fighting hard against Georgian as their first contact with authority. It was
intolerable that some of the male community could not get past such petty things. It was 1819,
and Georgian could not understand why the world had not moved on and why the men could not
see that she was a better overseer. There had been many an occasion when she voiced such
thoughts but her brother, Harcourt Beckleham, had minded her to hold her tongue. That was not
easy for Georgian, but she was doing her best.Though she would sometimes dwell on those
who were against her appointment. However, the larger part of the community had very much
accepted the woman who had not only uncovered the accounting scandal, but had immediately
reduced their rents, whilst still ensuring that a profit had been turned overall. There was none
who could really deny her talents as an economist and an accountant, despite her self-taught
skills. Georgian understood that those in opposition were simply nursing masculine pride.Either
way, she cared very little for opinions that held next-to-nothing by way of reasoning.“You seem to
be in a little world of your own, Lady Beckleham.” The voice, coming as it did from several yards
away, made Georgian jump in her saddle. Quickly she reined to a halt. As she did so, her horse
began to dance a little, somewhat panicked.Georgian eased her fingers on the reins and stroked
Nellie’s elegant bay neck. Quickly the horse quietened down, and Georgian looked about her for
the source of the voice. There, on the other side of a dry stone wall, was Tristan Ravenswood,
the Earl of Tarlbridge. Tristan was tall and broad, and his hair was a rich shade of reddish-brown,
almost the color of fox fur. His eyes were very pale blue, and Georgian had often thought that
they were curiously at odds with the color of his hair.“Oh, why am I not surprised that you are
hiding behind walls and startling horses?” Georgian spoke with a sigh, doing her best to indicate
that she was already bored with him.“I wasn’t hiding, my dear girl, I had simply stopped to enjoy
the view.” Tristan Ravenswood grinned at her in his rather oafish way. Although there was
something about him which always made Georgian want to laugh, there was usually more about
him which annoyed her intensely.“I had no idea you were so interested in staring at plowed
fields, Lord Tarlbridge.”“I wasn’t looking at the fields, Lady Beckleham.” As his grin widened,
Georgian shook her head slowly and rolled her eyes in the direction of the heavens. She had
known Tristan Ravenswood since they were children, and he had always been a great source of
irritation to her. Although he was three years older than she was, Georgian would always
remember him as just about the naughtiest little boy she had ever met.“I shall probe no further
into the workings of your mind, Tristan, for I’m afraid I am a busy woman. I have work to do.”“So I
see. Tell me, did you just plow that field yourself?” Tristan stifled a laugh. “I only ask merely so
that I may congratulate you on what is truly the neatest bit of plowing I think I have ever
seen.”“No, I have not been plowing, Tristan. I have, however, been discussing the recent
improvements to the old Rotherham style of plow, although I feel sure that that is of little interest
to you.”“Oh, Georgian, you really are too funny, my dear.” Tristan had begun to laugh heartily, and
Georgian could feel her patience wearing thin.“You really do have nothing better to do, do you?”
Georgian’s sudden furious stare almost pinned him to the nearest tree.“No, not really.” Tristan



was still chuckling. “And, if I am perfectly honest, I rate teasing you most highly amongst my list
of hobbies.”“But that is not news to me, is it Tristan? It has been many years since I first
discovered that, and I rather wonder if it isn’t time you found yourself a new hobby.”“Perhaps I
should become a farmer, like you dear?”Georgian felt her shoulders straighten, and she stared
down her nose at him. “I am not a farmer, as you very well know.”“Ah, but if you were, I’m sure
you would be very good at it.”“Yes, I am sure that I would be good at it too. What is your point,
Tristan?”“As usual, Lady Beckleham, I have no point to make.”“Why am I not surprised?”
Georgian began to gather her horse’s reins more tightly in her hands, clearly indicating that she
would be moving on at any moment.“So, what was the young and tenacious overseer of the
Duchy of Arleton discussing with old Thomas Moreland? I do hope you weren’t serving him with
a notice to increases rents or otherwise intimidating him, were you?”“Tristan, you really are the
most ridiculous creature on the planet. I honestly don’t know why I am still sitting here talking to
you.”“Because you have always found me funny, my dear, and you adore my company.”Georgian
could not help but laugh. The Earl of Tarlbridge really was just about the most arrogant man she
had ever met, and he had a terrible penchant for teasing her, yet he was right. The infuriating
man often made her want to laugh, but she would never let him know it. “I am rather afraid, on
that particular question, you are most deluded, sir.”“You mean to tell me that you do not adore
my company, Lady Beckleham?”“That is correct, Lord Tarlbridge.” Georgian could feel the
corners of her mouth beginning to turn up, but fought hard against smiling.“Lady Beckleham, you
are breaking my heart.” Tristan made a huge performance of clutching at his chest, before
draping forwards across the neck of his horse.“Good, I have a feeling that you would be much
improved by having your heart broken.”“Well I must say, since you became the champion of the
farmers, you have become rather harsh, Georgian Beckleham.”“Which is why I shall have
absolutely no compunction in riding away from you this moment, Tristan.” Georgian chuckled to
herself as she heeled Nellie gently and began to slowly ride away from the Earl of Tarlbridge.As
Georgian rode away, she could hear the Earl of Tarlbridge feigning choking sobs. As soon as she
was out of earshot, she allowed herself to laugh at his antics. She thought it a great shame that
Tristan was so very arrogant, for in truth he was really rather handsome and might well make a
rather charming man if he could rein in his teasing behavior.Tristan Ravenswood was well-known
for trotting about the county on his black stallion, often sporting the beginnings of a beard. In
truth, it was more likely to be two or three days’ laziness without shaving, rather than a serious
attempt at growing a beard. Although he had a handsome and somewhat symmetrical face, his
nose had once been broken in a bout of schoolboy boxing at Eton. It had set rather crookedly
and, if he were dressed in the right outfit with his frame and wayward hair, Tristan Ravenswood
could easily have passed for a ruffian.Most of the aristocracy had a certain delicacy about them,
almost as if they were too good to breathe the air and walk the earth with the mere peasants.
Most of them seemed to Georgian to have an air of gently picking their way through life, in a
manner which suggested they were avoiding the collection of germs.Tristan Ravenswood had
never fitted that particular mold and, even as a child, had been fairly rough. He had always been



at the forefront of tree-climbing and building-scaling, essentially climbing whatever he could like
a little monkey.Georgian laughed to herself as she thought that his tall and broad musculature
was now something more akin to a gorilla than a monkey. If Georgian could have summed up her
old childhood friend very simply, it would have been annoying but harmless.Pushing Nellie back
into a canter, Georgian shook thoughts of Tristan Ravenswood from her mind as she thought
excitedly about the general farming meeting that was to come. She had secured the presence of
a gentleman farmer called Pearce Whitehall. He had agreed to attend the meeting and to
discuss some of the simple and effective farming techniques which had proved so successful on
his own lands.Thomas Moreland had certainly been very excited to hear the man’s name, and
more excited still when he realized that the new young overseer had, indeed, secured the man’s
attendance at their next meeting.“Well, that should see us having a high turnout at the next
meeting, my lady.” Thomas had rubbed his hands together happily, before lifting his teacup to
drain the last of his drink.“And hopefully, it will do something to build bridges between myself and
that rather stubborn set who still appear angered by my appointment as overseer.”“And so it
should!” Thomas dropped his cup noisily onto the saucer. “You know it vexes me that they treat
you so.”“Oh, don’t let their intolerable behavior upset you, Thomas.”“Well, it does! I mean, how
could they behave the way they are doing? After all, there’s not a man among them who doesn’t
know that it was you who saved us all.”“Well, I….”“No, don’t go being all modest about it, my lady.
They all know that it was your sharp wit that got to the bottom of the wrongdoings of that Carlton
Edwards, not to mention your solid brain that put it all back to rights. You quickly saw that we
were back to paying reasonable rents again.”“But for some of them, that is exactly the problem,
Thomas. I have been doing this job for more than a year now, and I am proud to see that things
have improved for everybody. Mark my words it is not just the farmers, but the duchy as a whole
that has benefited. Unfortunately, for many, that type of success is only to be applauded in a
man. For some reason, seeing the same capabilities in a woman makes them angry, for reasons
that they themselves cannot even explain. For some people, that anger is simply inherent in their
personalities, and there is seemingly nothing they can do to change it.” Georgian finished with a
sigh.“But your brother himself made the appointment! I’d like to see any of them try to argue the
point with the duke!” Thomas leaned back in his chair and allowed himself a hearty
laugh.Thomas Moreland’s hair was gray, and his face was pleasingly tanned and lined against
his sparkling and kindly eyes. There was something about his ease of manner which somehow
reminded Georgian of her own father, who had died some years before. So drawn was she to the
aging farmer that she visited him at least once a week on some matter of business or other. He
had become something of a comfort to her, often spreading the word of her good works
amongst the other tenants, all the better to enhance her reputation as a good overseer.Thomas
was much respected amongst the farming community, and with his help, respect for Georgian
was also growing. In truth, it was but a handful of farmers who spurned any attempt at
communication with her, but they were voluble in their dislike and disapproval and therefore
stood out quite sharply.“So, Thomas, I have a list of dates here upon which Mr. Whitehall can



