
“Lord Easton,” she said, hoping she wasn’t about to ask a question that had already been answered 
when she wasn’t listening. “Are there many unmarried girls at court looking for husbands?” 
 
He regarded her thoughtfully, sipping his wine before answering. 
 
“At times, yes,” he finally said. “It’s been three years since I’ve been there, so I’m not sure who 
might be there now. But it is a common thing for parents to send their daughters to court. Not only 
to make matches, but for polishing.” 
 
Was it her imagination, or did he say that last line very pointedly? 
 
Her cheeks warmed. “I see.” Maybe it would take more than a pretty dress and neat hair to entice 
him. 
 
“And surely they learn the things a proper wife must know,” Katherine added before Samara could 
speak again. As Samara swung her incredulous gaze to her sister, Kat favored Lord Easton with a 
smile that dripped with sweetness. “Samara cannot be bothered learning household tasks. She is too 
busy being an artist.” 
 
What on earth is she doing? Samara couldn’t look at her father. Master Hawthorne was suddenly very 
busy looking for something he seemed to have lost in his wine goblet. But Lord Easton merely 
raised an eyebrow. 
 
And as Samara saw it, she had two options. She could either deny Kat’s words, or she could fling 
them right back at her. 
 
The first option was undoubtedly the wiser. Unfortunately prudence was not one of Samara’s strong 
suits. 
 
“It’s true, I’m afraid,” she said with a sigh. “I’m far too caught up in trying to capture the beauty of 
the world to be excited by linens and soap like my dear sister.” She smiled at Katherine. “After 
all, anyone can learn to perform those tasks. Although I will say that Katherine wears the scent of 
beef tallow better than anyone I know.” 
 
Katherine emitted a very unladylike splutter while Cecily clapped a hand over her mouth. Both 
Master Hawthorne, still gazing into the depths of his cup as if he expected the dregs to tell him his 
future, and the earl had pressed their lips together, though the corners of their mouths twitched in a 
telltale manner. Samara was satisfied. If Kat thought she was going to land the Earl of Easton for 
herself, she was in for a rude awakening. 
 


