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A Note from Elizabeth:

Dear reader – this novella has been updated so many times over the past 
several months and I keep adding new scenes to the story.  Right now, it’s 
about 45 pages long – but it has not gone through my normal editing steps.  
For now, this story is free for everyone to read and enjoy – and I apologize 
for the typos.  Once this series is over, I’ll polish this novella and release it 
to the retail sites, still for free, with all of the extra scenes included.  
 

For now, this novella is to introduce you to the six ladies that attended The 
Burling School (I wish I’d named it something else – I really dislike 
‘Burling’ now).  
 

Enjoy – and please forgive the errors!  I wasn’t intending to write this 
novella, but as usual, as I wrote the six full romance stories, this novella 
evolved in my mind.  

 



Whitney’s Arrival
 

“You’re late, Ms. Dunworthy!” Ms. Hendricks announced, but 
without much heat.  Her sharp eyes looked approvingly at the newest
member of the teaching staff’s conservative, well-kept appearance as she 
hurried down the steps of the administrative building.  

“I apologize, Ms. Hendricks,” Whitney Dunworthy replied as she
rushed down the stone steps with as much dignity as her tardiness would
allow, smoothing her conservative tweed skirt down over her hips before 
straightening once again.  Glancing at the other teachers standing at 
attention, Whitney imitated their proud stance and eliminated all emotions 
from her features.  This was her first year here as a teacher and she wanted 
to make a good impression, wanting to impress both the headmistress as 
well as the other faculty members.  Obviously, arriving late wasn’t a good 
start but she’d make up for her tardiness by being the best teacher the
school had ever hired!  

“At least you are dressed appropriately,” Ms. Hendricks commented
with approval.  After a quick glance down the rest of the row of teachers
and staff members, she moved away, walking to the front of the line where
all of the faculty members were still standing stiff at attention.  It was so
 similar to a drill Sargent’s efforts, Whitney had to smother her amusement.  

“Ladies and gentlemen,” Ms. Hendricks called out, her eyes moving
over each of the staff members and Whitney would have sworn that 
everyone stiffened even more at the headmistress’ sharp tone, “in a few 
moments, the first of our young charges will arrive.  We have two hundred 
young ladies attending our school this year.  Included in that number are 
two princesses, several daughters of aristocrats and many more daughters of 
corporate leaders.”  

Ms. Hendricks paused, her wrinkled hand smoothing over her steel-
grey hair that was pulled back so severely from her face that it actually
pulled at the strict woman’s skin.  “In a moment of inspiration, I even
approved the application of a country music star’s daughter to attend. 
 Every one of these girls is precious and talented and valuable.  And every 



one of them will have some concerns about being away from home,” she 
continued.  Ms. Hendricks only appeared to be hard and intimidating, but 
underneath all of her bluster, Whitney knew that the headmistress was a
gentle, kind soul.  “In addition, we have the mandated ten percent 
scholarship students.”  This time, the woman glared at the teachers and 
staff, daring any of them to inquire as to the identities of the scholarship 
girls.  “I’m not revealing identities, but giving you this information so that 
you know to treat all students equally.  We do not educate based on a 
student’s parentage.  We educate based on skill and talent.  These young 
ladies are coming to us from all over the world and we will teach them all 
with vigor and an absolute dedication to our craft.  Do I make myself 
clear?” 

Whitney nodded her head just as vigorously as the others, wondering 
why they were even having this pep talk.  The teachers hired at this school 
were the best and the brightest and Whitney felt honored to be among the 
elite teaching here.  But since she was still on probation as a teacher, she
 kept her silence.  No rocking the boat, so to speak.  

Ms. Hendricks lifted her arm, pushing back the stiff, brown tweed 
cuff of her suit, glancing at the time.  Whitney noticed that the woman wore 
a very non-descript watch.  Nothing fancy was allowed, she knew.  The 
students would be wearing hundred thousand dollar watches with the same
deference to the timepiece’s value as other people wore a Walmart watch.  
The “demure” sparkly studs in their earlobes would be genuine diamonds of 
the finest quality.  Their clothes would be from the designer’s showrooms 
and their hair trimmed and dyed by stylists charging more than Whitney 
earned in a month.  

She knew all of this, but she also knew that many of these young
students were…unhappy.  While the headmistress droned on about 
responsibility and decorum, Whitney thought about her own experience 
here at the Burling School.  Whitney hadn’t been one of the daughters of a 
wealthy billionaire.  Nor had she been a secret princess or any other sort of 
aristocrat.  She’d been a scholarship student.  The lowest of the low.  While 
the faculty pretended that the girls’ identities were secret and the 
scholarship students anonymous, the reality was vastly and cruelly 



different.   But she’d learned a great deal from this school and had created 
strong friendships.  Whitney hadn’t had the money to spend a thousand 
dollars on a pair of shoes, but she was still good friends with several women 
who did.  Because when it came right down to the nitty gritty, The Burling 
School rewarded grades and achievement.  

Hence, her application to teach at this school.  She loved it!  She 
loved the old stone buildings and the cramped dormitories, all of which
created a level playing field for the students, rich and poor.  She loved the 
energy created by so many young ladies walking around the campus.  She’d 
gained so much from her four years at this school.  Now she wanted to give 
back, to return the sense of happiness and stability she’d found within these 
ancient walls.  Ms. Hendricks’s stodgy traditionalism aside, she knew that
this school nurtured the students’ hearts and souls, not just their minds.  
Life here could be miserable for so many reasons.  Whitney was determined 
to make it a happy time period for as many students as she could!  

“Ms. Dunworthy!” the headmistress snapped.  Whitney jerked back to 
attention. 

“Yes, Ms. Hendricks?” she immediately replied, hearing the muted 
snickers of her co-workers.  Obviously, a response had been required but, in 
Whitney’s meandering mind, she’d missed the moment.  

“Do you understand?” Ms. Hendricks asked again.

“Absolutely!” Whitney replied, feeling as if she should curtsy or 
bow…or something.  Instead, she stood stiffly straight, looking towards the 
stables in the distance.  

“Good,” Ms. Hendricks huffed with a sharp nod.  “Then we are 
ready.” 

At that very moment, the first limousine drove through the gates of
the school and Whitney almost clapped at yet another demonstration of Ms.
Hendricks’ superior skills at anticipating…everything!  Nothing got by that 
woman’s eagle eye!  Whitney had no idea how the headmistress knew that 
the first student was arriving at that precise moment, but it was nothing 
short of amazing.  



The limousine came to a stop and the driver rushed around to the 
passenger door, opening it to a young girl, no more than thirteen, who 
stepped out and looked around.  The girl had dark hair and dark eyes, 
already showing signs of the exotic, stunningly beautiful woman that she 
would become as she aged.  

“Good morning, Ms. El Hamid,” Ms. Hendricks called out to the girl, 
moving forward.  “It is a pleasure to have you here.”  Turning, the 
headmistress waved Whitney over.  Whitney hurried forward, 
understanding her role at this point.  “This is Ms. Dunworthy.  She will be
in charge of your dormitory and will take you to your room.”

The girl blinked, her features completely devoid of any expression.  
Most girls her age showed various emotions ranging from fear to anger, 
with varying degrees of those emotions playing out over the first few hours 
or days as the girls settled into the school’s routines.  But this girl, Whitney 
noted, didn’t show any emotion.  None.  Her dark, brown eyes turned to 
look up at Whitney but again, there was nothing in those eyes.  Not anger, 
fear, nervousness or even interest.  

“Good morning, Ms. El Hamid,” Whitney greeted the girl.  Nothing. 
 No anxiety, no eagerness, fury or resentment at being sent so far away from 
her home.  Not even a flicker of interest in her new home.  “I’ll show you 
the way,” Whitney said to the girl.  “If you could just grab your suitcases, 
we can be on our way.”

This was the part of the greeting that all students initially complained 
about.  The girls at the Burling School were taught to be independent and 
strong, both physically and mentally, right from the beginning so there was 
no confusion.  For these girls, some of whom didn’t even pick their clothes 
up off of the floor and many who didn’t know where the laundry facilities 
were in their houses, carrying their own suitcases was a foreign concept.  

The girl simply stared back at Whitney, still with no expression.  

The driver hurried around the vehicle.  “I’ll carry them, Your 
Highness,” he said quickly.  



Whitney knew that the headmistress was watching and this was a test.  
“I’m sorry, sir, but we don’t allow titles, and the girls need to carry their 
own personal items.  We teach all the ladies to be fiercely independent.”

The driver looked up from the suitcases, startled by those words.  He 
looked at Ms. El Hamid, then back up at Whitney.  “Surely, I could just do 
it this one time,” he argued. 

Whitney could feel Ms. Hendricks’s eyes on her back.  “I’m sorry, sir, 
but Ms. El Hamid is a strong, powerful woman.  I have complete 
confidence that she can carry her own cases to her room.”  Whitney tried to 
be strong in the face of this first test, but memories of her own first foray 
across the lawns of the stately school flashed into her mind.  The other girls 
had all grumbled as they lugged their heavy cases across the grassy quad.  
The lucky ones had wheels on their cases, making it easier for the girls to 
simply roll them along the pathways.  The freshmen who didn’t have an 
older sister who had attended the school, or those who hadn’t read through
the introduction information which clearly stated that the girls would be
required to bring their suitcases to their dorm rooms themselves and roller
cases were recommended, usually lugged the heavy bags across the quad in 
stages, taking three or four trips depending on how much they’d brought.  

The driver still hesitated, not sure what to do but obviously horrified 
that his charge would be required to exert herself.  “I could just…?”

Whitney once again shook her head.  “I’m sorry, sir.  But she is very 
strong.  Very capable.” Although, Whitney was starting to wonder if the girl 
spoke English.  There still was no expression on her lovely features.  

But at the same moment that the thought crossed her mind, Ms. El 
Hamid walked over to the largest suitcase and took it in her hand.  She 
grabbed several others, trying to carry all six cases at the same time.

“You may come back, Ms. El Hamid,” Whitney offered. “There’s no
need to make just one trip and no one will bother your cases here.”

For a brief moment, the girl looked up at Whitney and there was a 
flash of…anger?  Resentment?  It was so fast, Whitney wasn’t sure she 
could accurately define it.  But the girl carried several of her suitcases over 



to a small patch of grass, then took the largest in her hands.  Without a 
word, she turned and looked at Whitney over her shoulder, silently 
commanding, “I’m ready.  Please proceed!”

Whitney nodded because she wasn’t sure what else to do.  The girl 
was…gloriously disdainful!  Whitney took note of the girl’s expression, 
wishing to emulate that look.  But Whitney didn’t have the background that
this girl apparently had.  Ms. Hamid was obviously one of the two
princesses arriving for the school year and had most likely been taught
these expressions of disdain from the moment of her birth.  

“Excellent,” Whitney replied, “This way.”  And she headed towards 
the dormitory area.  “Only freshman arrive today,” she explained.  “So you
won’t need to deal with the older students that are already familiar with the 
campus.  The sophomores through seniors arrive next week.  By that point, 
you will be familiar with the campus and will have made friends,” Whitney 
explained.  Nothing.  Not a word in reply.  

She continued towards the stone building.  “All freshman are 
scheduled to arrive over the next few hours.  There will be twelve girls on 
the third floor of our dormitory.  There are four bedrooms, with three to a 
room.”  That last part was probably unnecessary since the girl was most 
likely fully capable of doing the math.  Still, the girl lugged her heavy 
suitcase in silence.  

“I read your entrance essay,” Whitney started off on a new topic since 
the layout of the school didn’t seem to be very interesting to this girl.  “I 
thought it was brilliant.”  Actually, Whitney suspected that someone else 
had written the essay. It was a bit…too brilliant, she’d thought.  If this girl
had gotten someone else to write that entrance essay, she was in for a rude 
surprise here.  There was no one here to write her papers for her so she’d
have to learn fast or the beautiful girl would be sent home.  

Still…nothing.  No reaction.  

Taking a different approach, she talked about the social aspect of the 
school.  “I know that this is a girls’ boarding school, but never fear,” she 
smiled, “there is a boys’ school several miles away and we organize many 
social activities throughout the year.”  They’d reached the dormitory and 



Whitney opened the door for the girl, allowing her to enter first.  “Go to the 
right and head on up the stairs,” Whitney explained, then looked back to 
make sure that they were still alone.  Following the girl inside, Whitney 
took pity on the girl and grabbed the other side of the suitcase.  “The stairs 
are very difficult,” she explained and, finally, there was a bit of a reaction 
from the girl.  Surprise.  “We’re on the third floor,” Whitney said and hefted 
the end of the heavy suitcase higher.  “It’s an advantage most of the time, 
but not on move-in day.”

The girl’s eyes shuttered once again as they carried the heavy case up 
the three flights of stairs.  “You’re in the room to the right,” Whitney
 directed and the girl headed there without question.  “Choose any of the 
beds, since you’re the first one here.”  The girl headed directly towards the 
bed in the corner.  The darkest corner.  There were two windows on one 
side with a bed under each, then another bed on the other side of the room.  
Each bed had a night stand with a lamp on one side, a desk with a bookshelf 
at the end of the bed, and a tall wardrobe on the other side of the bed.  At
the moment, the walls were stark white, but in a few weeks, maybe even 
days, the walls would be covered with posters and postcards from home, 
pictures and personal items.  

“There you go,” Whitney sighed and helped the girl lift the suitcase 
onto the bed.  “Now,” she sighed, dusting off her hands.  “Let’s head back 
and you can get the other suitcases and, maybe, another one of your 
roommates will have arrived as well.”