attend. May I leave it to you to petition the farmers for the most suitable date for them all?”“You
most certainly can. I should probably have a firm date for you sometime next week, once I’ve
managed to speak to them all.”“You are most terribly kind, Thomas. In truth, I do not know how I
should manage this job without you.” Georgian gave Thomas a broad smile and watched happily
as the old farmer twinkled in the light of her praise.Chapter 2Tristan Ravenswood was still
laughing as he watched Georgian ride away. It was a pretty sight and kept his eye until she
disappeared behind a copse of oak trees. Tristan then turned his stallion towards his own home,
Gainton Manor.Georgian Beckleham really was the strangest woman. Even as children,
Georgian had stood out from all the others, purely because she had seemed so very odd. It was
common for the children of Peers of the Realm to spend much of their childhood in association,
and since the home of the Duke of Arleton had been so close to Gainton Manor, Tristan had
spent much time in the company of Georgian and her older sisters.Whilst Edith and Josephine
had been much nearer his own age, Tristan had always been drawn towards Georgian. For the
most part, he had gained much amusement in his efforts of teasing her. When he looked back at
those days with the eyes of an adult, he could see that Georgian had always seen the world
somewhat differently from the rest of the children. Whatever game it was the children played,
Georgian seemed always to lack any sort of passion for it. Often, Georgian would only seem to
come to life when there was some practical element to their childish games. Perhaps the
building of a den, or some clever alteration or other to a toy or a game which would somehow
improve its performance. In matters of mathematics and science, Georgian had always seemed
to Tristan to be somewhat freakishly intelligent. It was almost as if her knowledge in certain
matters was inherent, rather than taught. In truth, that was likely to be the case, since Tristan felt
sure that the education of young girls did not go into much depth on such subjects.Of course
Georgian had always been so terribly fun to tease. Mainly because she never saw any practical
joke coming. She just did not seem to think that way, and so Tristan had devoted much of his
time to the invention of silly things to say to her, and even sillier things to do.As they had grown
into adults, Tristan had found the habit rather hard to break. With every other one of his
childhood acquaintances, Tristan behaved in just the way an earl should. And yet, whenever he
saw Georgian Beckleham, the child in him re-emerged, ready to come up with some plot with
which to tease her. He simply could not help it.However, these days, Tristan had to admit that
Georgian had finally mastered the art of witty retort, and in that respect, he knew that she often
far outstripped him. As odd as she still was, Tristan always found his spirits rising whenever he
saw her, so much more so than they did with anyone else in his acquaintance.As he sauntered
along, just minutes from home, Tristan rather wondered if it was the fact that Georgian simply
held more interest for him than anyone else did. There was not a mold in which you could place
the girl, and if you could find one that did fit, it would probably not be strong enough to hold her.
The fact that she had learned to fight back so admirably did not deter Tristan one iota. If
anything, it increased the enjoyment of their encounters.The one and only thing which Tristan
had latterly found to be disconcerting was the fact that Lady Georgian Beckleham had grown to



be rather beautiful. Despite the fact that she tended to wear rather neat and somewhat practical
gowns, or even riding habits, on a daily basis. There was a certain barely-tamed wildness about
her shining, chocolate brown curls and her intense, black-as-coal eyes. Her skin was a beautiful
rosy cream and had not roughened, even though she was coming to spend more and more time
out of doors as part of her new occupation.Once again, Tristan found he was chuckling. The very
fact that she had finally become the overseer for such a large duchy should, in truth, have come
as no surprise to him. And yet somehow, picturing her determined little face as she trotted
through plowed fields tickled his amusement.“That’s a lovely gown, Georgian.” Edith's eyes had
brightened to see her youngest sister in such a pretty shade of blue. “Is it this evening that you
are going over to Theodora Bentley’s home?”“Yes, I shall be leaving shortly, Edith. I’m going in
the barouche as it is such a lovely evening. That is, unless either of you will be needing it?”
Georgian was fiddling with one of the lightly puffed short sleeves of her gown.Josephine hurried
over to her and arranged the errant sleeve so that it perfectly matched the other. It was not
uncommon for one of Georgian’s sisters to make last-minute alterations and adjustments to
whatever it was she was wearing. Somehow Georgian never seemed able to show herself at her
best.“My dearest Georgian, neither of us will need the barouche.” Josephine gave the sleeves a
final look before nodding her approval. “Is it a literary thing tonight?”“Yes, Theodora has a new
author amongst her guests for the evening. I believe his name is Jeremy Tudor, and Theodora
tells me that he has written a wonderful satire on manners.” Georgian smiled happily, thoroughly
looking forward to the evening’s events. It was so nice to be able to have an intelligent
conversation and not to be judged.“Oh dear me, do you really think that’s wise?” Edith was
suddenly fluttering around Georgian like a butterfly.“Wise?” For the most part, Georgian did not
understand a great deal of what Edith said. In truth, Edith understood very little of what Georgian
said either, but the two sisters had a very great affection for one another. They were so very
different that it hardly seemed feasible that they would get on so well, and yet they did. Edith was
a fashionable and well-turned out girl with impeccable manners. She often only ever hinted at a
thing, and yet was usually understood by most around her. However, Georgian was very much
more plain-spoken and tended to say exactly what she meant without hinting or coyness. As a
result, she often had to seek clarification of Edith’s meaning in conversation, and it appeared
that this occasion was to be no different.“Well, it sounds as if this book might very well be
offensive. I wonder if it might perhaps be wiser to wait until you have heard what the general
opinion of it is before you attend an event in which you may very well become unfortunately
acquainted with the author.”“Why?” Georgian rested large and confused eyes upon her sister.
Edith often thought that her sister’s open confusion in certain areas was caused by a distinct
lack of guile of any kind. In short, Georgian was not a judgmental person and was rarely able to
understand other people’s motivations for being so.“Well, a satirical book about manners might
very well be found to be poking fun at society. We do not yet know if this book is going to prove to
be shocking, and so your attendance at Theodora Bentley’s home might very well be noted by
others in the county.”“I think I understand what you mean, Edith, but I have one observation... the



people who note my attendance at Theodora Bentley’s home will surely only be able to do so
because they are also in attendance.” Georgian smiled. It was Edith’s turn to look
confused.“Once again, I am in the position of being required to translate.” Josephine sighed
loudly. “Georgian, Edith is concerned that your reputation may be harmed by attending an event
which centers around a potentially controversial book.” Josephine turned to Edith. “Edith,
Georgian is convinced that her attendance will only be noticed by other attendees, and therefore
there shall be nobody to gossip about her, lest they gossip about themselves.”“Oh!” Both
Georgian and Edith registered their comprehension at the same time, before turning to each
other and laughing gaily.“Oh Edith, please do not worry about me. I do realize that I am quite
different from other ladies, but I do not know how else to be.”“You are different, my darling, but I
would not seek to change you. You really are the most wonderful sister imaginable.” Edith
stepped forward and kissed Georgian on the cheek.“Uh-hum!” Josephine uttered loudly.“As is
Josephine, obviously,” Edith said with a wicked little giggle.“Thank you.” Josephine gave a
comical little curtsy to her older sister, and all three fell to laughing.Chapter 3The carriage ride
from Arleton Abbey to Theodora Bentley’s townhouse was incredibly short. Ordinarily, Georgian
liked to walk the few short miles between their houses, often cutting across the Duchy fields.
However, she had dressed up for the evening, and the fineness of her gown and shoes most
certainly would not permit a robust tramp through the countryside. Leaning back against the soft
seats of the barouche, Georgian dreamed of the entertainment ahead. Of the wonderful words,
she would hear and the bright conversation with them. How she hoped that this Jeremy Tudor
was as controversial as Edith thought.Georgian was very much looking forward to the literary
evening at Theodora’s house. Whilst she certainly did enjoy reading, it was true to say that she
was not often drawn to the all-too-common romance novels of the day.And so, the idea that
somebody had written a satire on the subject of modern manners had rather appealed to her,
and she was extremely interested to find out its contents, not to mention meeting the man who
had actually written it.There was so much about the manners which formed so integral a part of
the aristocratic education that left Georgian bemused and dumbfounded. Much of what had
been drummed into her over the years had made little sense and rather failed to make its mark
upon her.Georgian was truly looking forward to seeing her dear friend, Theodora Bentley.
Theodora was much older than Georgian, being in her early forties. She was a rather an
outspoken widow who had many gatherings of social and intellectual interest in her smart
townhouse.Georgian had first met Theodora in a tea shop in the town, as she had been sitting
waiting for her two older sisters to finish their fabric shopping. Georgian had grown bored of
oohing and ahhing at this piece of lace or that piece of silk, she had wandered away to have a sit-
down with some tea and cakes.When she had arrived in the little tea shop, she had sat down
quietly amidst some sort of row which seemed to be going on in the corner of the room.
Theodora, as she soon came to know her, was roundly lambasting Lady Cecile Lennox, the new
wife of a little-known baronet of the county. As it turned out, Cecile Lennox’s newfound title had
gone to her head, and she had apparently been speaking to Mrs. Ledbury, the owner of the tea



