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Ellen got out of the car. She didn’t want to, but her parents had been standing there arguing with her for an hour. She had no choice. It was either that or go back home with them and be under a full-on house arrest. Ellen walked up to the gate where her parents were standing, waiting for her. This couldn’t be the right place, could it? It was a large, gothic style manor with iron over each of the windows and an iron door. This looked more like a prison to her than a school. This is where they were sending her? She had a bad feeling about this place already. 

“I can’t believe you are making me go here. This is so stupid!” She rolled her eyes and her dad noticed. But seriously, how could they?

“You made the choice to skip school one too many times. This is where you HAVE to go,” her dad replied. She knew was guilty. She gave a small smile thinking about getting caught under the bleachers with Conner McKay almost an hour after the bell rang for second period. They had a lot of fun back there. 

“I said I wouldn’t do it again,” Ellen replied with a sarcastic tone in her voice. Her parents weren’t fooled by her anymore. She knew that she was really in for it now. 

“After the third time you said that, then did it again and again, we honestly stopped believing anything you said anymore. Your lies and misbehavior are too much, and this ends now. You have no reason to act like this. Anything you say will now be ignored. You are stuck here now. There’s no going back.” Her mom was being firm today too instead of the caring person she normally was. This angered Ellen even more.  “Look,” her mom sighed. “This won’t be too bad. The matron here is great, and you’ll meet other girls. You will make friends and it’ll be just fine. You just have to behave.” Ellen could hardly believe she was serious about this. 

“Wait. This is an all-girls school?” If she didn’t want to go here before, now she really didn’t want to go. Being stuck in a school full of girls didn't sound fun at all. 

“Yup. No more making out behind the bleachers or hanging out with any boys or other lowlife hooligans now. This is going to be a good place for you. A finishing school where you will learn how to behave like a lady and stop acting like a spoiled teenaged brat,” her dad finished. He had been the most frustrated of them all, having to get called out of work for meetings with the principal and forcing her to clean up graffiti on school grounds and around the city, not to mention hearing about her adventures with Conner. 

Ellen thought maybe she had made too many mistakes this time. Either way, she still didn’t want to be here. 

She crossed her arms, “Whatever. I just won’t go in.” As she turned up her nose, she didn’t notice the portly woman approaching them at the gate to unlock it. The woman moved silently, almost like a shadow and when Ellen did notice her, she felt creeped out. She pretended to ignore her. If they were going to force her to be here, she was going to be as rude to everyone as possible.

“Hello everyone, my name is Ms. Johnson, and I am the headmistress here at The Fairwing School for Troubled Girls. You must be Ellen Grayson, and these are your parents?” she said to Ellen, gesturing to her mom and dad. Ellen ignored her, hoping that she would leave her alone and send her back home.

“Here at Fairwing, you will say, ‘yes ma’am' and ‘no ma’am’ or headmistress or the proper name of whichever staff or teacher you are speaking to. Do I make myself clear?” Even though her voice was gentle, it had a firm air about it to accompany her stern looking eyes. There was something about her eyes. Were they a dark red? Ellen couldn’t be sure, and she felt hypnotized just staring into them. 

“Yeah... I mean yes ma’am,” Ellen said, feeling like she was doing this against her own will. That was strange.

“Good. We should be getting on. Your parents must get back home, and I am sure the other girls will be eager to meet you. I will have Belle take in your bags whilst I show you your new home. Come along now.” She motioned for Ellen to join her as a thin girl, not much older than her, appeared out of nowhere and took her bags from her so she could follow Ms. Johnson through the creaking gate. She waved the Grayson’s off from the door while Ellen followed Belle inside. How could someone so young be a worker here? 

Inside, the school was beautiful. There were hard wood floors that glistened in the light from several antique light fixtures. The staircase seemed to go spiraling up forever, intricate designs adorning the banister. There was a maid polishing the rail on the staircase, so it shined a reddish-brown color or cherrywood. You could see your reflection in it, mostly. It was blurred but you knew it was there. There were bookshelves, tables, chairs, and other antique styled furniture and trinkets lying about. One room had a tufted couch and wing-backed chairs next to a fireplace. It looked like the typical movie version of a Victorian parlor or study. Everything looked well cared for, but very out of date. Ms. Johnson led her into a hall lined with black and white photos and cases of miscellaneous things that looked just like everyday trinkets. Ellen wasn’t interested in looking at them, so she focused on her shoes. 

“This school was founded in 1702, but most of the stuff that is still here is mainly the items from 1910 since there was a fire here that destroyed half the school. We were lucky to have saved many of the original fixtures and a few other things while keeping the place up to date, but nothing more. The structure was able to be fixed properly and is what you see it as today. At least, that is what my great, great, great grandmother said. She was the one who founded this school. Eliza Fairwing. She created this place since women needed somewhere to practice proprieties, get educated, and become a new breed of woman. Women weren’t allowed to have jobs, marry who they wanted, or anything around here, but times have changed since. We can vote and do other things now. Our school takes in girls who are troubled or struggling to fit into society, and we teach them respect and how to be better individuals. We normally don’t have openings for outsiders but seeing as our last girl... left... we had room for you.” Ms. Johnson said that last bit with a sense of hesitation, as if she was keeping something secret. Ellen wondered where the last girl was. She didn’t have time to ask before Ms. Johnson led her to another room.

“Good morning, Ms. Johnson,” a girl with black hair braided around her head said. She had on a blue dress with a white peter pan collar around her neck. Very vintage indeed. Ellen could see a few girls wandering the halls wearing the same thing. This must be the school uniform. Ellen wasn’t looking forward to this. 
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