The girl looked around, her face blank.  It wasn’t a small room, but 
there wasn’t a great deal of extra space.  Whitney’s heart went out to the 
girl.  She was in a strange world, a new country and had just carried a heavy 
piece of luggage awkwardly across a strange campus.  She knew no one and 
had no idea what to expect.  Whitney understood what was going through 
this girl’s mind and wished that there was some way to ease her fears that 
were well hidden behind that blank facial expression.  But Whitney knew 
that it would just take a bit of time for everyone to settle in.  

“Okay, so…I’m here in this room,” Whitney explained as they headed 
towards the stairway again.  I live here full time but I also teach grammar 
and several different genres of literature.  I hope that you’ll sign up for 



some of my classes, but as your dormitory monitor, I know that we’ll get to 
know each other very well over the next four years.”

“Four?” the girl finally asked.  

Whitney smiled gently.  “Of course.  You’ll most likely be in this 
dormitory for the next four years and I’ll help you through all of the 
challenges that you’ll face.”

The girl’s face flashed with another emotion for a very brief moment, 
but once again, Whitney couldn’t translate the look before it disappeared.  

“So these boys I mentioned,” she started off.  “They are…”

They’d reached the stack of suitcases by the long driveway again, 
waiting to be brought up to the dorms and the girl turned to face Whitney.  
“I’ve been engaged since birth, Ms. Dunworthy,” Tamara el Hamid said 
politely but with a stiffness to her voice that sounded strange.  “I’m not 
allowed to associate with boys.”  With that statement hanging in the air, Ms. 
El Hamid lifted four more suitcases into her arms and started back towards 
the dormitory once more.  

Whitney was about to help her, but Ms. Hendricks called out.  “Ms.
 Dunworthy, your next charge is arriving.”

Whitney glanced back at the stiff back of the beautiful girl, stunned 
by her words.  Engaged?  She was only thirteen years old!  She couldn’t be 
engaged!  

But Whitney knew that wasn’t true.  Girls in royal families were 
betrothed to rulers all the time for political expediency, even in this era.  It 
was a way of life for some families.  

With a tragic sigh, Whitney turned back to face the gates, noting that 
there was a teeming crowd of girls that had arrived now.  Some looked 
excited, others were hugging their parents, desperate to not be left alone in 
this strange world, as tears streaked down their young cheeks.  

 



Tamara’s Arrival
 

Tamara dumped the four other suitcases down onto the floor of the
bare, desolate dorm room and, since she was finally alone, looked around at 
her surroundings.  She was hot and sweaty, a sensation she’d never really 
experienced before and now knew that she hated.  Carrying her own 
suitcases?  How…disgusting!  

And yet, even as she looked down at the pile of suitcases, she felt a 
deep sense of…accomplishment.  Of success!  She’d been horrified 
initially.  The idea of carrying her suitcases was previously unheard of.  She 
was a princess!  A freaking princess and she’d never carried her cases 
before.  Good grief, she’d never even packed her suitcases!  So whatever 
was in these things that was so heavy was a complete mystery to her.  

But she’d done it!  She’d carried all of these cases across this horrible 
campus and up the three flights of stairs.  She’d done it!  It was sort of…
liberating…to know that she could do things like that on her own.  That she 
wasn’t dependent on servants.  Of course, it had never occurred to her to 
carry her own cases before, but now that she had…okay, it wasn’t the best 
experience, she thought as she pulled the cotton blouse away from her 
sweaty back in a feeble attempt to let air cool her heated skin…but she 
really loved the sensation of power at this moment.  Of freedom!  

Oh, and the news that boys would be close by?!  Wow!  Tamara’s 
mind went a bit flustered at the idea of being around boys.  She was fairly
sure that her father didn’t know about that.  The man was so paranoid about 
her comingling with the opposite sex, he didn’t even let her swim in the 
palace pool for fear that a male might actually see her.  During the one 
conversation when he’d enthusiastically announced her acceptance to the
Burling School and her imminent departure, the existence of boys definitely
hadn’t come up.  “You’ll learn discipline and a variety of appropriate 
subjects, my dear,” was about all he’d said on the subject after announcing 
that Tamara would be shipped off to boarding school.  

Did her fiancé know that she was gone from her country?  That 
Tamara was being educated in order to take her place as his bride?  Did he 



care?  Prince Jurad bin Casees of Tular didn’t seem like the kind of man 
who would bother with those kinds of details.  Then again, he probably 
considered Tamara to be one of those pesky details to be ignored as well.  

Looking at the white, blank walls, Tamara wondered why everything 
looked so stark.  Her room at home had been decorated by professionals 
every two years.  One year, Tamara had asked if her room could be pink.  
When she’d stepped into the newly re-decorated space, the primary color 
had been green.  Apparently, green had been the “it” color that year.  The 
decorator had decided against pink.  That had been the last time Tamara had 
voiced her opinion.  

But seriously, something needed to be done about this bare, desolate 
room.  The walls were white. The trim white.  The wardrobe was…tiny and
 made of old wood with nicks and scratches along the sides.  Tamara stood 
beside her bed, wondering when the maids would arrive.  She wanted to 
change clothes but…there wasn’t anyone here to unpack her suitcases or 
make her bed.  Not to mention, she’d been traveling for more than twelve
hours, so she’d also love a bath.  And a massage!  Oh, yes, a massage 
sounded wonderful about now.  

Unfortunately, there wasn’t anyone around here.  No one hurried into 
the room to empty her suitcases or to draw a bath.  No one stepped through 
the doors with refreshments.  

She glanced down at the suitcases surrounding her, not sure what to 
do with everything.  At the end of her bed was a stack of sheets and
blankets neatly folded, waiting for…waiting for her to make the bed?  Was 
she seriously supposed to…make her bed?  How did one even do that?  

Tamara stood there, trying to hide her fears as she looked around.  But 
no one else entered the room, although she heard several other girls down 
the hallway, all of them laughing and talking about…whatever it was that 
they were discussing.  They probably all knew how to make one’s bed, she 
thought with increasing frustration at her life.  She wanted to be 
independent.  Ms. Dunworthy had said something about the girls here at 
The Burling School being strong and fierce…or something like that.  



Tamara wanted that!  She wanted to be fierce and independent and strong 
and powerful!  

Instead, she was just a girl who didn’t even know how to make one’s 
bed.  

  

Lana’s Arrival
 

“I don’t want to go, Bampas!” Lana whispered, leaning her head
against her father’s softly padded shoulder as the limousine inched closer
and closer. He was a big, gruff man with perhaps an fifty extra pounds
softening his frame, but Lana didn’t care.  She loved him and she knew that 
he loved her.  So why did she have to leave her home in Greece where the
world was warm and happy? Where their family and friends came over for
extravagant dinners and she could go to a normal school with all of her 
childhood friends?  Why was she being punished like this?  Why did her
father want her to attend this horrid school in this miserable country where
the sky looked leaden and her heard even heavier?!

There was a long line of expensive cars, some limousines, some
sedans or SUVs both in front of their limousine as well as behind them.  As 
each neared the front of the long, curved driveway, a girl and her parents 
exited the vehicle.  Lana watched with horror as the girls hugged their
 parents goodbye, then hefted her suitcase and walked away.  Some of the 
girls ran back to their parents, crying and sobbing, demanding one more 
hug.  Others smiled as they headed towards the entrance to the ugly stone 
buildings in the distance.  

Her father’s awkward attempt at affection distracted her from 
watching the scene at the end of the long, miserable driveway.  “I know,
gliko koritsi,” her father sighed.  “But you know this is one of the best 
schools for girls in Europe.  And I want the best for you.”

Lana knew that.  They’d talked about this school for a couple of 
years.  Until this moment, Lana had been completely on board, eager for the 
adventure.  It would be nice to get out of her father’s house and away from 
his manic ranting that had been an almost daily occurrence lately.  His fury 



over business dealings in the past year had become louder and more 
adamant.  Over the past several months, their dinner conversations had 
deteriorated to her father’s frustration with one man; Christoph Anastas.

According to Lana’s father, Mr. Anastas was an upstart, arrogant 
“ass” (although Lana was never allowed to use that term herself!) who had 
dared to compete with her father.  Even more audacious, the man was 
winning at these competitions.  

Lana had never met this odious Christoph Anastas, but she suspected 
him to be another man just like her father or one of his contemporaries.  Or 
even better, Mr. Anastas was old and about to retire.  That would be the best 
scenario, because that meant that the man would leave her sweet,
wonderful, loving father alone and then things could get back to normal.  

Then again, Lana had complete faith in her father’s business acumen.  
He was ingenious when it came to crushing his competition!  There was 
nothing that Higar Kosta couldn’t do!  Her father was big and powerful and
Lana just knew that this Anastas man would go away eventually.  He’d be 
crushed and wish that he’d never messed with her bampas!  

“We’re here, agapite mou,” her father announced gently.

Lana turned her head and looked out through the passenger side 
window.  “I don’t like it.  I want to go home,” she announced, only slightly
ashamed of the petulant tone.

Her father’s deep laugh soothed her.  “I know, meli, but this is going 
to be a very good experience for you.  You will learn new things, improve 
your English and grow up to be a beautiful woman who will marry a 
handsome man and give me lots of grandbabies to spoil.”

Lana smiled, but inwardly, she cringed.  She didn’t want to have
babies, but Lana also didn’t want to disappoint her bampas.  Her mother 
had already passed away several years ago, so her father was all she had 
left.  As an only child, it was her job not to disappoint her papa and to carry
on the family name, provide a male heir so that her father could train him to 
take over the family shipping business.  It was only in her weak moments 
that she rebelled against that sort of future for herself.  



“Are you going to be okay?” she asked, looking up at her father with 
tear-stained eyes.  

Her father smiled gently down at her.  “I’m going to be fine!” he said 
with a grumpy tone.  “Just you wait.  When you come home for Christmas 
break, I will have crushed this young man and we will take a trip to the 
coast.  Just you and me.  Does that sound good?” 

Lana smiled and reached out to hug her dad.  “Yes, Bampas.  That 
sounds wonderful!” 

With that promise to help her get through the next several months, she 
slipped out of the limousine.  Her father followed behind her as the driver 
pulled the single suitcase out of the trunk.  “I wish I had my…” she sighed, 
then stopped pressing her lips together. “Never mind.”

A pretty teacher with sandy blond hair stepped forward.  “Ms. Lana 
Kostas?” the woman asked. 

Lana turned and smiled politely at the woman.  Her etiquette 
instructor would be so proud!  “Yes.  I’m Lana Kostas,” she replied, 
extending her hand.  

“It’s a pleasure to meet you, Lana.  I’m Ms. Dunworthy.  I’ll be your 
dormitory advisor.”  The woman then turned to smile at her father.  “Mr. 
Kostas, if there is anything that you need, please feel free to contact me at 
any time.”

Lana watched her father shake Ms. Dunworthy’s hand while Lana 
stepped back and looked around.  There were a lot of other girls arriving, 
each of them being greeted by other faculty members.  But none of the
other staff members were as pretty as Ms. Dunworthy.  She wasn’t 
glamorous or exotic, Lana thought, tilting her head to the side.  Ms.
 Dunworthy was pretty in a quiet sort of way.  It was nice.  The woman 
seemed nice too.  She was younger than Lana would have thought the 
school would hire, but what did she know?  

“I’ll take very good care of her.”

Lana’s father nodded enthusiastically.  “She has a cell phone and can 
contact me when she just needs a little papa time,” he told her. 



The startled expression on Ms. Dunworthy’s face caused Lana’s 
stomach muscles to tighten with dread.  Her next words confirmed the 
worst.  

“Oh, I’m sorry, Mr. Kostas.  But there are no cell phones allowed on 
campus.  It was in the freshman orientation package that we sent out to all
of the students and parents.”

Higar Kostas looked startled.  “No cell phones?  But…?”

Ms. Dunworthy smiled reassuringly.  “We’ve found that the students 
acclimate better to the school’s routines when the girls are focused on their 
current environment.”  She moved slightly.  “But I guarantee that the girls 
will be writing home and if there are any issues, even the slightest problem 
with Lana’s health or welfare, we will contact you immediately.  And the 
reverse is true as well.  If you need to contact Lana for any reason, please 
call me and I’ll have her reach out to you.”

Lana looked at her father, willing him to take her out of here over that
announcement.  She wanted to go home.  “Bampas, this is wrong.  I should 
be with you.  I could go to school at the high school near our house and 
help you in the office every afternoon.  I should be learning the business 
anyway.  You know that I should.  You don’t have a son to…”

Lana’s voice trailed off.  Her words weren’t convincing her father to 
take her home.  In fact, just the opposite.  Her efforts were convincing him 
that she should stay here at this miserable school and become a “true lady”
so that she could come home and get married, become an asset to her future
husband.  

“Don’t worry, Lana,” Ms. Dunworthy said with a reassuring smile.  
“We’re going to get along just fine together.  Why don’t you grab your 
suitcase and I’ll show you to our dormitory?” she offered. 

Lana’s eyes pleaded with her father.  “Bampas, you’re going to be 
lonely all by yourself,” she offered.  

Higar shook his head.  “This is for you, agapite mou,” he said and 
pulled her in for one last hug. “You stay.  You learn and become a lady.  I 
will be very proud of you.”



And with that, he rushed back into the waiting limousine and ducked 
into the dark interior.  The driver firmly closed the door and walked around
to the driver’s seat and, a moment later, drove her precious bampas away 
from her.  

Lana looked around, startled to feel so…alone.  There were other girls
walking along the pathway, talking and laughing in small groups but she 
felt a coldness settle into her bones.  Cold and pain, that’s all she felt.  Well, 
and abandoned.  Yes, she’d been abandoned by her own father!  