shop, in a most rude and abrasive manner.At the point at which Georgian had entered the tea
rooms, the little argument was well underway.“Yes, I am perfectly well aware who you are, my
dear. You are Lady Cecile Lennox, the new wife of Lord Gideon Lennox, and certainly not the
first to be overcome by the power of her own little title.” Theodora was standing in a most upright
fashion, her hands resting argumentatively on her broad hips. She was wearing a duck-egg blue
walking dress and a dark blue spencer which made such an imposing sight that Georgian had
been unable to take her eyes from the woman.“How dare you speak to me like that?” Lady
Lennox was bristling with fury, and reddening with embarrassment.“And how dare you speak to
Mrs. Ledbury like that?” Theodora had not been about to back down. “And I note with interest
that, prior to you becoming Lady Lennox, you always treated Mrs. Ledbury with the respect she
is due. Now tell me, why the change?”Instead of answering what Georgian considered to be a
perfectly sensible question, Lady Lennox rose hastily to her feet. She was wearing a cream
overly ornate promenade dress which swished around her feet as she stormed her way out of
the tea shop. Although Georgian herself had never been keen on the woman, she wondered
quite what it was that she had said to Mrs. Ledbury which had so angered that dear woman’s
defender.As Theodora had turned to retake her seat, she noticed the smiling face of Georgian
Beckleham. The older woman smiled back, and, instead of taking her own seat, approached
Georgian’s table.“I daresay you are wondering how this all started?”“Yes, I was wondering what
had happened,” Georgian answered without any hint of embarrassment, not caring that
introductions had not been made. To her, it had simply been the truthful answer.“Oh, I like you
already.” Theodora had returned Georgian smile. “May I join you?”“Yes, of course. I was just
about to order tea and cakes, would you like some?”“Yes, very much. Thank you.” After she had
made herself comfortable, Theodora held out her hand. “I’m Theodora Bentley, and it’s very nice
to meet you.”“I’m Georgian Beckleham, and is very nice to meet you, too.” Georgian shook the
proffered hand and smiled at the approach of Mrs. Ledbury. Mrs. Ledbury was beaming broadly
at the woman who had stood up for her so ferociously.“Mrs. Bentley, thank you so much for
intervening on my part. I was so embarrassed, I really had no idea what to say.” Mrs. Ledbury
was pink-cheeked, and her old, gray eyes were shining.“Think nothing of it, Mrs. Ledbury. You
really do run a most wonderful little tea shop here, and there was absolutely no call whatsoever
for Cecile Lennox to make such spiteful remarks about your beautiful cakes.”The Bluestocking,
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this book and as a thank you for being such wonderful readers I would like to offer you a FREE
short, clean Regency romance. You can get it by joining my exclusive newsletter .God
Bless,Chapter 1Georgian Beckleham threw her head back to enjoy the mid-morning sunshine.
Putting her heels to her horse’s sides, she leaned forward and kicked her into a canter. The wind
whipped at her chocolate brown curls and felt like freedom across her face as she rode away
from the farmlands of Thomas Moreland. Though many frowned on her riding astride, Georgian
did not care. The riding habit was well-cut and one of her favorite outfits. It was much more
practical for when she was visiting the tenants than a dress and a sidesaddle.As the ground
sped by beneath her, she thought about her morning. It had been a very productive meeting.
Georgian always enjoyed the aging farmer’s company, and the fact that he did not judge her for
being a woman made things so much easier. Thomas had farmed land on the Duchy of Arleton
since before Georgian was born, and he was very much her closest contact and ally in the whole
farming community.Taking over the role of duchy overseer had not been as easy as she had
imagined it would be. Despite the fact that the previous overseer, Edward Carlton, had
overcharged the tenant farmers’ rents and levies and had skimmed the profits from the very
heart of the duchy, there were still one or two farmers who did not appreciate the fact that the
new overseer was a woman.Although she was the sister of the Duke of Arleton and, in essence,
owned the lands which they farmed, there was still a small pocket of farmers who seemed to be
fighting hard against Georgian as their first contact with authority. It was intolerable that some of
the male community could not get past such petty things. It was 1819, and Georgian could not
understand why the world had not moved on and why the men could not see that she was a
better overseer. There had been many an occasion when she voiced such thoughts but her
brother, Harcourt Beckleham, had minded her to hold her tongue. That was not easy for
Georgian, but she was doing her best.Though she would sometimes dwell on those who were
against her appointment. However, the larger part of the community had very much accepted the
woman who had not only uncovered the accounting scandal, but had immediately reduced their
rents, whilst still ensuring that a profit had been turned overall. There was none who could really
deny her talents as an economist and an accountant, despite her self-taught skills. Georgian
understood that those in opposition were simply nursing masculine pride.Either way, she cared
very little for opinions that held next-to-nothing by way of reasoning.“You seem to be in a little
world of your own, Lady Beckleham.” The voice, coming as it did from several yards away, made
Georgian jump in her saddle. Quickly she reined to a halt. As she did so, her horse began to
dance a little, somewhat panicked.Georgian eased her fingers on the reins and stroked Nellie’s
elegant bay neck. Quickly the horse quietened down, and Georgian looked about her for the
source of the voice. There, on the other side of a dry stone wall, was Tristan Ravenswood, the
Earl of Tarlbridge. Tristan was tall and broad, and his hair was a rich shade of reddish-brown,
almost the color of fox fur. His eyes were very pale blue, and Georgian had often thought that
they were curiously at odds with the color of his hair.“Oh, why am I not surprised that you are
hiding behind walls and startling horses?” Georgian spoke with a sigh, doing her best to indicate



that she was already bored with him.“I wasn’t hiding, my dear girl, I had simply stopped to enjoy
the view.” Tristan Ravenswood grinned at her in his rather oafish way. Although there was
something about him which always made Georgian want to laugh, there was usually more about
him which annoyed her intensely.“I had no idea you were so interested in staring at plowed
fields, Lord Tarlbridge.”“I wasn’t looking at the fields, Lady Beckleham.” As his grin widened,
Georgian shook her head slowly and rolled her eyes in the direction of the heavens. She had
known Tristan Ravenswood since they were children, and he had always been a great source of
irritation to her. Although he was three years older than she was, Georgian would always
remember him as just about the naughtiest little boy she had ever met.“I shall probe no further
into the workings of your mind, Tristan, for I’m afraid I am a busy woman. I have work to do.”“So I
see. Tell me, did you just plow that field yourself?” Tristan stifled a laugh. “I only ask merely so
that I may congratulate you on what is truly the neatest bit of plowing I think I have ever
seen.”“No, I have not been plowing, Tristan. I have, however, been discussing the recent
improvements to the old Rotherham style of plow, although I feel sure that that is of little interest
to you.”“Oh, Georgian, you really are too funny, my dear.” Tristan had begun to laugh heartily, and
Georgian could feel her patience wearing thin.“You really do have nothing better to do, do you?”
Georgian’s sudden furious stare almost pinned him to the nearest tree.“No, not really.” Tristan
was still chuckling. “And, if I am perfectly honest, I rate teasing you most highly amongst my list
of hobbies.”“But that is not news to me, is it Tristan? It has been many years since I first
discovered that, and I rather wonder if it isn’t time you found yourself a new hobby.”“Perhaps I
should become a farmer, like you dear?”Georgian felt her shoulders straighten, and she stared
down her nose at him. “I am not a farmer, as you very well know.”“Ah, but if you were, I’m sure
you would be very good at it.”“Yes, I am sure that I would be good at it too. What is your point,
Tristan?”“As usual, Lady Beckleham, I have no point to make.”“Why am I not surprised?”
Georgian began to gather her horse’s reins more tightly in her hands, clearly indicating that she
would be moving on at any moment.“So, what was the young and tenacious overseer of the
Duchy of Arleton discussing with old Thomas Moreland? I do hope you weren’t serving him with
a notice to increases rents or otherwise intimidating him, were you?”“Tristan, you really are the
most ridiculous creature on the planet. I honestly don’t know why I am still sitting here talking to
you.”“Because you have always found me funny, my dear, and you adore my company.”Georgian
could not help but laugh. The Earl of Tarlbridge really was just about the most arrogant man she
had ever met, and he had a terrible penchant for teasing her, yet he was right. The infuriating
man often made her want to laugh, but she would never let him know it. “I am rather afraid, on
that particular question, you are most deluded, sir.”“You mean to tell me that you do not adore
my company, Lady Beckleham?”“That is correct, Lord Tarlbridge.” Georgian could feel the
corners of her mouth beginning to turn up, but fought hard against smiling.“Lady Beckleham, you
are breaking my heart.” Tristan made a huge performance of clutching at his chest, before
draping forwards across the neck of his horse.“Good, I have a feeling that you would be much
improved by having your heart broken.”“Well I must say, since you became the champion of the



