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    To all the girls of the King's Daughters Writing Camp—you have inspired me more than you know!





Thanks to Hannah for the prompt that inspired this story, to Mary for your incredibly encouraging commentary, and to all the ladies who helped me nail down the final cover!

      

    


“Hannah, darling, I wish you would take the trouble to make yourself at least a little presentable.” Beatrice gave her head a lofty shake as she surveyed my simple sage gown. “Abigail, never mind fussing any more over her hair; it’ll be perfectly frightful whatever you do. I want you in my room. No one will care what she looks like tonight anyway. You know, Hannah,” as she turned imperiously away and I nodded acquiescence to the reluctant Abigail, “if you would give a little time and effort to your appearance, you might attract a suitor of your own one day. Or a rich woman seeking a governess, if you don’t wish to quit your own sphere. Perhaps Mr. Weatherly knows a friend who could offer you a situation. I might inquire for you if you’d like. Come, Abigail.”

She threw a look back over her shoulder as she reached the door, and I bit my tongue against the retort she’d hoped to goad me into, forcing a smile in a weak attempt to quell the simmering anger in Abigail’s eyes.

“Thank you, no, cousin. I’m content to stay here until your mother and father are ready to be rid of me. I shouldn’t like to put you or Mr. Weatherly to any trouble.” By God’s grace, my voice didn’t tremble over his name.

“Oh, well, suit yourself, of course. I only thought you might be tired of living as a poor dependent on the charity of your relatives. I’m sure I should be. But to each her own, I suppose.” She flounced from the room, and Abigail sent me one last look of pitiful fury before stomping after her. I tried to call up sympathy at the thought of the way Beatrice’s hair and corset strings would smart under Abigail’s hands but couldn’t quite accomplish it.
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