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Commend Me to Lily Bart




Unmarried ladies weren’t supposed to be alone with men, but she’d been to the Benedict to see Lawrence before. This time, she was risking his reputation instead of her own. 

The state of the letters she carried depended on his response to her. She’d either leave them in his fire or carry-on to see Bertha. It all depended on if he’d open his door to her.

So many of her old friends were cutting her lately. That’s why she took a moment to gather her courage before she knocked on his door.

He had a man who cleaned his apartment but couldn’t afford a servant to open the door for him, so he came to open it himself. “Lily, what are you doing out so late?”

He’d seen her play cards late at night at the ladies’ house parties. Yet, he’d never seen her travel in the neighborhood at such an hour.

“I needed to see you.” She gushed out.

He opened the door further to let her into the apartment. She saw the fire and the fireplace. Her hand clutched at the pocket that contained the packet of letters. He’d written them to Bertha Dorset, Mrs. Bertha Dorset.

She walked to the fire is if she meant to warm herself. “Let me get you a glass of whiskey. It looks like you need to be warmed inside and out.”

She nodded yes to this proposal. Perhaps the whiskey would give her liquid courage to carry out her plan? She couldn’t bring herself to throw the letters into the fire. Nor did she have the nastiness to threaten Bertha with exposure.
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I wish there was someone I could talk to about this. Someone who wouldn’t get so shocked that they wouldn’t hear me out first. 

I’m wishing I was as nasty as Bertha Dorset if it’d help me get what I want. Lily clutched the package of torn letters in her hand, unsure what to do. Should she destroy the letters or not? She knew what Lawrence would want her to do. He’d want her to be above blackmail, but wasn’t that a conflict of interest on his part? The leverage she had against Bertha Dorset was his letters to her.
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