farmers, you have become rather harsh, Georgian Beckleham.”“Which is why I shall have
absolutely no compunction in riding away from you this moment, Tristan.” Georgian chuckled to
herself as she heeled Nellie gently and began to slowly ride away from the Earl of Tarlbridge.As
Georgian rode away, she could hear the Earl of Tarlbridge feigning choking sobs. As soon as she
was out of earshot, she allowed herself to laugh at his antics. She thought it a great shame that
Tristan was so very arrogant, for in truth he was really rather handsome and might well make a
rather charming man if he could rein in his teasing behavior.Tristan Ravenswood was well-known
for trotting about the county on his black stallion, often sporting the beginnings of a beard. In
truth, it was more likely to be two or three days’ laziness without shaving, rather than a serious
attempt at growing a beard. Although he had a handsome and somewhat symmetrical face, his
nose had once been broken in a bout of schoolboy boxing at Eton. It had set rather crookedly
and, if he were dressed in the right outfit with his frame and wayward hair, Tristan Ravenswood
could easily have passed for a ruffian.Most of the aristocracy had a certain delicacy about them,
almost as if they were too good to breathe the air and walk the earth with the mere peasants.
Most of them seemed to Georgian to have an air of gently picking their way through life, in a
manner which suggested they were avoiding the collection of germs.Tristan Ravenswood had
never fitted that particular mold and, even as a child, had been fairly rough. He had always been
at the forefront of tree-climbing and building-scaling, essentially climbing whatever he could like
a little monkey.Georgian laughed to herself as she thought that his tall and broad musculature
was now something more akin to a gorilla than a monkey. If Georgian could have summed up her
old childhood friend very simply, it would have been annoying but harmless.Pushing Nellie back
into a canter, Georgian shook thoughts of Tristan Ravenswood from her mind as she thought
excitedly about the general farming meeting that was to come. She had secured the presence of
a gentleman farmer called Pearce Whitehall. He had agreed to attend the meeting and to
discuss some of the simple and effective farming techniques which had proved so successful on
his own lands.Thomas Moreland had certainly been very excited to hear the man’s name, and
more excited still when he realized that the new young overseer had, indeed, secured the man’s
attendance at their next meeting.“Well, that should see us having a high turnout at the next
meeting, my lady.” Thomas had rubbed his hands together happily, before lifting his teacup to
drain the last of his drink.“And hopefully, it will do something to build bridges between myself and
that rather stubborn set who still appear angered by my appointment as overseer.”“And so it
should!” Thomas dropped his cup noisily onto the saucer. “You know it vexes me that they treat
you so.”“Oh, don’t let their intolerable behavior upset you, Thomas.”“Well, it does! I mean, how
could they behave the way they are doing? After all, there’s not a man among them who doesn’t
know that it was you who saved us all.”“Well, I….”“No, don’t go being all modest about it, my lady.
They all know that it was your sharp wit that got to the bottom of the wrongdoings of that Carlton
Edwards, not to mention your solid brain that put it all back to rights. You quickly saw that we
were back to paying reasonable rents again.”“But for some of them, that is exactly the problem,
Thomas. I have been doing this job for more than a year now, and I am proud to see that things



have improved for everybody. Mark my words it is not just the farmers, but the duchy as a whole
that has benefited. Unfortunately, for many, that type of success is only to be applauded in a
man. For some reason, seeing the same capabilities in a woman makes them angry, for reasons
that they themselves cannot even explain. For some people, that anger is simply inherent in their
personalities, and there is seemingly nothing they can do to change it.” Georgian finished with a
sigh.“But your brother himself made the appointment! I’d like to see any of them try to argue the
point with the duke!” Thomas leaned back in his chair and allowed himself a hearty
laugh.Thomas Moreland’s hair was gray, and his face was pleasingly tanned and lined against
his sparkling and kindly eyes. There was something about his ease of manner which somehow
reminded Georgian of her own father, who had died some years before. So drawn was she to the
aging farmer that she visited him at least once a week on some matter of business or other. He
had become something of a comfort to her, often spreading the word of her good works
amongst the other tenants, all the better to enhance her reputation as a good overseer.Thomas
was much respected amongst the farming community, and with his help, respect for Georgian
was also growing. In truth, it was but a handful of farmers who spurned any attempt at
communication with her, but they were voluble in their dislike and disapproval and therefore
stood out quite sharply.“So, Thomas, I have a list of dates here upon which Mr. Whitehall can
attend. May I leave it to you to petition the farmers for the most suitable date for them all?”“You
most certainly can. I should probably have a firm date for you sometime next week, once I’ve
managed to speak to them all.”“You are most terribly kind, Thomas. In truth, I do not know how I
should manage this job without you.” Georgian gave Thomas a broad smile and watched happily
as the old farmer twinkled in the light of her praise.Chapter 1Chapter 1Chapter 1Chapter
1Chapter 1Georgian Beckleham threw her head back to enjoy the mid-morning sunshine.
Putting her heels to her horse’s sides, she leaned forward and kicked her into a canter. The wind
whipped at her chocolate brown curls and felt like freedom across her face as she rode away
from the farmlands of Thomas Moreland. Though many frowned on her riding astride, Georgian
did not care. The riding habit was well-cut and one of her favorite outfits. It was much more
practical for when she was visiting the tenants than a dress and a sidesaddle.As the ground
sped by beneath her, she thought about her morning. It had been a very productive meeting.
Georgian always enjoyed the aging farmer’s company, and the fact that he did not judge her for
being a woman made things so much easier. Thomas had farmed land on the Duchy of Arleton
since before Georgian was born, and he was very much her closest contact and ally in the whole
farming community.Taking over the role of duchy overseer had not been as easy as she had
imagined it would be. Despite the fact that the previous overseer, Edward Carlton, had
overcharged the tenant farmers’ rents and levies and had skimmed the profits from the very
heart of the duchy, there were still one or two farmers who did not appreciate the fact that the
new overseer was a woman.Although she was the sister of the Duke of Arleton and, in essence,
owned the lands which they farmed, there was still a small pocket of farmers who seemed to be
fighting hard against Georgian as their first contact with authority. It was intolerable that some of



the male community could not get past such petty things. It was 1819, and Georgian could not
understand why the world had not moved on and why the men could not see that she was a
better overseer. There had been many an occasion when she voiced such thoughts but her
brother, Harcourt Beckleham, had minded her to hold her tongue. That was not easy for
Georgian, but she was doing her best.Though she would sometimes dwell on those who were
against her appointment. However, the larger part of the community had very much accepted the
woman who had not only uncovered the accounting scandal, but had immediately reduced their
rents, whilst still ensuring that a profit had been turned overall. There was none who could really
deny her talents as an economist and an accountant, despite her self-taught skills. Georgian
understood that those in opposition were simply nursing masculine pride.Either way, she cared
very little for opinions that held next-to-nothing by way of reasoning.“You seem to be in a little
world of your own, Lady Beckleham.” The voice, coming as it did from several yards away, made
Georgian jump in her saddle. Quickly she reined to a halt. As she did so, her horse began to
dance a little, somewhat panicked.Georgian eased her fingers on the reins and stroked Nellie’s
elegant bay neck. Quickly the horse quietened down, and Georgian looked about her for the
source of the voice. There, on the other side of a dry stone wall, was Tristan Ravenswood, the
Earl of Tarlbridge. Tristan was tall and broad, and his hair was a rich shade of reddish-brown,
almost the color of fox fur. His eyes were very pale blue, and Georgian had often thought that
they were curiously at odds with the color of his hair.“Oh, why am I not surprised that you are
hiding behind walls and startling horses?” Georgian spoke with a sigh, doing her best to indicate
that she was already bored with him.“I wasn’t hiding, my dear girl, I had simply stopped to enjoy
the view.” Tristan Ravenswood grinned at her in his rather oafish way. Although there was
something about him which always made Georgian want to laugh, there was usually more about
him which annoyed her intensely.“I had no idea you were so interested in staring at plowed
fields, Lord Tarlbridge.”“I wasn’t looking at the fields, Lady Beckleham.” As his grin widened,
Georgian shook her head slowly and rolled her eyes in the direction of the heavens. She had
known Tristan Ravenswood since they were children, and he had always been a great source of
irritation to her. Although he was three years older than she was, Georgian would always
remember him as just about the naughtiest little boy she had ever met.“I shall probe no further
into the workings of your mind, Tristan, for I’m afraid I am a busy woman. I have work to do.”“So I
see. Tell me, did you just plow that field yourself?” Tristan stifled a laugh. “I only ask merely so
that I may congratulate you on what is truly the neatest bit of plowing I think I have ever
seen.”“No, I have not been plowing, Tristan. I have, however, been discussing the recent
improvements to the old Rotherham style of plow, although I feel sure that that is of little interest
to you.”“Oh, Georgian, you really are too funny, my dear.” Tristan had begun to laugh heartily, and
Georgian could feel her patience wearing thin.“You really do have nothing better to do, do you?”
Georgian’s sudden furious stare almost pinned him to the nearest tree.“No, not really.” Tristan
was still chuckling. “And, if I am perfectly honest, I rate teasing you most highly amongst my list
of hobbies.”“But that is not news to me, is it Tristan? It has been many years since I first