“It’s going to be okay,” Ms. Dunworthy whispered, still standing
beside Lana as if shielding her from the other students’ view.  

Lana blinked back the tears as her father’s vehicle turned the corner.  
She stood there until she couldn’t see his tail lights any longer.  Finally, she 
turned and looked up at the woman. “Yes,” she said in response.  “I’m 
going to be fine!”

 Lana didn’t believe that lie, but she was going with it for a while.  
She just needed to find a quiet place and pull out her sketch pad, she 
thought.  Yes, once she was drawing, she wouldn’t feel this pain any longer.  
She wouldn’t feel abandoned.  Maybe she’d draw a dragon.  A friendly 
dragon that would fly her away from this horrible place.  But she wouldn’t
fly home.  No, her father had left her.  He didn’t want her at home.  Her 
dragon would fly her to a private island.  Some place warm and sunny.  
Some place where there weren’t any strangers!  

“There is a girl named Tamara that arrived earlier today,” Ms.
Dunworthy commented.  “She is going to be one of your roommates and
she is already up in the dorm room, probably just as scared as you are.”

Lana turned to look at the woman, forcing her lips to smile politely.  
“I’m not scared,” she lied again.  “I’m fine.  But…” she swallowed past the 
painful lump of abandonment in her throat.  “If this other girl is scared, then
I should…probably go and…help,” she stated or suggested, Lana wasn’t
quite sure if her words had come across as a question or a statement.  

Ms. Dunworthy smiled and the expression changed her features from 
pretty to…beautiful!  It was a startling transformation, and Lana wanted to 



see it again.  “That’s wonderful to hear,” she said.  “I’ll show you the way.”

Lana nodded and picked up her suitcase.  The orientation form had 
advised that students bring suitcases with rollers on it so Lana pulled the 
handle out and started walking, rolling her suitcase behind her.  As she 
looked around, Lana noticed that other students hadn’t read the information 
packet and were lugging heavy-looking suitcases across the grass.  Thank 
goodness she’d read that information!

  

Ella’s Arrival
 

Ella looked at the line of expensive vehicles inch towards the high, 
stone gate, irritated with herself for feeling inferior.  Her father’s 
serviceable sedan wasn’t expensive, but it had gotten her here to this elite
school.

“Are you sure about this, honey?” her father asked.

Ella turned her head and smiled at him. “I’m sure,” she replied.  “This 
is going to be a good opportunity.  The girls who attend this school are 
usually accepted into the best universities.”  She laid a hand on his arm.  
“Are you going to be okay?” she asked.  “Mom said that she’d make your
favorite meal when you get home today.”

Her father laughed.  “Yes, she’s more worried about me than you,
 isn’t she?”

Ella’s eyes danced with a playful glint.  “You’re the one who is 
struggling with this.  I’m thinking that this school is just the first step 
towards my goal.”

“To win a Gemstone Award for your news reporting, right?” he
teased.

Ella nodded her head.  “Yes.  You laugh, but I’m going to do it!”  The 
line of cars moved forward and Ella’s eyes widened.  “Did you know that 
Marlena Havington and Josephine Marlow attended this school as well?”  
She leaned her head out of the window, trying to see what was taking so 
long.  



“I believe those two writer’s names were mentioned last week,” he 
replied, chuckling as he inched forward.  They were past the stone gate 
now.  

Ella pulled her head back in, her eyes narrowing at her father’s tone. 
 “You mock me, but some day, another girl is going to be coming to this
school just like me.  And she’s going to say, ‘Hey, did you know that Ella
Fleming, that awesome reporter, went to this school?’  Her father isn’t 
going to laugh at her.”

Tom chuckled again.  “Everyone is very proud of you.”  There was a 
break in the line and the cars moved forward.  Suddenly, it was Ella’s turn 
to step out of the car.  “I have to go,” she told him and leaned across the 
seat, hugging him before he stepped out of the car.  “Come visit me next 
weekend, okay?  You’re only an hour away, so you have no excuse not to 
see me, dad!”

He laughed a moment before Ella jumped out of the car.  “I love 
you!” he called out. 

Ella turned, a huge grin on her pretty features, then she shifted on her
heel and started speaking to a pretty woman.  “I’m Ms. Dunworthy,” the 
woman explained.  

“It’s great to meet you,” Ella replied, shaking the woman’s hand.  “I 
understand that you’re my dormitory advisor.  Where do I go?” 

Ms. Dunworthy smiled, laughing just as her father had done moments 
ago.  Ella didn’t mind.  She loved this place already.  The old, stone 
buildings were grey and dark, but the sun was shining for the moment.  
There was a chill in the air but Ella ignored the cold.  She simply pulled her 
handmade sweater closer as she hefted her duffel bag higher onto her 
shoulder.  

“This way,” Ms. Dunworthy said and turned, heading towards one of 
the long buildings running along the side of the school campus.  “I 
understand that you are signed up for my writing class,” she started off as a 
conversation. 



Ella nodded.  “Yes.  I’m going to write for The London Times as soon 
as I graduate from university.  So I need to take as many writing courses as 
possible.” She wrinkled her nose.  “No creative writing though.  I don’t 
want anyone to assume that my work is fiction.  I will concentrate strictly
on fact-based reporting.”

Ms. Dunworthy nodded, but Ella wasn’t sure if her serious expression 
was mocking or honest.  

“I understand.  I’ll also introduce you to the head of the student 
newspaper.  The student population is only about two hundred, but…”

“I’ll take anything.  Even small assignments.  Everything will help me 
hone my writing skills,” she replied.  

“That’s the spirit!” Ms. Dunworthy replied.  “Here we are,” she said, 
and pulled open a heavy door.  “The stairs are to the right and you’ll be in 
the second bedroom on the third floor.”  Ella’s dark pony tail bobbed along 
as she raced up the stairs in her worn jeans and hoodie.  The jeans had 
obviously seen better days, but Ella didn’t worry about that.  She was here 
on a scholarship and wasn’t going to worry about the price of her jeans.  
She was here to learn, not to compete on a fashion issue.  Besides, she’d 
change into her school uniform as soon as she was unpacked.  Uniforms 
tended to put everyone on an equal footing, she thought.  

“Ella, you are in the room to your right,” Ms. Dunworthy announced.  

Ella peered into the room to the left and noticed a dark haired exotic
beauty and another girl with dark, curly hair but Ella couldn’t see this other 
girl’s features.  The dark haired girl was…well, nothing short of amazingly 
beautiful, except for the sneer on her face as she lifted things out of her 
suitcase.  

“Good grief, how many suitcases did you bring?” Ella asked.

The dark haired girl looked up and froze while the curly haired girl
swung around, staring in stunned horror.

“Sorry!” Ella replied, lifting her hand in the air.  



The curly haired girl walked over to the exotic girl, and dual chins 
lifted in defiance.  “What do you care?” the curly haired girl asked. 

Ella lifted her hand into the air, palm out.  “Just asking,” she said, 
then backed away and moved into the room on the opposite side of the 
hallway.  Ms. Dunworthy was talking to several other girls so Ella moved 
into the room and dumped her duffel bag onto the nearest bed.  Then she 
looked around, assessing the layout, mentally determining which bed would
be the best for studying.  “Window!” she decided and lifted her duffel back 
up to move it onto the bed closest to the window.  “The better to see out 
into the world,” she whispered and looked down at the tree-lined courtyard 
below.  There were girls moving around the campus, most of them in pairs 
with their heads leaning towards each other.  For a brief moment, Ella 
thought it would be nice to have friends here, but when she looked at the 
girls in the other bedroom, they were now speaking in hushed tones.  

The curly haired girl was pretty as well and Ella slid her hands over
her well-worn jeans.  A self-conscious spurt of awareness hit her and she 
wished that she had hips.  Or boobs.  Or something that could lend her a bit 
of the beauty that the other two girls had in spades.  It wasn’t really fair that 
those two girls were so beautiful and she was…well, plain.  She had dark 
hair and non-descript, blue eyes.  There wasn’t anything especially 
interesting about her, but…

Ella sighed and unzipped her duffel bag.  “I’m fine,” she repeated to 
herself.  

  

Willow’s Arrival
 

Okay, so London wasn’t as miserable as she’d imagined.  Willow 
watched the passing scenery, amazed at the glorious colors in the flowers 
and trees.  It was different.  More lush than her precious Texas, but,
apparently, England wasn’t so bad.  There was a bit of watery sunshine, but
it wasn’t nearly as warm as the wonderful Texas heat.  Also, the trees here 
in England were…wonderful!  The neatly planted trees and bushes lining
the streets and pathways more than made up for the lack of warmth.  She’d 



never seen so many trees.  They were big and beautiful and the leaves
danced in the rays of the weak sunshine.  Big oak trees seemed to smile 
down at her as the driver slowly maneuvered down the long, gravel road
towards her future prison.

Grey, stone buildings stood in stately elegance in a square.  She 
stepped out of the limousine and looked around, pulling her sweater closer 
to protect her from the chill.  Damp, she thought.  Not humid like a Texas 
spring, but…nice.  This sensation was softer.  More gentle.  Nice!  

The roses against the stone wall were organized and tidy, forming a 
small triangle at each of the entrances to the buildings.  Nothing like the 
wild beauty of a Texas flower, but Willow figured she could get used to
this.

Finally, the driver pulled the limousine to the corner and it was
Willow’s turn to step out.  Taking it all in, she tried not to feel intimidated 
by the age of the buildings and the businesslike manner in which everyone 
else seemed to be moving as she stood awkwardly to the side while the 
driver hefted her suitcases out of the trunk of the limousine, setting them 
beside her.  

“Good morning, Ms. Mills.  It is a pleasure to meet you,” a stern 
looking woman said as she stopped on the sidewalk beside the long, curving
driveway.

“Good morning,” Willow replied and had the silly urge to curtsy.  She 
didn’t, instead standing very still as the woman looked sternly down at
Willow.  This woman was nothing like Number Five, the nickname Willow 
used for her father’s wives since it didn’t make sense to learn the women’s 
names.  There were too many of them – wives and mistresses – that traipsed 
through the house back in Texas, all of them trying to befriend Willow in
the hopes of remaining in her father’s life longer than the last woman. 
 None of them ever did, but Willow’s presence here at this exclusive
boarding school was due to Number Five’s desire to be alone with Willow’s 
father, thinking that exclusive time together would help her be the last in 
Jimmy Mill’s love life.  



Willow watched carefully, and saw the woman’s features…soften?  
No.  No one would say that the headmistress’s features softened.  Willow 
suspected that softness wasn’t possible with this woman.  But her features 
were suddenly less harsh.  

“Ms. Dunworthy will be your faculty advisor here at The Burling 
School.  She would have been here to greet you, but she accompanied 
another student and hasn’t yet returned.  In her absence, I will guide you.  
This way,” she said and turned on her sensible shoes.  “I’ll show you to 
your dorm room and introduce you to your roommates.”  

Willow followed, not sure what to say.  “Thank you,” was all that she 
could muster as she took everything in.  The Burling School was so foreign 
compared to her home back in Texas.  And interesting!  Everything was 
surprisingly delightful.  Even the harsh headmistress was…intriguing.  
Fascinating!  

She liked it.  For some reason, the stone buildings gave her a sense of 
security.  A feeling that had been lacking in her life for too long.  She loved
the trees and the softer sunshine and the roses and…well, she loved all of it!  

The dormitories were off to the left, just beyond the four main
buildings, but they were built with the same, grey stone that looked to be 
centuries old.  

“Your roommates are Tamara el Hamid,” Ms. Hendricks explained as 
they walked.  “And Ms. Lana Kosta.  Both are lovely, intelligent ladies and
could be excellent connections for your future.”

At fourteen, Willow had no idea why she’d want “connections”.  She 
was fourteen and only wanted friends.  Friends who she could talk to and
get advice from.  But apparently, “connections” were very important, if the 
headmistress’s attitude was any indication.  

“That is nice,” she finally replied.  Apparently, that was the required 
response as the headmistress nodded approvingly.  

“Your blankets and sheets have already been delivered to your room,
but you’ll need to make your bed.  The dining room is over there,” she said, 
waving to the right at a low building with large windows on both sides.  



“The chapel is there,” she said, pointing towards the left to a building with a
steeple and stained glass windows.  “You will be expected to attend services 
every Sunday morning.  Class meetings are also held in the chapel.”  She 
held the door open to the dormitory and allowed Willow to precede her into
the building, lugging her suitcase up the stairs.  

There was a great deal of noise at first, but as soon as the other
students realized that the headmistress had entered the building, silence
quickly descended.  The girls in school uniforms backed quickly out of the
 way, but kept their curious eyes on Willow as she proceeded to the room
about halfway down the hallway on the third floor.  

“And this will be your room,” Ms. Hendricks announced and 
ceremoniously opened the door to a room with three beds, three desks and 
one big window.  But the more interesting aspect of the room were the two 
other girls.  They were both gorgeous and staring right back at her with 
equal amounts of surprise and resentment.  

“This is Tamara and Lana.  They will be your roommates for the
duration.  We pride ourselves on ladies who are smart and able to get 
through life on their own, but with strong friendships for support.”  The 
headmistress turned to face the other ladies.  “Ladies,” she said, looking at 
the suitcases that had yet to be unpacked and the beds still with the sheets 
and blankets neatly folded at the end of the beds, “I see that very little 
progress has been made.  Lunch will be in less than thirty minutes.”

With that, the headmistress nodded to the group, and departed.  