discovered that, and I rather wonder if it isn’t time you found yourself a new hobby.”“Perhaps I
should become a farmer, like you dear?”Georgian felt her shoulders straighten, and she stared
down her nose at him. “I am not a farmer, as you very well know.”“Ah, but if you were, I’m sure
you would be very good at it.”“Yes, I am sure that I would be good at it too. What is your point,
Tristan?”“As usual, Lady Beckleham, I have no point to make.”“Why am I not surprised?”
Georgian began to gather her horse’s reins more tightly in her hands, clearly indicating that she
would be moving on at any moment.“So, what was the young and tenacious overseer of the
Duchy of Arleton discussing with old Thomas Moreland? I do hope you weren’t serving him with
a notice to increases rents or otherwise intimidating him, were you?”“Tristan, you really are the
most ridiculous creature on the planet. I honestly don’t know why I am still sitting here talking to
you.”“Because you have always found me funny, my dear, and you adore my company.”Georgian
could not help but laugh. The Earl of Tarlbridge really was just about the most arrogant man she
had ever met, and he had a terrible penchant for teasing her, yet he was right. The infuriating
man often made her want to laugh, but she would never let him know it. “I am rather afraid, on
that particular question, you are most deluded, sir.”“You mean to tell me that you do not adore
my company, Lady Beckleham?”“That is correct, Lord Tarlbridge.” Georgian could feel the
corners of her mouth beginning to turn up, but fought hard against smiling.“Lady Beckleham, you
are breaking my heart.” Tristan made a huge performance of clutching at his chest, before
draping forwards across the neck of his horse.“Good, I have a feeling that you would be much
improved by having your heart broken.”“Well I must say, since you became the champion of the
farmers, you have become rather harsh, Georgian Beckleham.”“Which is why I shall have
absolutely no compunction in riding away from you this moment, Tristan.” Georgian chuckled to
herself as she heeled Nellie gently and began to slowly ride away from the Earl of Tarlbridge.As
Georgian rode away, she could hear the Earl of Tarlbridge feigning choking sobs. As soon as she
was out of earshot, she allowed herself to laugh at his antics. She thought it a great shame that
Tristan was so very arrogant, for in truth he was really rather handsome and might well make a
rather charming man if he could rein in his teasing behavior.Tristan Ravenswood was well-known
for trotting about the county on his black stallion, often sporting the beginnings of a beard. In
truth, it was more likely to be two or three days’ laziness without shaving, rather than a serious
attempt at growing a beard. Although he had a handsome and somewhat symmetrical face, his
nose had once been broken in a bout of schoolboy boxing at Eton. It had set rather crookedly
and, if he were dressed in the right outfit with his frame and wayward hair, Tristan Ravenswood
could easily have passed for a ruffian.Most of the aristocracy had a certain delicacy about them,
almost as if they were too good to breathe the air and walk the earth with the mere peasants.
Most of them seemed to Georgian to have an air of gently picking their way through life, in a
manner which suggested they were avoiding the collection of germs.Tristan Ravenswood had
never fitted that particular mold and, even as a child, had been fairly rough. He had always been
at the forefront of tree-climbing and building-scaling, essentially climbing whatever he could like
a little monkey.Georgian laughed to herself as she thought that his tall and broad musculature



was now something more akin to a gorilla than a monkey. If Georgian could have summed up her
old childhood friend very simply, it would have been annoying but harmless.Pushing Nellie back
into a canter, Georgian shook thoughts of Tristan Ravenswood from her mind as she thought
excitedly about the general farming meeting that was to come. She had secured the presence of
a gentleman farmer called Pearce Whitehall. He had agreed to attend the meeting and to
discuss some of the simple and effective farming techniques which had proved so successful on
his own lands.Thomas Moreland had certainly been very excited to hear the man’s name, and
more excited still when he realized that the new young overseer had, indeed, secured the man’s
attendance at their next meeting.“Well, that should see us having a high turnout at the next
meeting, my lady.” Thomas had rubbed his hands together happily, before lifting his teacup to
drain the last of his drink.“And hopefully, it will do something to build bridges between myself and
that rather stubborn set who still appear angered by my appointment as overseer.”“And so it
should!” Thomas dropped his cup noisily onto the saucer. “You know it vexes me that they treat
you so.”“Oh, don’t let their intolerable behavior upset you, Thomas.”“Well, it does! I mean, how
could they behave the way they are doing? After all, there’s not a man among them who doesn’t
know that it was you who saved us all.”“Well, I….”“No, don’t go being all modest about it, my lady.
They all know that it was your sharp wit that got to the bottom of the wrongdoings of that Carlton
Edwards, not to mention your solid brain that put it all back to rights. You quickly saw that we
were back to paying reasonable rents again.”“But for some of them, that is exactly the problem,
Thomas. I have been doing this job for more than a year now, and I am proud to see that things
have improved for everybody. Mark my words it is not just the farmers, but the duchy as a whole
that has benefited. Unfortunately, for many, that type of success is only to be applauded in a
man. For some reason, seeing the same capabilities in a woman makes them angry, for reasons
that they themselves cannot even explain. For some people, that anger is simply inherent in their
personalities, and there is seemingly nothing they can do to change it.” Georgian finished with a
sigh.“But your brother himself made the appointment! I’d like to see any of them try to argue the
point with the duke!” Thomas leaned back in his chair and allowed himself a hearty
laugh.Thomas Moreland’s hair was gray, and his face was pleasingly tanned and lined against
his sparkling and kindly eyes. There was something about his ease of manner which somehow
reminded Georgian of her own father, who had died some years before. So drawn was she to the
aging farmer that she visited him at least once a week on some matter of business or other. He
had become something of a comfort to her, often spreading the word of her good works
amongst the other tenants, all the better to enhance her reputation as a good overseer.Thomas
was much respected amongst the farming community, and with his help, respect for Georgian
was also growing. In truth, it was but a handful of farmers who spurned any attempt at
communication with her, but they were voluble in their dislike and disapproval and therefore
stood out quite sharply.“So, Thomas, I have a list of dates here upon which Mr. Whitehall can
attend. May I leave it to you to petition the farmers for the most suitable date for them all?”“You
most certainly can. I should probably have a firm date for you sometime next week, once I’ve



managed to speak to them all.”“You are most terribly kind, Thomas. In truth, I do not know how I
should manage this job without you.” Georgian gave Thomas a broad smile and watched happily
as the old farmer twinkled in the light of her praise.Chapter 2Tristan Ravenswood was still
laughing as he watched Georgian ride away. It was a pretty sight and kept his eye until she
disappeared behind a copse of oak trees. Tristan then turned his stallion towards his own home,
Gainton Manor.Georgian Beckleham really was the strangest woman. Even as children,
Georgian had stood out from all the others, purely because she had seemed so very odd. It was
common for the children of Peers of the Realm to spend much of their childhood in association,
and since the home of the Duke of Arleton had been so close to Gainton Manor, Tristan had
spent much time in the company of Georgian and her older sisters.Whilst Edith and Josephine
had been much nearer his own age, Tristan had always been drawn towards Georgian. For the
most part, he had gained much amusement in his efforts of teasing her. When he looked back at
those days with the eyes of an adult, he could see that Georgian had always seen the world
somewhat differently from the rest of the children. Whatever game it was the children played,
Georgian seemed always to lack any sort of passion for it. Often, Georgian would only seem to
come to life when there was some practical element to their childish games. Perhaps the
building of a den, or some clever alteration or other to a toy or a game which would somehow
improve its performance. In matters of mathematics and science, Georgian had always seemed
to Tristan to be somewhat freakishly intelligent. It was almost as if her knowledge in certain
matters was inherent, rather than taught. In truth, that was likely to be the case, since Tristan felt
sure that the education of young girls did not go into much depth on such subjects.Of course
Georgian had always been so terribly fun to tease. Mainly because she never saw any practical
joke coming. She just did not seem to think that way, and so Tristan had devoted much of his
time to the invention of silly things to say to her, and even sillier things to do.As they had grown
into adults, Tristan had found the habit rather hard to break. With every other one of his
childhood acquaintances, Tristan behaved in just the way an earl should. And yet, whenever he
saw Georgian Beckleham, the child in him re-emerged, ready to come up with some plot with
which to tease her. He simply could not help it.However, these days, Tristan had to admit that
Georgian had finally mastered the art of witty retort, and in that respect, he knew that she often
far outstripped him. As odd as she still was, Tristan always found his spirits rising whenever he
saw her, so much more so than they did with anyone else in his acquaintance.As he sauntered
along, just minutes from home, Tristan rather wondered if it was the fact that Georgian simply
held more interest for him than anyone else did. There was not a mold in which you could place
the girl, and if you could find one that did fit, it would probably not be strong enough to hold her.
The fact that she had learned to fight back so admirably did not deter Tristan one iota. If
anything, it increased the enjoyment of their encounters.The one and only thing which Tristan
had latterly found to be disconcerting was the fact that Lady Georgian Beckleham had grown to
be rather beautiful. Despite the fact that she tended to wear rather neat and somewhat practical
gowns, or even riding habits, on a daily basis. There was a certain barely-tamed wildness about



her shining, chocolate brown curls and her intense, black-as-coal eyes. Her skin was a beautiful
rosy cream and had not roughened, even though she was coming to spend more and more time
out of doors as part of her new occupation.Once again, Tristan found he was chuckling. The very
fact that she had finally become the overseer for such a large duchy should, in truth, have come
as no surprise to him. And yet somehow, picturing her determined little face as she trotted
through plowed fields tickled his amusement.“That’s a lovely gown, Georgian.” Edith's eyes had
brightened to see her youngest sister in such a pretty shade of blue. “Is it this evening that you
are going over to Theodora Bentley’s home?”“Yes, I shall be leaving shortly, Edith. I’m going in
the barouche as it is such a lovely evening. That is, unless either of you will be needing it?”
Georgian was fiddling with one of the lightly puffed short sleeves of her gown.Josephine hurried
over to her and arranged the errant sleeve so that it perfectly matched the other. It was not
uncommon for one of Georgian’s sisters to make last-minute alterations and adjustments to
whatever it was she was wearing. Somehow Georgian never seemed able to show herself at her
best.“My dearest Georgian, neither of us will need the barouche.” Josephine gave the sleeves a
final look before nodding her approval. “Is it a literary thing tonight?”“Yes, Theodora has a new
author amongst her guests for the evening. I believe his name is Jeremy Tudor, and Theodora
tells me that he has written a wonderful satire on manners.” Georgian smiled happily, thoroughly
looking forward to the evening’s events. It was so nice to be able to have an intelligent
conversation and not to be judged.“Oh dear me, do you really think that’s wise?” Edith was
suddenly fluttering around Georgian like a butterfly.“Wise?” For the most part, Georgian did not
understand a great deal of what Edith said. In truth, Edith understood very little of what Georgian
said either, but the two sisters had a very great affection for one another. They were so very
different that it hardly seemed feasible that they would get on so well, and yet they did. Edith was
a fashionable and well-turned out girl with impeccable manners. She often only ever hinted at a
thing, and yet was usually understood by most around her. However, Georgian was very much
more plain-spoken and tended to say exactly what she meant without hinting or coyness. As a
result, she often had to seek clarification of Edith’s meaning in conversation, and it appeared
that this occasion was to be no different.“Well, it sounds as if this book might very well be
offensive. I wonder if it might perhaps be wiser to wait until you have heard what the general
opinion of it is before you attend an event in which you may very well become unfortunately
acquainted with the author.”“Why?” Georgian rested large and confused eyes upon her sister.
Edith often thought that her sister’s open confusion in certain areas was caused by a distinct
lack of guile of any kind. In short, Georgian was not a judgmental person and was rarely able to
understand other people’s motivations for being so.“Well, a satirical book about manners might
very well be found to be poking fun at society. We do not yet know if this book is going to prove to
be shocking, and so your attendance at Theodora Bentley’s home might very well be noted by
others in the county.”“I think I understand what you mean, Edith, but I have one observation... the
people who note my attendance at Theodora Bentley’s home will surely only be able to do so
because they are also in attendance.” Georgian smiled. It was Edith’s turn to look



confused.“Once again, I am in the position of being required to translate.” Josephine sighed
loudly. “Georgian, Edith is concerned that your reputation may be harmed by attending an event
which centers around a potentially controversial book.” Josephine turned to Edith. “Edith,
Georgian is convinced that her attendance will only be noticed by other attendees, and therefore
there shall be nobody to gossip about her, lest they gossip about themselves.”“Oh!” Both
Georgian and Edith registered their comprehension at the same time, before turning to each
other and laughing gaily.“Oh Edith, please do not worry about me. I do realize that I am quite
different from other ladies, but I do not know how else to be.”“You are different, my darling, but I
would not seek to change you. You really are the most wonderful sister imaginable.” Edith
stepped forward and kissed Georgian on the cheek.“Uh-hum!” Josephine uttered loudly.“As is
Josephine, obviously,” Edith said with a wicked little giggle.“Thank you.” Josephine gave a
comical little curtsy to her older sister, and all three fell to laughing.Chapter 2Chapter 2Chapter
2Chapter 2Chapter 2Tristan Ravenswood was still laughing as he watched Georgian ride away. It
was a pretty sight and kept his eye until she disappeared behind a copse of oak trees. Tristan
then turned his stallion towards his own home, Gainton Manor.Georgian Beckleham really was
the strangest woman. Even as children, Georgian had stood out from all the others, purely
because she had seemed so very odd. It was common for the children of Peers of the Realm to
spend much of their childhood in association, and since the home of the Duke of Arleton had
been so close to Gainton Manor, Tristan had spent much time in the company of Georgian and
her older sisters.Whilst Edith and Josephine had been much nearer his own age, Tristan had
always been drawn towards Georgian. For the most part, he had gained much amusement in his
efforts of teasing her. When he looked back at those days with the eyes of an adult, he could see
that Georgian had always seen the world somewhat differently from the rest of the children.
Whatever game it was the children played, Georgian seemed always to lack any sort of passion
for it. Often, Georgian would only seem to come to life when there was some practical element to
their childish games. Perhaps the building of a den, or some clever alteration or other to a toy or
a game which would somehow improve its performance. In matters of mathematics and science,
Georgian had always seemed to Tristan to be somewhat freakishly intelligent. It was almost as if
her knowledge in certain matters was inherent, rather than taught. In truth, that was likely to be
the case, since Tristan felt sure that the education of young girls did not go into much depth on
such subjects.Of course Georgian had always been so terribly fun to tease. Mainly because she
never saw any practical joke coming. She just did not seem to think that way, and so Tristan had
devoted much of his time to the invention of silly things to say to her, and even sillier things to
do.As they had grown into adults, Tristan had found the habit rather hard to break. With every
other one of his childhood acquaintances, Tristan behaved in just the way an earl should. And
yet, whenever he saw Georgian Beckleham, the child in him re-emerged, ready to come up with
some plot with which to tease her. He simply could not help it.However, these days, Tristan had
to admit that Georgian had finally mastered the art of witty retort, and in that respect, he knew
that she often far outstripped him. As odd as she still was, Tristan always found his spirits rising