Willow stood awkwardly in the doorway, not sure what to say or do.  
Being the daughter of country music legend Jimmy Mills, she’d never 
really had strong friendships.  The other girls at her old school in Texas had 
stayed back resentfully.  Or when someone thought her father could be of 
use to them for a fundraising event, one of the girls would pretend to be a 
friend.  But that friendship only long enough to find out that Jimmy Mills 
didn’t do favors or fundraising events.  Generosity that didn’t help Jimmy 
Mills in some way simply wasn’t worth his time and effort.  

These girls…they were stunningly beautiful.  



“If you are Tamar el Hamid,” Willow started off, surprised and
amazed by the assertiveness in her tone, “then you must be related to the 
royal family of Nadir.  Are you really a princess?” she asked the one with
long, dark hair and the creamy complexion that a blond could never
achieve.

The exotic beauty stood up, a hard look to her eyes.  “Are you really 
the daughter to a dork?” 

Willow was shocked at first.  But she couldn’t contain the giggle.  
Most people were in awe of her famous father.  No one had ever referred to 
her father as a dork before.  Pressing her lips together, she shrugged one 
shoulder.  “I am.”

The other girl stood up, her dark curls bounding around her lovely 
features.  “I don’t like his music,” she announced with a soft, lilting accent 
that made Willow think she was even more lovely.  

Willow leaned forward slightly, a sparkle to her eyes.  “I don’t either,” 
she whispered with a conspiratorial manner.  

The two girls were so stunned, they stared at Willow for a long 
moment.  Then at each other.  Then back at Willow.  Slowly, a huge grin 
formed on each of their pretty faces.  A moment later, they burst out 
laughing.  

Willow stood there in the room, stunned that she’d actually made 
these two shockingly beautiful women smile.  Normally, she was a 
wallflower, her father’s personality too big for anyone else to sparkle.  But 
these ladies…they found her funny?  

“You’re going to do just fine,” the one with the long, dark hair 
announced.  The bouncy brunette jumped off of her bed and took Willow’s 
bag.  “I agree.  This is going to be fun.”

  

Naya’s Arrival
 

Naya stepped out of the worn, tired sedan and looked around.  The 
school was buzzing with energy and what looked like about a hundred 



students walking around, all of them in The Burling School’s uniform of 
navy and grey plaid skirts, white shirts and navy blazers.  

“All the other students arrived yesterday, so you’re a day late,” the
social worker in charge of her case told Naya with a tone that implied that
she didn’t like being here.  “But don’t you dare complain about anything. 
 You’re lucky this school was willing to accept you as a student,” the social
worker snapped as she came around to stand beside Naya on the stone
steps.  The social worker looked around, her eyes squinting up at the sun 
peeking through the leaves of the trees.  “Fortunately, you’re grades are
good enough, plus they had another charity student drop out.  Otherwise,
you’d be back in foster care with another family.”

Naya didn’t speak, not really sure what to say.  Besides, humiliation 
at being a charity case choked back her words.  Naya suspected that her 
embarrassed silence was the intended reaction from the resentful social 
worker who had grumbled during the whole drive out here to the school. 
 Naya had heard an almost continuous rant about how much work the tired-
looking woman had to do back at the office and the burden of having to 
drive “all the way out here” to this exclusive boarding school wasn’t fair, 
blah blah blah.  After the first half hour in the car with the woman, Naya
had stopped listening, peering out the window instead.

“Well, don’t just stand there!” the social worker barked.  “The sooner 
I drop you off at the headmistress’s office, the sooner I can get out of here.”

Of course, Naya thought and fought the instinct to bow her head in
shame.  She was a burden to everyone.  Her father had abandoned her 
mother at the first mention of the word “baby”.  And her mother…well, her 
mother couldn’t really handle sticking around in one place for too long.  
The last time Naya had lived with her mother, Jessica had simply driven off
one day, forgetting that Naya was still swinging on the playground swing
set.  If it hadn’t been for a neighbor who had seen Naya sitting on the park
bench as the sun started to set that night, Naya wasn’t sure what she would 
have done.  The neighbor had called the police, not wanting to be bothered 
with a stray child’s care other than to call in the authorities.  The police had 
simply dumped six year old Naya off at the welfare center.  At that time of 
the night, the social worker who had been called in to find a place for Naya



to sleep for the night had been irritated at being brought back into work
after hours.

After that horrible, sleepless night, Naya had been brought to a foster
home which had, actually, been better than the small cot she’d slept on in
her mother’s tiny, musty apartment.  The foster home hadn’t been upscale
but her first foster mother had provided food three times a day, gotten Naya 
registered for school and ensured that she had clothes to wear, even if those 
clothes had come out of the church’s cast-offs from the other church 
members.  

Unfortunately, that foster mother hadn’t lasted very long and Naya
had been shuffled off to two more homes, both of which had been fine, but
school had been Naya’s escape over the years.  She’d worked hard on her 
lessons, because school was the only constant in her world.  School was 
also the only place where she’d found validation for her efforts.  Naya had 
learned that working hard in school meant that the teachers were nicer to 
her, looked out for her.  They gave her extra assignments that allowed her to 
stay in the library to work, which meant she didn’t have to head back to the 
foster home where her world was a bit less…secure.  

Apparently, her study habits had paid off.  One of the teachers at her 
last school had recommended Naya for a scholarship here at The Burling 
School.  

So here she was, being cast off to someone else.  Despite this being
another school, a place she normally found comfort, Naya hated this!  She 
hated being a burden!  She’d worked very hard at school in order to not be a 
burden to anyone, wanting to show the world that she was good and smart 
and worthy!  

Why was she here?  This place looked terrifying!  The cold, stone 
buildings looked like some of the buildings out of the books she’d read.  
Books filled with stories of girls getting lost in the hallways and eaten by 
evil monsters!  

“Come on!” the social worker snapped when Naya hesitated at the
bottom of the stone steps.  “I don’t have all day!”



Naya stepped forward automatically.  Ever since her mother had
driven off and forgotten about her, Naya had done exactly as she’d been 
told, and for what?  Just to be dumped off somewhere else!  

And yet, she swallowed her pride once again and followed the social 
worker obediently, even as resentment hit her, obliterating her humiliation.  

The social worker stepped through a heavy, wooden door, jerking her
head slightly, indicating that Naya should go in first.  Naya lugged her small 
suitcase through the door.  It contained everything she owned in the world.  
The rest of the girls here at this horrible, miserable, ugly school probably 
had tons of beautiful clothes and jetted all over the world.  Naya had never 
been outside of London.  In fact, this school was the furthest she’d ever 
traveled.  

Furthermore, she didn’t own any school uniforms, so her second- and
third-hand clothes would cause her to stick out like a sore thumb.  Maybe 
there was some work she could do at the school to earn some money that
she could eventually use to buy the beautiful, pristine uniforms.  Naya had
no idea how much a school uniform cost, but they looked lovely, all pressed 
and pleated and clean!  

Unfortunately, she doubted she’d ever earn enough money to afford 
one of those uniforms!  

“I’m here to speak with Ms. Hendricks, the headmistress,” the social
worker called out as soon as they stepped through the doors of what looked
to be the administration building.  The hard, scuffed wood floors caused her 
steps to echo around the room and Naya stopped moving, trying to remain
very still so that she wouldn’t draw more attention to herself.  “This is Naya 
Banks.  She’s your latest charity case.”

Naya glared at the back of the social worker, wishing that she had 
some gum or maybe peanut butter.  She’d spit the gum into the social 
worker’s messy hair, then press it in deep so that the woman would really 
struggle with getting it out.  How dare that woman introduce Naya as a
“charity case”!



Then a pretty woman with sandy blond hair peered around the social 
worker.  And she smiled!  

“Oh my!  Is this really Naya Banks?”  The pretty woman rushed 
around to the other side of the big, wooden desk.  “Naya, I’m Ms.
Dunworthy and it is a very great pleasure to meet you,” the woman said.  

Naya wasn’t sure how to respond.  Automatically, she just stuck her 
hand out, shaking the woman’s hand. “It is a pleasure to meet you,” she 
replied, remembering a movie where someone had done that.  Although, no 
one had ever bothered to introduce themselves to Naya before this moment.  
In the past, people had simply sighed with irritation or resignation at first
meeting Naya, then looked her up and down.  After a cursory, unconcerned 
and uncaring perusal, the new person did their “duty”.  

“I’ve been here waiting for your arrival.”  Ms. Dunworthy
approached again and looked at Naya’s clothing.  “I doubt that you have
 any school uniforms, do you?” she asked.

The social worker snorted.  “What you see is what you get,” she told 
Ms. Dunworthy.  

Oh boy!  Naya watched the other woman’s features tighten with anger
as she turned to face the social worker.  “Ms. Matthews?” Ms. Dunworthy
asked, extending her hand to the social worker.

“Yes.  And I’m still waiting for the headmistress so that she can sign 
these forms.”

An older woman with grey hair and a very stern expression stepped
out of an office to the right.

“I’m Ms. Hendricks, Ms. Matthews,” the stern woman announced and 
moved forward.  

Naya swallowed, not sure what this woman would do next.  She 
looked…angry and mean!  Not a woman Naya wanted to mess with!  

The social worker must have thought the same thing because the 
woman backed up slightly.  The belligerent expression vanished and she 
appeared almost deferential in the face of the headmistress’s disapproval.  



“That’s me,” she replied.  

Ms. Dunworthy caught Naya’s eye and…winked?  Had she actually
done that?  

Naya didn’t dare relax!  This was all a trick.  Adults didn’t wink at 
her.  They ordered her out of their stores!  They eyed her suspiciously!  

“Ms. Matthews, as a social worker, I’d think it was your job to ensure 
that the children in your care are protected.  Both physically, emotionally 
and psychologically.  Is that not correct?” 

The social worker, obviously named “Ms. Matthews”, although she’d
never bothered to introduce herself to Naya, looked caught off-guard.  “Yes,
but…”

The older woman drew herself up even more, her body language 
demonstrating her anger towards Ms. Matthews.  “Your disdain for this very 
special girl has been recognized and I will report your actions and 
insensitivity to your superior.  If you’re treating one child in this manner, 
then you are most likely treating others with the same inappropriate attitude
and, therefore, your responsibilities for young, impressionable children is
probably toxic to other children.  Your verbal and mental abuse of your 
charges might even be considered criminal.  Please exit these premises 
immediately!  We have charge of Ms. Banks and will treat her with the
respect and dignity that she deserves!”

Ms. Matthews jerked, her mouth falling open in horror.  “I was 
just…!”

The headmistress didn’t want to hear the social worker’s excuses.  
“Please depart these premises.  You are now trespassing on private 
property!” the headmistress snapped.  

The woman stumbled backwards, shocked that anyone would speak 
to her in that manner.  Naya knew that none of the foster parents she’d spent 
time with over the past few years would speak in that tone with the social 
worker.  The foster homes received money for taking in the kids.  None of 
the families wanted to lose that income.  



When the woman had pushed out through the doors, Naya held her 
breath as she stared up at the two women that were now in control of her 
future.  

“I’m very sorry that you had to endure that vile woman’s treatment, 
Ms. Banks,” the headmistress apologized.  “Rest assured that you will be 
treated with respect while here at The Burling School.  We consider our 
girls to be some of the finest and smartest in the country, possibly the 
world.”  

Naya swallowed.  She wasn’t very smart.  She earned excellent 
grades in school, but only because she didn’t want the teachers to point to 
her and tell her that she was wrong.  Naya didn’t want the other students to 
look at her as if she were a bug.  Naya couldn’t afford new clothes or shoes, 
so the only thing she had was her grades.  

The other woman, the pretty one, stepped closer.  “I’m not just a
teacher here at the school,” Ms. Dunworthy explained. “I’ll also be your 
dormitory advisor.”  She smiled gently and Naya felt a small bit of tension 
leave her shoulders.  “I’m honored to meet you, Naya.  Why don’t we get 
you some school uniforms?  Then I’ll show you to your dormitory.  The 
other girls arrived yesterday, but I have your bed all made up for you.”

The headmistress nodded approvingly.  “Ms. Banks, if you ever need 
help, please feel free to visit my office.  For anything,” she said with a firm 
nod.  “Ms. Dunworthy will take very good care of you, dear.”

And with that, the stern woman turned on her heel and walked back
into her office.

Naya looked around, not sure what to expect from the others working 
in the office.  But they were all diligently working on computers or doing…
whatever it was that people in school offices did.  

“This way,” Ms. Dunworthy called out.  “May I call you Naya?” she
asked.

Naya nodded, not sure what else to say.  

“Let’s have a look at the school uniforms that are available,” she said 
and stepped into a room filled with blue and grey plaid skirts along one 



wall, in various sizes with the smallest at one end and the largest at the 
other.  Along the back wall, there were white shirts and the next wall, navy 
jackets, the clothing forming a U with the doorway at the other end.  Along 
the floor were dark shoes and boxes of socks.  

“Why don’t you try these on?” she said and took a skirt and shirt off
of the racks, handing them to Naya.  “There is a dressing room there,” and 
she pointed towards a door.  

Naya stepped through the door, feeling self-conscious and nervous.  
The uniform felt stiff, as if no one had ever worn it before.  The material 
couldn’t be new though.  She’d never worn anything that someone hadn’t 
already broken in.  

But she pulled off her clothes, turning away from the mirror because
her bra and underwear were ugly.  Simple, white cotton underwear and bra 
was all that the foster care system would pay for.  Naya slipped the skirt on 
first, adjusting the leather buckle on the side of her left hip.  Then she 
carefully unbuttoned the blouse and pulled it on, rebuttoning and tucking it 
into the waistband of her skirt.  Only then would she turn and look at her 
reflection in the mirror.  

“Wow!” she whispered, running her hand down the front of her skirt.  
“I look…normal!”

She stared for a moment, enjoying the sight of her image in the
mirror.  She wouldn’t stand out in this uniform, she thought with her first 
happy thought of the day.  She’d be just one of the other students.  No one 
would know that she had no money or that she was the school’s charity case
for the year.

Stepping out of the dressing room, Ms. Dunworthy turned and looked
at Naya.  “That looks perfect!” she said with an approving nod.  “Okay, 
now you need socks and shoes.”  She bent and pulled a pair of shoes out of 
a box. “Try these on.”

Fifteen minutes later, Naya had five complete uniforms, four of them
in her suitcase and was wearing one, including new shoes and socks.  She 
also had tights for the winter months and the uniform’s winter wool coat.  



“Let’s get you settled into your dorm room now, shall we?” she
offered.

Naya nodded, eager to start this wonderful new life with her new 
clothes that no one had worn before her.  

Ms. Dunworthy led her across the campus and Naya shrunk back 
slightly when many of the girls turned to look at her.  She hated being the 
center of attention, but she also refused to look ashamed.  She was a normal 
girl here, she reminded herself.  She looked exactly like the others.  

“Here we are,” Ms. Dunworthy said and pulled open the door.  
“We’re on the third floor, so we always get lots of exercise.”  She allowed
 Naya to step through the door first.  “The dining hall is next door to us, the 
stables are…”

“Stables?” Naya asked, surprised by that one word.  

“Oh yes!  All the girls here at The Burling School learn to ride.  It’s 
one of the required courses for our physical activities.  Plus tennis and golf 
and a variety of other sports.  We also have team intramural sports, so if you 
want to join one of the teams, just let me know and we’ll get you the 
equipment needed.”

Naya couldn’t believe this heaven she’d stepped into.  Sports?  She’d 
never played sports, never had the money for the team fees.   

“Thank you,” Naya whispered to the kind teacher.  

Ms. Dunworthy laughed, shaking her head. “Oh, don’t thank me now,
Naya.  This is a very challenging school.  But I suspect that you will be up 
for the challenge.  You’re very smart, and very beautiful.  You have a lot 
going for you, although, I think we need to buck up your confidence a bit, 
don’t we?” she offered with a gentle smile. 

Naya didn’t reply to any of that.  She wasn’t smart, but she was 
determined.  If remaining at this school meant upping her game, she was 
going to do it!  No way would she get kicked back into the foster care 
system just because she’d earned less than stellar grades!  

  



Cassy’s Arrival
 

Cassy stared at the stone buildings, moving closer to her dad as she 
watched the other girls in their pristine uniforms rush past.  

“It’s going to be better, honey,” her father said, trying to sound 
reassuring, but Cassy heard the tension in his voice.  “The girls here…there
aren’t any boys.”

Cassy felt more than saw her mother’s hand tighten on her father’s 
arm.  They were both concerned for her.  She loved them both and was 
sincerely appreciative of what they were doing.  But this school…it was 
very expensive.  Her parents weren’t rich and sending her here was going to 
be difficult.  

“Mom, Dad…” she turned to face them, “I don’t need to come here.  
It’s too expensive.”  She sighed.  “I’ll be fine at my old school.  I can just 
ignore the boys who…” she couldn’t say the words, the pain and 
humiliation of the rumors that had been going around were just too painful.  

“Honey, don’t you worry about the expense,” her father reassured her.  
“Because of your excellent grades, you’ve earned a very good scholarship.”  

Her mother smiled gently.  “In reality, this school is practically paying
us to send you here.”

Cassy perked up at that news.  “Really?” she whispered, her eyes 
widening.  

Her father nodded, a smile breaking out over his features.  “Really, 
honey.”  He pulled Cassy in for a hug.  “The reason we’re worried is 
because you’re so young.  And I was hoping for more time with you at 
home.”  

Cassy’s mother sniffed as she wrapped her arms around her
daughter’s shoulders.  “But this is going to be good for you.  The things that 
those boys said about you, I know that they weren’t true.  And I also know 
that they hurt you deeply.  So if this school can shield you from those
horrible things, then that’s a good thing, dear.”



Cassy’s arms tightened around her mother, feeling her father move in
to wrap both of them in his strong embrace as well.  “I love you guys,” she 
whispered, fighting the tears again.  “I promise that this will work out!  I 
promise that I won’t do anything that will create even a whiff of those 
rumors!”

Her mother pulled back and looked at Cassy with urgency.  “Don’t 
you dare think that any of those rumors were your fault!” she said 
forcefully.  “You did nothing wrong!  You have a figure that those girls
envy and the boys are simply juvenile imbeciles that don’t know how to
treat a lady!”

Her father nodded his head.  “As you get older, honey, the boys will 
as well and they’ll start to see your brains and your wonderful personality.  
You just...” he stopped awkwardly, but all three of them knew what he was 
thinking.  Her breasts.  Yes, Cassy had developed faster than the other girls 
in her class, although now she wore a tight sports bra to hide that fact.  

Her lashes lowered slightly so that her parents couldn’t see the pain of 
her friends’ betrayal.  “I know, but their words hurt.”

Her mother put a hand to Cassy’s cheek and Cassy leaned into the 
reassuring touch.  “This is a fresh start, honey.  Here, your brains will shine.  
Not your figure!” her mother told her.  

“Excuse me,” a new voice called out from behind Cassy.  “Are you 
Cassandra Finnegan?” 

Cassy turned, wiping the tears from her cheeks and pasting a bright, 
positive smile onto her face.  “Yes, I’m Cassy Finnegan,” she said, startled 
by the beautiful woman standing about two feet away.  Her sandy blond 
hair and her pale skin glowed despite the conservative, tweed suit that she 
wore.  

The woman stepped forward, extending her hand.  “It is a pleasure to 
meet you, Ms. Finnegan.  May I call you Cassy?  Or do you prefer Ms. 
Finnegan?”

 Cassy blinked, not sure how to respond.  No one had ever asked her 
that before.  No one had ever respected her enough to care.  “Um…Cassy is 



fine,” she replied awkwardly.  She’d been called some pretty horrible 
names over the past several months, so someone calling her by her nick 
name sounded pretty darn nice!  

“Excellent!  I’m Ms. Dunworthy and it is a pleasure to meet you, 
Cassy.”  She turned to Cassy’s parents, introducing herself to each of them 
with a professional smile that only made her features look even more 
beautiful.  Cassy wondered what it would be like if someone looked at her 
face first, instead of her protruding…well, she was overly developed and 
people tended to notice her breasts first.  

Ms. Dunworthy hadn’t though.  She’d looked directly into Cassy’s 
eyes.  Not even a passing glance downward.  Nice!  

After the introductions, Ms. Dunworthy turned back to Cassy.  “I am 
an English teacher here at the school, but I am also your dormitory advisor.  
How about if I lead you to your dorm room and introduce you to your 
roommates?  They are already here and I suspect that the three of you will
get along extremely well!”

Cassy smiled for the first time in days at those words.  Friends, she 
thought.  Cassy might have friends!  

She’d had friends at her old school, until the rumors had started.  
Those horrible boys had said…she pushed those old comments aside.  
There weren’t any boys here.  No boys to start mean, disgusting rumors 
about things she didn’t even understand.  She was safe here.  Safe and…
might even have a few friends!  

  



Chapter 1
 

Tamara stared at the two other girls in the room, furious with her 
father for abandoning her here and wanting to lash out at anyone to ease her 
heartache.  But the two girls looked just as sad and confused as she was.  

“I’m engaged,” she blurted out, then looked around, startled to hear 
those words.  

There was a long pause and she looked at the girl with a mass of 
curly, brown hair, her hazel eyes wide with surprise.  

Tamara shrugged as she took another shirt out of her suitcase, placing 
it on her bed.  She wasn’t really sure what to do with her clothes, which was 
why she kept glancing at the other two girls.  Tamara had always had maids 
to tend to her clothing, so “putting things away” was an absolute mystery.  

“My father just married his fifth wife,” another voice announced.  

Tamara’s head swung around.  The red-head, she realized.  

“Five wives isn’t unheard of in my world,” she said.  That was true, 
but it had never felt right that men could have multiple wives.  She didn’t 
want that from her marriage. “But I’d prefer having five husbands to being 
one of five wives.”

There was a giggle and Tamara smiled, relieved that someone 
appreciated her sarcastic humor.  

“He doesn’t have five all at the same time,” the red-head explained, 
taking a stack of shirts and putting them in the middle drawer of her 
wardrobe.  “He marries them, then divorces them.  Has a few affairs during, 
after and before he finds the next wife.”

Tamara quickly took a stack of shirts from her suitcase and placed
them in the middle drawer of her own wardrobe, then glanced back, trying
to be surreptitious about her efforts to observe and learn.  

“That’s nicer, probably,” she replied, although the idea of never
having to deal with a husband at all sounded ideal.  



The one with lots of curls wiped a tear and Tamara realized that she 
wasn’t the only one who was sad and scared and…well, confused.  

That girl sniffed, straightened her shoulders and pulled herself up as if 
girding herself for whatever might come next.  “My mother died a few 
years ago and my father doesn’t know what to do with me.  Hence, my 
presence here at The Burling School,” the curly haired girl explained, then 
lifted a stack of jeans, putting them in the bottom drawer.  

Tamara hesitated.  “That really sucks,” she commented with feeling.  

“Yeah,” the curly haired girl agreed.  “It did.”  She then turned to 
Tamara with a tentative smile.  “Thanks for not saying ‘I’m sorry for your 
loss’.”  She shook her head, those amazing curls dancing around her creamy 
skin, then lifted a bunch of her underwear, panties and bras, into her arms 
and dumped it all into the top drawer.  “People keep saying that to me and it 
just sounds so insincere.  It’s like they don’t know what else to say, so they 
spout those stupid words and look at me with pity.”  She turned, her 
shoulders pulled back and her chin up for the first time since she’d walked 
in.  

Tamara slumped down onto the bed.  “My father knows exactly what 
to do with his only daughter.  He betrothed me to some stranger when I was 
a baby.  And then he pretty much washed his hands of me.  Except when he 
needs to tell me I’m doing something wrong, or that I’m a disappointment 
to him.”  She looked at the other two girls, a slow, secret smile forming on
her lips. “He sent me here because he wants me to become a lady and ‘learn
my place’, whatever that means.”

The red-head, who Tamara would have pegged as too shy for that 
kind of full-bodied laugh, turned around and looked at her companions.  
“My father doesn’t care what I do, as long as I don’t interfere with his 
ability to have affairs with a succession of buxom women.”

Tamara grinned, relaxing for the first time since she’d been told she
was being sent away to boarding school. “Sounds like we all have ‘daddy
issues’.  But since I don’t want to be a lady, I have other plans.”  She looked 
at the other two girls, feeling kindred spirits. “I’m Tamara,” she told them, 
leaving off her title of princess.  She didn’t want her title to be a hindrance 



to making friends with these girls.  She’d never had friends.  Living in a 
palace meant that she’d been surrounded by people, but none that she’d 
consider friends.  

The red-head stepped forward, extending her hand. “I’m Willow,” she 
announced.  “But let’s agree that we have issues, but they aren’t daddy 
issues.  Because that puts the power in someone else’s name.”  

 

Willow looked at the other two girls, Tamara and…well, the curly
haired girl hadn’t said her name yet but she looked friendly enough.  “What 
if we thought of our issues as…abandonment?  I read that term once and it 
feels right.  And it also gives us the power.”  

Tamara smiled, nodding as if she agreed.  “And how do we stop
feeling abandoned?”

The other girl stepped forward, shaking Willow’s hand first, then 
Tamara’s.  “We agree that men don’t have power over us,” she said.  “I’m 
Lana,” she told Tamara and Willow.  “And I think you’re brilliant Willow.”

Willow felt as if she might start sparkling with that praise.  No one 
had ever complimented her before and…it felt really nice.  “I guess we 
should finish unpacking.  But maybe afterwards, we could wander around 
the campus together?” she offered, feeling silly for wanting friends so 
desperately.  And not wanting to be alone.  She was so tired of being alone!  
Of tiptoeing through life, trying to remain invisible so that one of her step 
mothers didn’t walk into a room and offer “advice” on how she should 
dress, or going out to a dinner with her father, only to have him talk to his 
fans, forgetting that she was by his side.  

Tamara and Lana looked at her.  Really looked at her!  It was nice to 
be seen.  To be acknowledged as a human being and not someone to be 
“fixed” as her step mothers constantly tried to do.  Or ignored as her father 
did to her on a daily basis.

 

Lana smiled, feeling hope for the first time in a long time.  “I think 
that’s a great plan,” she replied, feeling brave all of a sudden.  “My father’s 



a good guy, but he gets a bit wrapped up in business.  And I don’t really like 
business or numbers.”

Willow tilted her head slightly.  “What do you like to do?” 

Lana hesitated, but then remembered that she was going to be brave 
going forward.  “I draw,” she announced.  “I love drawing.  Anything and 
everything.”  She lifted her chin.  “I’ll draw both of you, if you’d like?”

The exotic girl turned, her long, dark hair spinning around, wafting
over her shoulders like a dark, silk cascade, and looked in Lana’s direction.  
“You can draw?  Seriously?”

Lana turned and took another stack of shirts out of her bag, hugging 
them to her chest as she turned back to her roommates.  “Yeah. It soothes 
me. I work out all of my issues by putting them on a paper.” She grinned 
and shrugged slightly.  “My notebooks are filled with drawings, even my 
math notebook.  It drove my math teachers crazy!”

Willow laughed as she unloaded the rest of her clothes, then stored 
her suitcase under her bed.  “I think that’s really cool!”