whenever he saw her, so much more so than they did with anyone else in his acquaintance.As
he sauntered along, just minutes from home, Tristan rather wondered if it was the fact that
Georgian simply held more interest for him than anyone else did. There was not a mold in which
you could place the girl, and if you could find one that did fit, it would probably not be strong
enough to hold her. The fact that she had learned to fight back so admirably did not deter Tristan
one iota. If anything, it increased the enjoyment of their encounters.The one and only thing
which Tristan had latterly found to be disconcerting was the fact that Lady Georgian Beckleham
had grown to be rather beautiful. Despite the fact that she tended to wear rather neat and
somewhat practical gowns, or even riding habits, on a daily basis. There was a certain barely-
tamed wildness about her shining, chocolate brown curls and her intense, black-as-coal eyes.
Her skin was a beautiful rosy cream and had not roughened, even though she was coming to
spend more and more time out of doors as part of her new occupation.Once again, Tristan found
he was chuckling. The very fact that she had finally become the overseer for such a large duchy
should, in truth, have come as no surprise to him. And yet somehow, picturing her determined
little face as she trotted through plowed fields tickled his amusement.“That’s a lovely gown,
Georgian.” Edith's eyes had brightened to see her youngest sister in such a pretty shade of blue.
“Is it this evening that you are going over to Theodora Bentley’s home?”“Yes, I shall be leaving
shortly, Edith. I’m going in the barouche as it is such a lovely evening. That is, unless either of
you will be needing it?” Georgian was fiddling with one of the lightly puffed short sleeves of her
gown.Josephine hurried over to her and arranged the errant sleeve so that it perfectly matched
the other. It was not uncommon for one of Georgian’s sisters to make last-minute alterations and
adjustments to whatever it was she was wearing. Somehow Georgian never seemed able to
show herself at her best.“My dearest Georgian, neither of us will need the barouche.” Josephine
gave the sleeves a final look before nodding her approval. “Is it a literary thing tonight?”“Yes,
Theodora has a new author amongst her guests for the evening. I believe his name is Jeremy
Tudor, and Theodora tells me that he has written a wonderful satire on manners.” Georgian
smiled happily, thoroughly looking forward to the evening’s events. It was so nice to be able to
have an intelligent conversation and not to be judged.“Oh dear me, do you really think that’s
wise?” Edith was suddenly fluttering around Georgian like a butterfly.“Wise?” For the most part,
Georgian did not understand a great deal of what Edith said. In truth, Edith understood very little
of what Georgian said either, but the two sisters had a very great affection for one another. They
were so very different that it hardly seemed feasible that they would get on so well, and yet they
did. Edith was a fashionable and well-turned out girl with impeccable manners. She often only
ever hinted at a thing, and yet was usually understood by most around her. However, Georgian
was very much more plain-spoken and tended to say exactly what she meant without hinting or
coyness. As a result, she often had to seek clarification of Edith’s meaning in conversation, and
it appeared that this occasion was to be no different.“Well, it sounds as if this book might very
well be offensive. I wonder if it might perhaps be wiser to wait until you have heard what the
general opinion of it is before you attend an event in which you may very well become



unfortunately acquainted with the author.”“Why?” Georgian rested large and confused eyes upon
her sister. Edith often thought that her sister’s open confusion in certain areas was caused by a
distinct lack of guile of any kind. In short, Georgian was not a judgmental person and was rarely
able to understand other people’s motivations for being so.“Well, a satirical book about manners
might very well be found to be poking fun at society. We do not yet know if this book is going to
prove to be shocking, and so your attendance at Theodora Bentley’s home might very well be
noted by others in the county.”“I think I understand what you mean, Edith, but I have one
observation... the people who note my attendance at Theodora Bentley’s home will surely only
be able to do so because they are also in attendance.” Georgian smiled. It was Edith’s turn to
look confused.“Once again, I am in the position of being required to translate.” Josephine sighed
loudly. “Georgian, Edith is concerned that your reputation may be harmed by attending an event
which centers around a potentially controversial book.” Josephine turned to Edith. “Edith,
Georgian is convinced that her attendance will only be noticed by other attendees, and therefore
there shall be nobody to gossip about her, lest they gossip about themselves.”“Oh!” Both
Georgian and Edith registered their comprehension at the same time, before turning to each
other and laughing gaily.“Oh Edith, please do not worry about me. I do realize that I am quite
different from other ladies, but I do not know how else to be.”“You are different, my darling, but I
would not seek to change you. You really are the most wonderful sister imaginable.” Edith
stepped forward and kissed Georgian on the cheek.“Uh-hum!” Josephine uttered loudly.“As is
Josephine, obviously,” Edith said with a wicked little giggle.“Thank you.” Josephine gave a
comical little curtsy to her older sister, and all three fell to laughing.Chapter 3The carriage ride
from Arleton Abbey to Theodora Bentley’s townhouse was incredibly short. Ordinarily, Georgian
liked to walk the few short miles between their houses, often cutting across the Duchy fields.
However, she had dressed up for the evening, and the fineness of her gown and shoes most
certainly would not permit a robust tramp through the countryside. Leaning back against the soft
seats of the barouche, Georgian dreamed of the entertainment ahead. Of the wonderful words,
she would hear and the bright conversation with them. How she hoped that this Jeremy Tudor
was as controversial as Edith thought.Georgian was very much looking forward to the literary
evening at Theodora’s house. Whilst she certainly did enjoy reading, it was true to say that she
was not often drawn to the all-too-common romance novels of the day.And so, the idea that
somebody had written a satire on the subject of modern manners had rather appealed to her,
and she was extremely interested to find out its contents, not to mention meeting the man who
had actually written it.There was so much about the manners which formed so integral a part of
the aristocratic education that left Georgian bemused and dumbfounded. Much of what had
been drummed into her over the years had made little sense and rather failed to make its mark
upon her.Georgian was truly looking forward to seeing her dear friend, Theodora Bentley.
Theodora was much older than Georgian, being in her early forties. She was a rather an
outspoken widow who had many gatherings of social and intellectual interest in her smart
townhouse.Georgian had first met Theodora in a tea shop in the town, as she had been sitting



waiting for her two older sisters to finish their fabric shopping. Georgian had grown bored of
oohing and ahhing at this piece of lace or that piece of silk, she had wandered away to have a sit-
down with some tea and cakes.When she had arrived in the little tea shop, she had sat down
quietly amidst some sort of row which seemed to be going on in the corner of the room.
Theodora, as she soon came to know her, was roundly lambasting Lady Cecile Lennox, the new
wife of a little-known baronet of the county. As it turned out, Cecile Lennox’s newfound title had
gone to her head, and she had apparently been speaking to Mrs. Ledbury, the owner of the tea
shop, in a most rude and abrasive manner.At the point at which Georgian had entered the tea
rooms, the little argument was well underway.“Yes, I am perfectly well aware who you are, my
dear. You are Lady Cecile Lennox, the new wife of Lord Gideon Lennox, and certainly not the
first to be overcome by the power of her own little title.” Theodora was standing in a most upright
fashion, her hands resting argumentatively on her broad hips. She was wearing a duck-egg blue
walking dress and a dark blue spencer which made such an imposing sight that Georgian had
been unable to take her eyes from the woman.“How dare you speak to me like that?” Lady
Lennox was bristling with fury, and reddening with embarrassment.“And how dare you speak to
Mrs. Ledbury like that?” Theodora had not been about to back down. “And I note with interest
that, prior to you becoming Lady Lennox, you always treated Mrs. Ledbury with the respect she
is due. Now tell me, why the change?”Instead of answering what Georgian considered to be a
perfectly sensible question, Lady Lennox rose hastily to her feet. She was wearing a cream
overly ornate promenade dress which swished around her feet as she stormed her way out of
the tea shop. Although Georgian herself had never been keen on the woman, she wondered
quite what it was that she had said to Mrs. Ledbury which had so angered that dear woman’s
defender.As Theodora had turned to retake her seat, she noticed the smiling face of Georgian
Beckleham. The older woman smiled back, and, instead of taking her own seat, approached
Georgian’s table.“I daresay you are wondering how this all started?”“Yes, I was wondering what
had happened,” Georgian answered without any hint of embarrassment, not caring that
introductions had not been made. To her, it had simply been the truthful answer.“Oh, I like you
already.” Theodora had returned Georgian smile. “May I join you?”“Yes, of course. I was just
about to order tea and cakes, would you like some?”“Yes, very much. Thank you.” After she had
made herself comfortable, Theodora held out her hand. “I’m Theodora Bentley, and it’s very nice
to meet you.”“I’m Georgian Beckleham, and is very nice to meet you, too.” Georgian shook the
proffered hand and smiled at the approach of Mrs. Ledbury. Mrs. Ledbury was beaming broadly
at the woman who had stood up for her so ferociously.“Mrs. Bentley, thank you so much for
intervening on my part. I was so embarrassed, I really had no idea what to say.” Mrs. Ledbury
was pink-cheeked, and her old, gray eyes were shining.“Think nothing of it, Mrs. Ledbury. You
really do run a most wonderful little tea shop here, and there was absolutely no call whatsoever
for Cecile Lennox to make such spiteful remarks about your beautiful cakes.”Chapter 3Chapter
3Chapter 3Chapter 3Chapter 3The carriage ride from Arleton Abbey to Theodora Bentley’s
townhouse was incredibly short. Ordinarily, Georgian liked to walk the few short miles between



their houses, often cutting across the Duchy fields. However, she had dressed up for the
evening, and the fineness of her gown and shoes most certainly would not permit a robust tramp
through the countryside. Leaning back against the soft seats of the barouche, Georgian
dreamed of the entertainment ahead. Of the wonderful words, she would hear and the bright
conversation with them. How she hoped that this Jeremy Tudor was as controversial as Edith
thought.Georgian was very much looking forward to the literary evening at Theodora’s house.
Whilst she certainly did enjoy reading, it was true to say that she was not often drawn to the all-
too-common romance novels of the day.And so, the idea that somebody had written a satire on
the subject of modern manners had rather appealed to her, and she was extremely interested to
find out its contents, not to mention meeting the man who had actually written it.There was so
much about the manners which formed so integral a part of the aristocratic education that left
Georgian bemused and dumbfounded. Much of what had been drummed into her over the years
had made little sense and rather failed to make its mark upon her.Georgian was truly looking
forward to seeing her dear friend, Theodora Bentley. Theodora was much older than Georgian,
being in her early forties. She was a rather an outspoken widow who had many gatherings of
social and intellectual interest in her smart townhouse.Georgian had first met Theodora in a tea
shop in the town, as she had been sitting waiting for her two older sisters to finish their fabric
shopping. Georgian had grown bored of oohing and ahhing at this piece of lace or that piece of
silk, she had wandered away to have a sit-down with some tea and cakes.When she had arrived
in the little tea shop, she had sat down quietly amidst some sort of row which seemed to be
going on in the corner of the room. Theodora, as she soon came to know her, was roundly
lambasting Lady Cecile Lennox, the new wife of a little-known baronet of the county. As it turned
out, Cecile Lennox’s newfound title had gone to her head, and she had apparently been
speaking to Mrs. Ledbury, the owner of the tea shop, in a most rude and abrasive manner.At the
point at which Georgian had entered the tea rooms, the little argument was well underway.“Yes, I
am perfectly well aware who you are, my dear. You are Lady Cecile Lennox, the new wife of Lord
Gideon Lennox, and certainly not the first to be overcome by the power of her own little title.”
Theodora was standing in a most upright fashion, her hands resting argumentatively on her
broad hips. She was wearing a duck-egg blue walking dress and a dark blue spencer which
made such an imposing sight that Georgian had been unable to take her eyes from the
woman.“How dare you speak to me like that?” Lady Lennox was bristling with fury, and
reddening with embarrassment.“And how dare you speak to Mrs. Ledbury like that?” Theodora
had not been about to back down. “And I note with interest that, prior to you becoming Lady
Lennox, you always treated Mrs. Ledbury with the respect she is due. Now tell me, why the
change?”Instead of answering what Georgian considered to be a perfectly sensible question,
Lady Lennox rose hastily to her feet. She was wearing a cream overly ornate promenade dress
which swished around her feet as she stormed her way out of the tea shop. Although Georgian
herself had never been keen on the woman, she wondered quite what it was that she had said to
Mrs. Ledbury which had so angered that dear woman’s defender.As Theodora had turned to



retake her seat, she noticed the smiling face of Georgian Beckleham. The older woman smiled
back, and, instead of taking her own seat, approached Georgian’s table.“I daresay you are
wondering how this all started?”“Yes, I was wondering what had happened,” Georgian answered
without any hint of embarrassment, not caring that introductions had not been made. To her, it
had simply been the truthful answer.“Oh, I like you already.” Theodora had returned Georgian
smile. “May I join you?”“Yes, of course. I was just about to order tea and cakes, would you like
some?”“Yes, very much. Thank you.” After she had made herself comfortable, Theodora held out
her hand. “I’m Theodora Bentley, and it’s very nice to meet you.”“I’m Georgian Beckleham, and is
very nice to meet you, too.” Georgian shook the proffered hand and smiled at the approach of
Mrs. Ledbury. Mrs. Ledbury was beaming broadly at the woman who had stood up for her so
ferociously.“Mrs. Bentley, thank you so much for intervening on my part. I was so embarrassed, I
really had no idea what to say.” Mrs. Ledbury was pink-cheeked, and her old, gray eyes were
shining.“Think nothing of it, Mrs. Ledbury. You really do run a most wonderful little tea shop here,
and there was absolutely no call whatsoever for Cecile Lennox to make such spiteful remarks
about your beautiful cakes.”
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Margaret Watkins, “An unconventional beauty and her nemesis. We first met Georgian in The
Broken Duke, when with a unanimous vote by the sisters, she investigated her brother's estate
books and found that fraud had been committed. As a result, her brother recognised her
abilities and puts her in charge of running his estate, with good success. However, not everyone
thinks that way. Neighbour and childhood nemesis Tristan, also recognises Georgian's
intelligence, and whilst he is a good overseer of his own estate, he finds it much more fun to
tease and torment Georgian. It is only when Georgian puts the proverbial foot in her mouth at a
ball, that Tristan tries to save her from embarrassment, to his own detriment. However, when a
rival makes his appearance, Tristan has to make his own choice as to whether he is going to
accept Georgian's organisational abilities and unconventional views, or whether they will
become too much of an encumbrance to him. The story is well written and clean, incorporating
actual events and there is some humour at the ridiculousness of the customs of the time.
Although the book is part of a series and characters from the previous book appear in this one
as well, it is nevertheless a standalone and comes to a good conclusion. Because of its nature,
the book can also be read by most age groups.”

Crazygirl, “Nice clean read. The story is very cute and doesn't have a whole bunch of
miscommunication, however it needs editing. There are a plethora of "rather" being used over
and over. In someplaces it was a perfect word, but then it would be there again and again where
it didn't belong and didn't flow, it was super distracting. Other editing issues were easy to ignore,
but that drove me crazy. The other annoyance which lowered the rating was the word "duchy"
used instead of the dukes estate or lands. I think only with this author have i seen the dukes
lands described that way. Although it is probably a correct word, I person would not be thinking
or saying it in that way.Anyway for future readers editing would be a simple issue to fix. I would
have then gave it 5 stars as the writing would have flowed much better. This I would have
considered it very well written.  Sometimes it's the small things.Otherwise I cute series of books.”

Lynne, “Another enjoyable read. I have read a few of this Author's books before and enjoyed
them.This is no exception as with many books I thought I could guess the end but because there
were sort of two heroes I wasn't sure.The end of the story satisfies all me included.The heroine
Georgian is a girl out of her time being very intelligent and not afraid to let anyone know.She
appears in The Broken Duke mended by love in which her mathematical cleverness saved the
Duchy,another good story from same author.Won't spoil your reading of The blue stocking etc
with anymore info it's well written and funny in parts gave me a giggle and one sad part.And
while I agree with another reviewer re typo errors etc they are so small it doesn't distract from
enjoying the book,and readers not au fait with how English aristocracy is addressed won't notice
anyway and at least Charlotte doesn't make the glaring mistake too many USA authors make in



referring Autumn as "Fall"”

GraceFJ, “A teasing romance full of laughter and substance. I love how the young and erudite
Lady Georgian Beckleham, her brother Duke Harry ' s duchy's overseer, pushes the boundaries
of women's achievements and roles in Regency society. And her childhood teasing nemesis
Lord Tristan Ravenswood, Earl of Tarlbridge will amusingly discover that he wishes to continue
teasing her-- " for as long as they both shall live". That is, if someone else doesn't captivate
Georgian first.”

Ladyearl, “Finally! A different but delightful romance. This is a great story full of humor and with
an intelligent but not overbearing heroine. The H & h are in fact so delightful in their interactions
that I could barely stand to read of the happenings of the books other characters, however
necessary they are to the story. I must say that the author's writing is very cleverly done and I
look forward to reading more from her.”

Ebook Library Reader, “The Bluestocking, the Earl. I loved this story. There was humor and
drama blended together with a clean romance story. The story kept my attention and I was
excited to pick up where I dropped reading. Great read.”

Virginia Jo, “A delightful Recency romance with humor, surprises, and love.. This book is about
Lady Georgina Beckleham, Tristan Ravenwood, the Earl of Tarlbridge, and Mr Jeremy Tudor. I
loved this book. The characters are so interesting and it is a sweet yet complicated love story. I
highly recommend it.”

robert james mccullough, “Regency Tradition + Sweet Romance = Great Book. Very enjoyable
book -- combines the best elements of a traditional Regency novel and sweet romance. The
scenes are well researched with excellent construction, the pace moves a well, and the plotting
is excellent as well. Definitely a fun read!”

Pam Webber, “Great read. This is another lovely story by Charlotte Darcy. The plot was good
and the characters interesting. A creamy nice tale.”

Ebook Library Reader, “Five Stars. good story”

Sandra Tebbutt, “Five Stars. Good”

Ebook Library Reader eileen tucker, “It was not to bad. Not a book you can not put down. It was
not to bad . Not a book you can not put down. Sorry.!”

The book by Charlotte Darcy has a rating of  5 out of 4.4. 68 people have provided feedback.
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