Lana sighed with relief.  “My father says I can’t earn a living by 
drawing stuff.  He tells me that I need to focus more on math.  That the 
world is all about math and science.”

Willow shook her head. “I can do math, but it isn’t my favorite 
subject.  So I really hope that the world isn’t all about just math and science
because I’m not giving up on having a fun career.”

Tamara laughed and Willow cringed when Tamara lifted all of her 
remaining clothes out of her suitcase and shoved them into a drawer.  Most 
of them would be a wrinkled mess when she needed them, but since her 
uniforms were hung up on the bar above the drawers, that was probably 
okay.  It wasn’t like they’d be allowed to wear their regular clothes until the 
weekend anyway.  

“Let’s go explore,” Tamara announced with gusto.  

The three of them nodded, grinning as they walked out of the dorm 
room.  But as soon as they stepped out, they spotted the three girls in the 



room across the hallway.  

“What?” a feisty brunette with dark eyes snapped, her hands fisted on 
her hips.  

Tamara lifted her hands.  “Nothing!”  She turned to Lana and Willow.  
“Come on.  Let’s go explore.”

  



Chapter 2
 

Cassandra Finnegan fought back tears as she watched the three 
beautiful women walk away from their doorway.  

“I think you’ve just made some enemies,” one of the other girls in the
room commented, but the tone didn’t seem to indicate that the other girl
cared.  

Cassy sighed, her hands dropping from her hips.  “I know.  I’m 
sorry.”  She looked at her suitcase with sadness.  “I just…I saw the
 expensive, beautiful clothes they were unpacking and…” she lifted her 
arms, covering her breasts again.  “Their clothes are gorgeous.  Mine are 
pretty bland in comparison.”

One of the other girls let her fingers drift over a small suitcase.  Cassy 
smiled tentatively.  “I like your hair,” she offered.  “I’m Cassy,” she said 
and walked over to the other girl, desperate for a female friend.  She’d worn 
one of her tightest, most constricting sports bras, just so that the other girls 
didn’t make fun of her.  Cassy needed…something.  Some indefinable 
something.  

The other girl smiled, taking Cassy’s hand and she relaxed.  “I’m
 Naya,” the girl replied, letting her hand drift down over the dark curls that
wafted over her shoulder.  “You like my hair?” she asked in almost a 
whisper. 

Cassy felt a surge of that weird sensation.  Was it happiness?  

“Yeah, it’s pretty,” she replied, relaxing ever so slightly.  

Cassy turned to the other girl who also had dark, curly hair.  “You’re 
very pretty as well.”

She stepped closer, extending her hand.  “I’m Ella.”

Cassy grinned at the other girls’ air of confidence.  “It’s a pleasure, 
Ella.  Why are you here?” 

Ella shrugged.   “I got a scholarship.  My family isn’t rich like the rest 
of these girls.  My dad likes to garden and my mother,” Ella shifted on her



feet, an unconsciously defensive movement, “she likes to sew and knit.  
We’re just a normal family.  But this school is one of the best.  And I want 
to get into a good university.”  There was a glimmer of determination in her 
eyes as she said this and Cassy immediately liked her.  

“You sound like a woman on a mission.”

Ella nodded.  “I am.  I have a mission.”  She grinned. “I hate 
injustice.  I’m going to be a reporter when I get older and I’m going to 
ferret out all of the injustices of the world, daring anyone to stop me.”

As someone who had just endured months of humiliation because of 
someone’s lies, Cassy thought that this girl was amazing!  “I think that I 
like you,” she laughed.  Then turned to the other girl.  “Why are you here?” 

 

Naya cringed and lowered her head for a moment, then remembered 
that she wasn’t going to cower anymore.  With a determined lift of her chin, 
she looked both girls in the eye.  “My story isn’t very interesting.” 

Naya shifted her backpack, not unpacking because she didn’t want the 
other girls to see how few clothes she owned.  And there was no way she 
wanted anyone to know that she was basically an orphan.  No way! That 
was one secret she’d take to the grave.  But it felt really good to know that
she wasn’t the only poor one here.  If Ella and Cassy were telling the truth,
they weren’t as well off as everyone else looked.

“I’m sure that your story is fascinating,” Ella argued, but with an
encouraging smile.  “Although, I can sense that you’re a bit wary, just like 
the rest of us.”

Cassy laughed.  “You don’t loo wary in any way, Ella.”

Ella shrugged with a confident-looking grin.  “I read a book once 
about how a person needs to pretend to be someone until they become that 
person.  So I’m pretending to be strong and confident, unconcerned with
other peoples’ opinions and unafraid.”

Cassy tilted her head.  “You don’t care about what someone else 
might say about you?”



Ella’s confidence was strong, but there were a few chinks in her 
armor.  “Yeah, it bothers me.  Sometimes.  But I’m figuring out how to 
ignore that.  How to pretend that I’m not affected.”  She leaned forward and 
whispered, “I’m actually a bit of a wimp because I’m shorter than most 
people.”  She straightened, although that confidence was back in her eyes.  
“But I’m learning.”

Naya stepped closer, her fingers tightening on the frayed strap of her
backpack.  “Will you…” she cleared her throat.  “Will you teach me?”  She 
looked over at Cassy, then back at Ella.  “I’m actually here on a scholarship 
as well.  But confidence, I’m lacking there a bit too.”

Ella bounced on her toes.  “Yes!” she laughed. They both turned to 
look at Cassy.  

She lifted her hands as well. “I’m all in!” she agreed.  “I’d love to 
learn how to ignore these rich girls’ attitudes.  And my main goal in life is 
to take down injustice too, but probably not the same way you are planning 
to achieve it.”

Ella clapped her hands, her enthusiasm hitting both Naya and Cassy 
like a heat wave. “That’s awesome!  We’ll be the three classiest, smartest, 
most amazing women that have every graduated from this school!” 

Cassy and Naya looked at each other, but at the same time, they also
laughed and their shoulders shifted to a more confident angle.  “That sounds 
like an amazing plan!” 

Naya looked at both girls again. “So, what’s the first step?” she asked,
feeling a bit silly, but also excited.  She hadn’t felt excitement in a long, 
long time.  In fact, the only time she felt this way was when she was about 
to get a test back from the teacher that she’d studied really hard for and
knew that she’d done well on.  Yeah, she liked this feeling a whole lot better 
than the shame that had draped over her shoulders for the longest time.  

Yeah, things were going to change, she thought with a bubble of
something that felt vaguely similar to happiness.  For the first time, she 
walked with her head held high.  Confidence was new to her, but as he 



walked beside Ella and Cassy, Naya thought that it felt good on her!  
  



Chapter 3
 

It was October and most of the other students were eagerly dressing 
for the annual Homecoming dance.  The boys’ school several miles away 
were also attending and the girls had been packed into the chapel earlier 
today with the message from Ms. Hendricks to be on their best behavior 
tonight.

Naya, Cassy and Ella had listened, but didn’t really think their 
behavior would be a problem.  They weren’t going to the dance tonight, 
preferring to avoid any situations where their clothes would be laughed at. 
 All of the other students had pulled out designer dresses and shoes costing 
over a thousand dollars.  Cassy, Ella and Naya didn’t have that kind of 
money, so avoidance was easier than pretending they didn’t care.  

“I think we should do it this way,” Naya offered, shifting the board 
around and rearranging the pictures and headlines.  When she was done, she 
spun it around again so that Cassy and Ella could see it.  

“That’s perfect!” Ella clapped out her enthusiastic amazement at
Naya’s artistic talent.  “How do you do that?” 

Cassy nodded agreement.  “You definitely have an eye for this stuff. 
I’m glad that I convinced you to join the yearbook club.”  

Ella shifted on the floor with all of the pictures from the last few 
events spread out around the three of them.  “How should we do this?” she 
asked, shifting more of the pictures around.  

There were loud shouts at the other end of the hallway as the rest of 
the girls dressed and did their hair for the big dance tonight.  Excitement 
thrummed in the air and everyone seemed to be more giggly than usual.  

Cassy, Naya and Ella would have their own celebration together, but 
they’d wait until the others were out of the dormitory.  For now, they 
preferred to look busy which provided their excuse to avoid the dance. 

“Hey, do either of you have some extra bobby pins?” Tamara asked,
standing in the doorway and looking exotically beautiful and thin and all of 



the things that Cassy wanted to be.  But Cassy was just a regular girl-next-
door.  There wasn’t anything special about her long, dark hair.  Her eyes 
were fine, but they were just eyes, nothing special and they definitely didn’t 
angle up like a cat’s the way Tamara’s eyes did.  

“I have some,” Ella exclaimed, jumping up from the floor where their
story-boards for the yearbook were spread out.  She shifted some things 
around in her bedside drawer, then came up with a few bobby pins.  “Will
 these work?” she asked, holding them up for Tamara’s inspection.  

“Yeah, thanks!” she replied politely, then backing away.  

Cassy watched the scene with a bit of envy over Tamara’s lovely blue 
dress.  But jealousy wasn’t a productive emotion so Cassy cast her issues 
aside.  Instead, she did what she’d done since starting school here.  She 
turned her attention away from what she couldn’t do, and focused on what 
was possible.  She would never be the exotic beauty, but she was excellent 
at dividing up issues and getting tasks accomplished.  

For the next several hours, she laughed with Ella and Naya while they
reworked several sections of the yearbook layout together.  

“I think this looks great!” Naya sighed, smoothing a hand over the 
templates they’d created.  

The three of them leaned back against their beds, a sense of pride 
permeating the room because of their efforts.  It was going to be a really
good yearbook!  Much more interesting than past editions.  “Okay, I think
we should sneak into the kitchen and get some ice cream!” Cassy
whispered.

Naya and Ella froze, their eyes wide as they contemplated the 
possibilities.  “Do you think there’s still some of that mint chocolate chip 
ice cream left over?” Ella whispered with hope and longing.  

Naya licked her lips.  “Or that strawberry.  That was the best 
strawberry ice cream I’ve had in years!” 

In unison, the three of them jumped up and raced out of the room, 
giggling excitedly as they tiptoed down the stairs.  They were in their 
pajamas, so it wasn’t as if they looked like expert burglars.  But the three of 



them were confident that they could make their way across the quad to the
dining hall and sneak the creamy treat.

Unfortunately, they’d only made it down to the bottom stairs when 
someone from the outside yanked the dormitory door open.  

Cassy, Ella and Naya froze, looking guilty even if they weren’t yet 
violating any of the school rules.  

Still, Willow’s eyes narrowed as she took in the three of them.  “What
are you guys doing?” Willow demanded, leading Tamara and Lana behind
them, both of them peering over Willow’s shoulder to find out why their
friend had stopped instead of going into the building.

Ella stepped in front of the others. “Nothing,” she replied with a bit of 
an attitude.  “Why aren’t you guys at the dance?” 

Willow shrugged. “It was boring.  The guys at the dance were…” she
sighed, her eyes hardening with irritation before she finished, “tedious.”

Tamara snorted.  “You mean obnoxious,” she corrected.  “There was 
this one guy, I think his name as Anton or something pretentious, but he
kept sliding his hands over my butt whenever I stepped up to get some
punch.  Very annoying.” She grinned suddenly, Willow and Lana laughing, 
obviously having witnessed the scene.  “So I ‘accidentally’ stepped on his 
foot.  Hard.  He wasn’t interested in another dance after that.”

Cassy stared at the three girls that had lived across the hall for the 
past two months.  Tamara, Lana and Willow all came from incredibly 
wealthy families.  In fact, there were rumors that Tamara was actually
royalty, but no one knew for sure and Tamara just rolled her eyes if anyone 
confronted her on the question.  

The six of them had talked occasionally but…Ella, Cassy and Naya 
did their own thing, preferring not to be looked down on by the rich girls.  
They weren’t friends, but nor were the six of them enemies.  So why were
these three here?  Something weird was going on!  

Ella didn’t fully trust the rich girls yet, always assuming that they 
were hiding something.  “Yeah, well, we’re…going to do something.”



Lana stepped in front of them, her dark curls bouncing around her 
shoulders.  “We want in,” she whispered.  “I promise we won’t tell anyone.’

Willow nodded.  “We’re quiet.  But you guys have all the fun.  We 
want in!”

Cassy looked at Ella and Naya, both of them shrugging, then nodding 
their heads.  

“Fine.  But if you rat us out, you’re nothing to us!” Ella hissed. 

The other three girls laughed because Ella was the shortest of all of 
them.  She was also the cutest, but with a determination that earned her 
respect from the other students.

“This way,” Cassy said, waving her hand towards the door.  They 
snuck out, three girls in flannel pajamas and slippers, another three in heels 
and designer dresses, tiptoeing across the quad.  

“We’re getting ice cream,” Naya explained.  “We’ve been working on 
the yearbook all night and we want a treat.  So be quiet or we’ll wake up the 
headmistress.”

Six of them snuck in through the back doors to the dining hall, then 
carefully, silently, made their way into the kitchen.  Once there, they 
laughed and snickered at the huge violation of the school rules by being in 
the kitchen after hours, but they each grabbed a spoon.  Then when they all 
had a bowl of ice cream, the six of them sat cross legged on the high metal
prep tables, laughing and talking and eating ice cream.  The wealthy trio 
talked about the dance, the boring boys and the lame punch that the 
headmistress had served to everyone.  

The three less wealthy girls explained their vision for the yearbook
and the progress they made on the layout over the course of the evening.

It wasn’t a friendship between the two groups, but after laughing and 
eating ice cream, there was a sort of…acknowledgement of each other’s 
worth.  And that went a long way towards bridging the economic distance 
between the six of them.

  



Chapter 4
 

Cassy pulled her notebooks closer to her chest, hiding her figure from 
the other girls.  The snickers and pointing was painful and she hurried 
towards her next class.  

“What in the world is going on?” Ella demanded, sliding into the desk 
next to Cassy for their literature class.  “Something is weird today and I 
can’t figure it out.”  Naya slid into the one on the other side of Cassy, out of 
breath for some reason.  

“Good grief, I just made it!”

Ms. Dunworthy stepped into the classroom at that moment, closing 
the door which meant that anyone outside of the classroom would receive a 
tardy slip and would need to speak with the headmistress about their 
tardiness.  

“Okay, settle down ladies,” she called out.  “We are reading Crime 
and Punishment.  Who can explain the existential threat present in chapter 
five?” 

Cassy relaxed as the class progressed and she was able to forget, at 
least for a moment, that the other girls were gossiping about her.  She had 
no idea what infraction she might have done that would cause their tails to 
wag, but she hated it.  She’d come here to The Burling School to get away 
from the vicious lies.  

The class ended and Cassy quickly gathered up her books, wanting to 
hide out in the library.  “I’m skipping lunch,” she said to Ella and Naya.  

“But…” Ella glanced at Naya, not sure what was happening.  “Cassy, 
you skipped breakfast this morning too.  You have to be hungry.”  

“I’m fine,” she whispered, head down as confusion and shame…
shame for something she didn’t understand, weighed down on her.  “I’m not 
really hungry,” she lied, but Cassy didn’t want to go to the lunch area, 
afraid of the snickers and whispers.  Until she knew what they were saying, 



she wanted to just…hide.  Not a very confident tactic, but it was all she had
 at the moment.  

“You’re not skipping another meal,” Ella told her, grabbing her arm 
and dragging Cassy with her to the dining hall.  “Hey, Naya, can you help
me with that chemistry thing?” They stepped into the dining hall.  “We have
a lab today and I…” she stopped because silence descended on the dining
hall as soon as they stepped through the doors.

Cassy cringed, hearing the whispers again.  

Genevieve, the snottiest of the girls and the reigning queen bee, 
stepped up in front of Cassy, looking up and down her figure.  “You had sex 
with Tony Simpson at the dance last week!  Are you pregnant?”

Cassy’s mouth fell open.  “I…what?” she gasped.  

Ella laughed, but the sound wasn’t amusing.  Ella had a way of 
sounding imperious and intimidating.  “Cassy wasn’t even at the dance!  
How could she have had sex with some guy when she wasn’t there?”

Naya stepped up, putting her body between Genevieve and Cassy.  “I 
heard that you wanted Tony Simpson for yourself.  What’s going on Gen?” 
she asked, using the hated nickname.  “Did Tony reject you and now you’re 
trying to get revenge?” 

Naya must have hit on the truth because Genevieve’s face turned a 
furious red.  “No!  And I know she wasn’t at the dance.  She was with Tony 
all night, having sex and getting pregnant.”

Ella shook her head.  “Cassy didn’t go to the dance, nor did she meet 
up with some guy.  She was with us.”

Genevieve sneered. “Of course you’re going to lie for her.  You’re her 
friends.”  

Tamara, Lana and Willow stood up from the table where they’d been 
eating lunch, coming up behind the evil girl.  

Tamara was the more forceful of their trio, and also taller than 
Genevieve, if only by about an inch.  Tamara still managed to look down at 
the spiteful girl.  “Well, I’m not friends with her and I know that Cassy 



didn’t do anything with any boy.  She was working on the yearbook stuff.  I 
saw her before I left for the dance.  And then she was still in the dormitory,
in her pajamas with Ella and Naya, when we came back from the dance 
early.  I’m not friends with Cassy, so just back off, Gen.”  She leaned closer.  
“Or I’ll tell everyone about what I saw over by the willow trees when we
 were walking home.”

Amazingly, Genevieve’s face turned and even brighter shade of red, 
then she looked around to see if anyone believed the accusation.  Sure 
enough, the other girls sitting at the tables were looking at her curiously.  “It 
was nothing,” she claimed.  “I just went for a walk.”

Naya took Cassy’s arm, leading her through to the lunch line where 
they all got food, then headed towards their regular table.  

“Hey Cassy!” one of the other girls called out.  

A few others lifted their hands in greeting and the ringing in Cassy’s 
ears stopped.  She looked around, no longer seeing the condemnation on the 
other girls’ faces.  And yet, she could still feel the bitter taste of 
humiliation.  And all because of a lie…from someone trying to cover up her 
own illicit rendezvous?  

Yes, girls could be cruel. And what’s worse, she suspected that this 
Tony Simpson, whoever he was, had probably kissed another girl and was 
being lauded for his manliness at his boarding school.  While Cassy had 
been condemned for a sexual liaison.  Good grief, she was fourteen years 
old!  She didn’t even know how to have sex!  Oh, she knew the basics, but 
surely what she’d read couldn’t be right!  No way!  That was just…
disgusting!  

  



Chapter 5
 

The note handed to the teacher caused Tamara’s heart to lurch.  There 
was nothing about the note that might indicate that it was meant for her.  
But she knew.  She just knew!  

Sure enough, her calculus teacher opened the note and nodded, then 
looked right at her.  “Tamara, you’re presence is needed at the headmistress’ 
office,” she said and handed Tamara the note.  

There was a stirring in the room, but Tamara ignored it as she packed 
up her books.  Willow and Lana looked at her worriedly, but Tamara shook 
her head.  “It’s my father,” she explained with grim resignation.  “He came 
to London for a visit and probably wants to lecture me on something.”  

“Good luck!” Naya whispered with her normal enthusiasm.  

“Thanks,” she replied, but there was nothing ‘good’ about a visit from 
her father.  

“You can handle him, Tam,” Willow whispered, her cynical eyes 
conveying her personal determination.  “Don’t let him drag you down.  And 
we’ll be waiting for you after he leaves.  We’ll do a stealth run.”

Startled, Tamara paused as she lifted her books into her arms.  
“Thanks,” she replied with sincerity.  “I’ll need it.”

Tamara hurried out of the room, not wanting to endure a reprimand 
from her teacher.  But as soon as she was out of the classroom, her steps 
slowed.  It was only her father, she told herself as she meandered through 
the hallways, taking an extra loop through the stairs.  In part, her slow 
progression towards the administration building was a petty effort to irritate 
her father.  But mostly, it was her way of delaying the inevitable lecture.  
Her father wasn’t here to see her because he missed her.  Tamara didn’t 
delude herself into thinking that.  She wasn’t a son, so therefore, her only 
value to him was to marry her off to that idiot prince from Tular.  Tamara 
knew his name, but refused to even think it.  



Somehow, some way, she was going to get out of this ridiculous 
arranged marriage!  

When she reached the ancient stone steps of the administration 
building, her steps slowed even more.  Dread filled her, causing her 
stomach to clench.  Talking to her father always felt like she’d done 
something wrong.  

Unfortunately, she knew that her father would furiously disapprove of 
her classes here at The Burling School.  She knew what he expected, but 
had ignored his demands.  And with every perfect score on every test for a 
class he wouldn’t approve of her taking, she felt a zing of success.  But 
Calculus and chemistry, physics and computer science, graphic design, and 
anything non-ladylike she could stuff into her schedule.  

He wouldn’t approve, she knew.  And now that she was standing 
outside of the administration building, it occurred to her that her father 
might be too angry with her classes and could yank her out of school, drag 
her back to Nadir.  He could more closely supervise her education if she 
was back in the palace.  

For a long moment, she stood outside of the Headmistress’ office, not 
stepping inside.  But when she heard the angry tone, she couldn’t delay any 
longer. She’d done this!  She’d selected the hardest classes offered at the
 school so it was time to face the consequences.  

“Hello father,” Tamara greeted, stepping into the stark office.  The 
severe countenance of Headmistress Hendricks smiled, but Tamara 
recognized the admonishment in her eyes.  The headmistress wasn’t an idiot 
and knew exactly how long it took to walk from the math class to her office.  

Tamara had the grace to look apologetic, until she turned to face her 
father once again.  

“It’s an honor to see you, father,” she said, not with a great deal of 
sincerity, but Tamara knew how to appease her father.  At least, most of the 
time she knew.  Every once in a while, he was on edge and needed a target.  
Women were his favorites when he was really frustrated about something 
and never hesitated to take his anger out on any woman nearby.  



“Tamara, you look good,” he replied, just as formally.  “How are your 
classes?  I’m here to check on your progress personally.”  

Tamara knew that his words were meant to show Headmistress
Hendricks that he was a good father, doing his duty to ensure that his 
daughter was well cared for and heading in the “right direction”.  Tamara
 also knew that this visit was simply a side visit to the main purpose of his 
trip out of his country.  She was a footnote in his life.  

“My classes are good, father,” she replied, with a small, mocking 
bow.  “My grades are good.”

He nodded, turning to Headmistress Hendricks for confirmation.  

“Yes, Tamara is an excellent student.”

“And are her classes appropriate for her future?  She will need to 
know how to be a good wife to her future husband.”

Tamara’s whole body stiffened and she turned her terror filled eyes 
towards the headmistress, silently begging her to understand what he was 
actually asking.  Unfortunately, the older woman wasn’t looking at Tamara.

“Tamara is on a very promising path that I’m sure will enhance her 
future role in society very well, Your Highness.”  

Tamara blinked, stunned by that ambiguous comment.  Had Ms. 
Hendricks just…had the headmistress covered for her?  

The stern headmistress continued.  “Her manners and etiquette 
couldn’t be more elegant.  She has good poise and speaks well in front of 
others when it is required of her.”  The headmistress turned and smiled at 
someone coming through the doorway.  “Ah!  Here is Ms. Dunworthy,” she 
said. “This is her dormitory guide.  Ms. Dunworthy, His Highness is 
concerned about Tamara’s classes.  He’s here to ensure that she’s heading in 
the right direction for her future role as a wife.”

Tamara cringed, hating that everyone knew what was expected of her.  
As she watched, Ms. Dunworthy’s eyes hardened, her shoulders stiffened.  
For a moment, Tamara was confused.  



Then Ms. Dunworthy, always the epitome of elegance and manners, 
turned to Tamara’s father and…lied!  

Okay, sort of lied.  But she was magnificent!  

“Your Highness, we’ve worked with Tamara to ensure that all of her 
classes are appropriate for her future role.  We haven’t scheduled the napkin 
folding class, or the classes that explore correct seating chart control, but 
never fear, we are nothing if not thorough at The Burling School.  We have 
many occasions where Tamara is required to demonstrate and improve upon 
her skills as a hostess and wife.”  She folded her hands in front of her and 
smiled blandly.  “Never fear, Your Highness.  By the time Tamara leaves 
The Burling School, she will be quite prepared for everything life might 
throw at her, plus she will do it with elegance and beauty.”

Tamara tried very hard to hide her surprise…and her amusement…at
Ms. Dunworthy’s words.  Hoping for a bland expression, she turned to face 
her father once again, needing to see his reaction.  

The man simply nodded, not even bothering to look at his daughter.  
“Excellent,” he replied.  “The Burling School came highly recommended to 
me as a place where my daughter’s more,” he paused, as if thinking, then
went on, “…stubborn and unwoman-like inclinations could be channeled on 
a more appropriate path.  I am encouraged to hear that those 
recommendations were true.”  With that, he shifted and nodded towards the 
headmistress, but not at Tamara and Ms. Dunworthy.  A moment later, he 
walked out of the office.  The three women watched, silently, through the 
window of Ms. Hendricks’s office window, as the man walked down the 
stone steps of the building, then ducked into the back of a limousine.  
Moments later, he and his entourage drove off. 

Only then did the three women breathe a sigh of relief.  “Good grief!” 
Ms. Hendricks groaned as she sat down heavily in her chair.  “What a 
sexist…!” she stopped and looked towards Tamara.  “I apologize, Tamara.  
That was ill-mannered of me.”  

Ms. Dunworthy smiled as she sat down as well, waving to the other 
chair for Tamara to sit.  “So, your father thinks that we’re training you to 
become a wife?” 



Tamara’s chin lifted.  “That was his goal,” she told both ladies, her 
eyes daring them to change her class schedule.  

“And yet, you are in all of the most advanced classes,” Ms.
Dunworthy replied contemplatively.  Tilting her head, she asked, “Am I to 
assume that becoming a good, well-mannered wife is not your personal 
goal?” 

Tamara stiffened, looking warily at both women before answering.  
“My goal is to become a positive, productive member of society.  And 
although I love Nadir, I don’t intend to return to my country.  I…can’t,” she 
replied, stumbling on that last word as if it pained her.  “If I go back to 
Nadir, I will be measured for my wedding dress.” 

Tamara looked towards both women, waiting for their reactions.  
Although, she wasn’t fully prepared for the admiration shining in either 
woman’s eyes, it felt…good!  

“Well, then I suspect we need to prepare you for your personal path!”
Ms. Dunworthy announced, then smiled towards the headmistress who was 
also smiling with delight.  

A half hour later, Tamara walked into her dorm room that was silent, 
since the rest of the girls were still in class.  For a long time, she simply 
stood there, a strange sensation filling her.  Was this what empowerment felt 
like?  Approval?  She loved studying hard and earning high marks on her 
exams and projects.  But this…this was different.  This felt…liberating!  

“Are you okay?” an almost belligerent voice asked.

Tamara turned and looked in the doorway.  Cassy stood there, her 
books held in front of her chest like a shield.  They weren’t friends, but ever 
since that afternoon in the lunch room, when Genevieve had lied about
Cassy and the night of the dance, there’d been a sort of detente between the 
two groups of friends.  Tamara and Cassy might never be bosom buddies, 
but there wasn’t the animosity that had previously existed between them.  

“I’m fine,” Tamar said, then smiled brightly.  “Thanks for asking.”

Before anything else could be said, there was a loud banging as the 
rest of the students hurried to their rooms.  Classes were over for the day 



and everyone had ninety minutes before the dinner bell rang.  It was 
homework time.  Decompression time.  And everyone was a bit relieved for
the break because the classes and expectations here at the school were 
demanding.  

Cassy nodded, then turned and headed into her room across the hall 
from Tamara’s.  Lana and Willow rushed up the stairs, then burst into their 
shared room.  “What happened?” Willow asked, tossing her book bag 
carelessly onto her bed before standing in front of Tamara.  The stance was
 belligerent and someone might assume that Willow was ready to do battle.  
And Tamara knew that the assumption wouldn’t be too far off from the 
mark.  But they wouldn’t understand that Willow…and now Lana…were 
ready to do battle for her.  For Tamara!  And it felt really good to have
friends that were willing to take on the world for her! 

  



Chapter 6
 

“Class dismissed!” Ms. Dunworthy announced.  She then turned 
concerned eyes on Tamara.  “Are you okay?  You look a little…anxious.”

Willow pasted a smile on her features and nodded.  “Absolutely!  I’m 
fine,” she lied, pretending that her friends from chemistry class didn’t 
recognize the fake smile and ask her about it.  It was too humiliating to 
admit, but Willow was desperately trying to figure out how to avoid going 
home for the holidays.  

So instead, she headed towards her dorm room, wondering if Ms.
Dunworthy would allow her to stay here at the school instead.  

As soon as she reached her room, she flopped back onto the bed and 
stared up at the ceiling.  

“What’s wrong?” Tamara demanded as soon as she stepped into the 
room.  

Willow lifted her head up to glance at Tamara and moved her feet out 
of the way seconds before her friend flopped down on the small bed beside 
her.  “Holidays,” she grumbled. 

Lana burst into the room with her normal exuberance and did the 
same, tossing her books onto her bed, then coming over to jump on 
Willow’s.  By that point there wasn’t much room and Willow laughed at the 
ridiculous way all three of them were contorting their bodies.  

“Tell me what’s wrong!” Lana demanded, pulling her out-of-control 
curls up on top of her head.  

“We don’t want to go home for the holidays,” Tamara explained.  
“Personally, if I never go home again, I’d be fine,” she continued, even
though Tam had been regaling Lana and Willow about the sunrises in Nadir 
the previous night.  Her resistance to return home had nothing to do with 
her love for her country and everything to do with avoiding an arranged 
marriage to a man she didn’t know.  



Lana’s eyes widened with excitement.  “Then come home with me!” 
she gasped, sitting up, causing her curls to dance merrily around her 
beautiful features.  

Tamara and Willow both snorted.  “Right.  And ruin your family 
holiday?  No way!”

Lana laughed, waving her hand dismissively. “First of all, both of you 
coming home with me would be a lot of fun and would make Christmas so 
much better.  I’d love to share my family’s traditions with you and I know
that my father would absolutely love to get to know both of you better.  I 
talk about you guys all the time during our phone conversations, so it just 
makes sense that you come home with me.  I’m pretty sure that he thinks 
you two are figments of my imagination.”  She laughed as if she’d said 
something funny.  “But also, I know that you both don’t want to go home, 
so come with me.  We’ll have a ton of fun!  Besides, my dad is all furious 
about some business deal that he lost to some guy.  The last time I spoke to 
my dad on the phone, he was ranting about the same upstart guy who had 
tricked him out of something or other.  I wasn’t really paying much
attention since this particular man has been driving my father crazy for a
while now.”

“Won’t your father mind if he’s invaded by strangers when he’s trying
to resolve a business issue?” Tamara asked.  “My father hates it when 
anyone messes up his plans and screams until the whole palace is 
miserable.”

Lana grinned, her dimples coming out as she shook her head.  “No, in 
fact, my father absolutely loves to entertain, so you’d actually be doing him, 
and me, a favor by coming.  He’ll be so excited to have house guests that 
he’ll shift out of grouchy-mode and into host-mode.”  

Willow blinked, not sure how to handle an invitation such as Lana’s
offer.  “He…he doesn’t already have plans for the holidays?  He’s not going 
to visit…friends?” she asked.  Her father didn’t really have friends.  He had 
leeches that he considered to be friends. 

Lana knew what Willow was asking and put a gentle hand on 
Willow’s arm. “My dad has many friends, but he’ll love both of you.”  She 



wrinkled her nose as she continued, “My father might not know how to stop 
this bully that keeps stealing his business, but he’s a wonderful host.  You’ll 
be honorary daughters for the holidays!”

Both Willow and Tamara looked at each other, then almost at the 
same moment, they agreed.  But not with words.  Nope, that wasn’t their 
way.  Instead, they nodded and…

Lana didn’t have enough time to escape before both Tamara and 
Willow piled on top of her, tickling her and kissing her everywhere.  They 
were a giggling mess of arms, legs, hair and laughter.  

  



Chapter 6
 

“Bampas!” Lana gasped, walking into the living room to kiss her 
father goodnight.  

Instantly, her father whipped the cigar out of his mouth, trying to hide 
it behind his back.  “I thought you were in bed, agapitos.”

Lana glared at her father, then let her eyes drop to the glass of scotch
in his other hand. “The doctor told you that you should quit smoking and
decrease your alcohol intake.  From what I’ve seen, you’ve done neither.”  
She paused and glared at her dad, crossing her arms over her chest as she 
waited for her father’s response. 

“Pah!” her father snorted.  “Doctor’s don’t know everything, agape
mou.”  

Her mouth fell open and she stepped deeper into his study.  “Bampas, 
you know that I love you and I need you to take care of yourself.  And yes, 
doctors know a lot more about your health than what you seem to 
understand.”  Walking over to him, she lifted up onto her toes and kissed his 
round cheek.  “I love you, Bampas.  And I need you around for years and 
years!  Besides, if you don’t take care of yourself, who is going to show that 
guy, what’s his name, Anastas, that you’re the ultimate business man?”

Her father pulled his cigar around again, puffing on it several times.  
“Don’t mention that man’s name in my presence,” Higar replied.  “You can 
speak of anyone, but not that man!”

Lana laughed.  “Bampas, if you don’t stop smoking that cigar, I’m
going to invite that man to dinner tomorrow night.”

Higar stared at his daughter, horror lighting his eyes.  “You 
wouldn’t!”

She grinned and he never could resist his little girl when the dimples 
came out.  “I will, and you know it.”

He shook his head, chuckling as he once again relaxed.  “You don’t 
even know the man’s name so there’s no way you could invite him.  But I 



appreciate the threat.”  He sighed, took another puff of his cigar, then 
stubbed it out on the crystal ash tray beside him.  “There!  I put it out.”  He 
bent and kissed her cheek.  “Are you happy now?  You take away all of my 
pleasures and leave me with nothing.”

Lana rolled her eyes once again, then took the glass of scotch out of 
his hand, draining more than half of it.  “Not all of your pleasures,
 Bampas.”  Then, with a saucy look over her shoulder, she walked out of his 
study.  “Kali nycha, Bampas!”

“Good night, agape mou,” Higar replied in response, watching his 
daughter with pride.  When he was alone again, Higar laughed softly, 
thinking that his daughter was growing up to be a beautiful woman who 
would make a man a good wife.  A wonderful wife!  

Of course, she’d have to stop that silly drawing!  Always, that one 
was drawing something!  Sometimes just pieces of something and other 
times, there was a fullness to her drawings.  Even to his uneducated eyes,
 Higar knew that her drawings were impressive. But since there was no 
future in drawings, no way to make a living from that, he wanted her to 
focus more on her other classes.  Math and science, he thought.  Those were 
the classes everyone should focus on.  They were the areas that most 
employers needed these days.  Art was…well, nice to look at, good to hang 
on one’s wall, but it was pointless otherwise.

 



Chapter

Four Years Later
 

Lana, Tamara and Willow stared up at Royal Holloway, the iconic 
building that screamed “University of London” to anyone who cared to 
listen.  “We’re here,” Tamara whispered.  

Lana grinned, linking her right arm through Tamara’s and her left arm 
through Willow’s.  “Yep.  We made it!”

Willow smiled, leaning her head down against Lana’s shoulder. “My 
father doesn’t know where I am.  I told his accountants where to send the 
money for my tuition.  But otherwise, he has no clue.”

Lana laughed, shaking her head. “My father grumbled about it for
weeks, telling me I should just get married and give him grandbabies.”

There was a long silence, then they both turned to look at Tamara.  
She was still, looking a bit…strange.  

“What happened when you told your father that you were continuing 
with your education?” Lana asked, but both Willow and Lana suspected that 
the conversation hadn’t been very good.  

“I didn’t,” she finally admitted, releasing a breath she’d been holding 
as they stood there staring at the university campus.  “He wasn’t at my 
graduation.  He has no idea where I am.”  She shrugged.  “I don’t think he 
even cares.”

Lana grinned, those incredible dimples appearing once again.  “We 
still don’t have daddy issues, right?” she laughed.  “Still abandonment 
issues?” 

Tamara reluctantly pulled her eyes away from the old, stone buildings 
and looked at her two friends.  “No way!  We’re in control of our issues 
now,” she said, grinning.  “Come on.  Let’s go check out our dorm rooms.  
Lana, you got the bed closest to the bed at The Burling School.  You are 
now banished to the corner!”



The three of them laughed, because in truth, none of them wanted the 
bed closest to the window.  The old buildings weren’t known for their 
insulation and the cold seeped in from outside during the winter months.  

“I won’t mind that at all!” Lana laughed.  “Come on ladies.  Let’s go 
start the next chapter in our lives!”

 



Chapter
 

“So…the school museum has examples of the dodo,” Naya 
announced, then waited.  

Sure enough, Ella and Cassy were slow to grasp her words, but then
they simultaneously turned to look at Naya, then the three of them burst out 
laughing.  

“The dodo?” Ella gasped, trying to recover from her laughing fit.  “I 
thought that was a joke!”

Naya shook her head, wiping away the tears.  Their laughter was as 
much amusement as nerves as they stood on the edge of the campus for 
Oxford University.  “Not a joke.  The museum here has not just one dodo, 
but the largest display of the dodo in the world.”

The three of them slowly recovered, each of them taking a deep 
breath and standing once again.  “Okay, so…we’re here.  We’re going to 
conquer, right?” Ella asked.  

“Absolutely!” Naya replied with a firm nod.

“You bet!” Cassy agreed.  “Except…” she turned and looked at them.  
“We’ll be going in different directions.  At the Burling School, we basically 
took the same classes.  Now we’ll be…”

Ella broke off, then spun around, glaring at her two best friends.  
“No!  We got each other through high school.  We’re going to get each 
other through university now.  We’re friends.”

Naya shook her head.  “We’re more than friends,” she asserted firmly.  
“We’re sisters.”

Cassy grinned.  “A strange looking family, but I agree.  We’re sisters.  
If not by blood, then by fire.”

They laughed, then turned and lifted their luggage from the trunk of 
Cassy’s father’s car.  He’d driven all three of them here today and had been 



standing back, looking at the trio with an amused expression to his kind 
features.  “You ladies ready?” he asked.

The three of them looked at each other, huge grins on their faces.  In 
unison, they all nodded.  “Yes!” they replied.  

 

Note:  There might be additional scenes to this novella.  When I write them, 
I’ll post them separately on my website and will let all of you ladies know 
via e-mail and social media.  Once the series is finished, I’ll compile all of 
the scenes into the novella in the correct order and will release this, free, to 
all of the retail sites.  

(Keep reading for a bit more on each of The Ladies of The Burling School!)



A bit of insight into the ladies you’re about to get to know:
 

Tamara comes across to the world as tough and 
indomitable, but she’s vulnerable and scared underneath.  
Despite that, she is determined to make her way in the 
world. 

https://elizabethlennox.com/awakened-by-the-powerful-
sheik

Willow is a gentle soul who is searching for her way.  
She refuses to be a pawn in her father’s career and love 
life anymore. 

https://elizabethlennox.com/Guilty-Pleasures
Naya is possibly the most tender of these ladies, but she 
hides it well – at least from everyone except for the man 
who steps into her life.  But she hides her real self from 
the world with a defiant lift of her chin and barrels 
forward. 

https://elizabethlennox.com/pregnant-with-the-tycoons-
heir

Lana is a fabulous artist but not the best when it comes 
to running her father’s business.  She’s proud and loyal – 
almost to her detriment.  

https://elizabethlennox.com/her-enemy-her-lover
Ella is oblivious to caution!  She pushes through life as if 
there are no obstacles.  Her determination to reveal all 
the wrongs in the world leads to her success, but also 
leads her to a man she can’t control. 

https://elizabethlennox.com/pregnant-with-the-tycoons-
heir

Cassandra (Cassy) is deeply wounded by her past, but 
refuses to allow it to hinder her ambition.  She’s tough 

https://elizabethlennox.com/awakened-by-the-powerful-sheik/
https://elizabethlennox.com/Guilty-Pleasures
https://elizabethlennox.com/pregnant-with-the-tycoons-heir/
https://elizabethlennox.com/her-enemy-her-lover/
https://elizabethlennox.com/pregnant-with-the-tycoons-heir


and determined – as well as soft and tender when she 
falls in love. 

https://elizabethlennox.com/pregnant-with-the-tycoons-
heir

I’ve also started Ms. Dunworthy’s story, but it’s still in rough 
draft format so it needs a bit more polish before I can give you 

details.  More to come!

https://elizabethlennox.com/pregnant-with-the-tycoons-heir/
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