
THIS GIRL OF HIS

The Jane Austen Society Club held a ball annually. The women who enjoyed fashioning their hair 
a la roman, and wearing muslin gowns and silky white gloves that reached up to their elbow; and the 
men who enjoyed wearing trousers, knee stockings, and cravats, gathered at the Entertainment Hall 
located in the small town of Wisconsin.

The bowls of punch and drinking glasses, arranged neatly on the refreshment table, glittered 
under the glowing chandelier above. Boisterous music was being played by the maestros, as couples 
twirled about the polished floor.

Annabelle Linscott slipped through the crowd, wondering how she was supposed to get home. To 
walk would take her an hour or so. The prospect of hitting the streets in a Regency costume made her 
cheeks burn. But she had no spare clothes. The car she had come in—no, she couldn’t bear to see him 
again.

She had to escape.

Donning her frilly white bonnet, she pursued her way towards the heavy oak entrance door. Her 
bosom heaved above her bodice as she endeavored to suppress the tears burning in her eyes. Pushing 
open the heavy doors, she glanced behind herself one last time. She wished she was in a Harlequin 
romance novel, where, when looking back, she would see her boyfriend (well, ex-boyfriend, as of ten 
minutes ago) running towards her after having undergone the “Crickey-I-DO-Love-Her!” epiphany.

But he was nowhere in sight.

She continued into the dark, hoping to hail a cab that would take her home. But, there were none 
in sight at this hour and the thought of standing alone in the dark until a kind-hearted savior came along 
both frightened her and struck her as highly implausible.

Annabelle sighed, wishing she had a carriage with four (or two, she wasn’t greedy) fine steeds 
waiting on the curb to whisk her away and a fire warming the hearth, with tea brewing on the stove for 
when she arrived home. But, of course, she was surrounded by automobiles; jeeps, cars, trucks, 
tractors. The only place she would find horses would be on her grandfather’s farm and those weren’t 
for pulling carriages. They were studs, bred for one purpose.

The wind whipped around Annabelle, rustling the ribbons of her bonnet and the skirt of her gown. 
She shuddered. Why hadn’t she brought a jacket with her? 

Then she remembered; she had. But in her rush to escape the car, to quit his presence she left her 
poor jacket stranded in the back of the truck and now there was no way to retrieve it. She was not going 
to ask for it. Annabelle would rather freeze herself to an early grave than ask anything of him ever 
again.

Wrapping her satin clad arms around her body, Annabelle frantically rubbed her upper arms, 
hopeful the friction would generate enough heat to warm her until another means of transportation 
manifested.

A sudden warmth enveloped Annabelle –—as a pair of arms circled around her.

“Cold?” a scratchy voice asked.

She let out a small sound, akin to a whimper, skittering away in surprise. She looked up at a man, 
outfit less than clean, expression less than innocent.



“N-no.” She shied away further, wishing again that she didn’t look so distinctively period. Any 
pride she felt about her costume was gone. There were still no cars in sight.

“Aw, don’t be like that.” The man leaned in and forced her against a lamppost, breath rank. “What 
are you, one of those classy whores? I have money.”

Annabelle grimaced, one gloved hand covering her mouth to quell bile, the other rising to push 
him away. “I said, no.” Her fear was strangling her voice into a whisper.

“Come on,” the man laughed. What was he even doing in this part of town? This was the rich end. 
“Share some of that hot passion.”

“No!” she said, gaining strength from her disgust. She pushed him harder.

“Shh, shh, don’t worry.” He started lifting her skirts. “It’s all natural.” 

She rammed her fists into his chest in earnest, gasping with terror, white satin fingers looking 
vulnerable against his dark clothes. Her pale legs flailed out to kick his shins. He evaded them nimbly. 
It was happening too quickly.

Chuckling, he pressed his weight into her and trapped her against the thick pole. “Never had an 
actress before.”

“Get away from me!” Tears began to prick her eyes. Adrenaline mixed with the fear in her blood. 
“Get off!”

Her skirts were lifted higher.

“Get off,” she sobbed, thin wrists now held by one large, unforgiving hand, body pinned between 
flesh and metal. “Get off—”

There was a sudden choking noise as the weight lifted and a new voice chimed in.

Everything happened so fast. A strong pair of hands, belonging to the tall silhouette, roughly 
grabbed the pervert and slammed him up against the wall beside her. A glint of metal caught in the 
streetlight. They were handcuffs. 

Relief overwhelmed her, leaving her knees weak, when she saw that a policeman had come to her 
rescue. She almost collapsed, what with her legs trembling so, when the man who’d molested tried to 
lunge himself at her again, while spluttering: “I’ll get you back! Jut you wait, you filthy—!” 

The police slammed him against the wall, as if it were his way of saying: Behave! Dragging him 
now out of the shadow, they headed towards the police car.
Annabelle kept staring at her savior’s back—such broad shoulders. 

“Are you ok, ma’am?” the police said, while shoving the man into the car, and then slamming it 
shut.

“Y-yes,” she replied, and opened her mouth to say more, but the breath flew out of her when the 
officer turned, revealing the face that had been before smothered by shadows. It was the boy—well, he 
was a man now—that she had had a crush on five years ago, in grade twelve. 

Nathan stared at her, looking equally shocked. “Annabelle?” He must not have recognized her too 
in the shadow until now.

She couldn’t find her voice. While the molester banged on the window, she kept her eyes fixed on 
Nathan, her heartbeat pounding against her chest. Here stood the jock in high school that had never 
noticed her, the geek with large glasses (who always had her nose buried in an Austen novel), until 



she’d written him a love letter and had slipped it into his locker on Valentine’s day. Her face went hot 
remembering how he’d reacted when they had met next period in gym class—–his face unsure until 
people started hooting and his idiot friend Jack made a joke about her lack of experience. Nathan had 
laughed along with them, body tense under Jack’s clapping hand on his back. When they’d walked 
away, she thought she saw him glance at her, still unsure. This glance had given her hope, until after 
school he’d found her alone.

“Look,” he’d said. “I’m flattered and all, but I can’t take this kind of pressure right now.”

What kind of pressure? she’d wanted to yell, but her mortification kept her quiet and nodding. All 
she’d wanted then was to go home and plunge into the Regency life where love letters were common 
and expected with excitement.

It was because of guys like him that she had to revert to men like ex. And ultimately, even they’d 
left her.

Well she wouldn’t fall for it again.

She rubbed wrists, keeping her eyes cool. She may be embarrassed, but she still had dignity.

“Thank you,” she said. “I don’t suppose you have water?”

Nathan frowned. “I don’t.”

“Right.” Her hands were still shaking, despite her resolve. She tried to occupy them by smoothing 
down her dress. “I’ll be…going, then.”

“You’re not going alone, are you?”

She looked up to his concerned face and had to look away. His face seemed kind, but his looks 
felt too much like a trap.

“Here just wait a minute,” he said. “I’ll call for another cruiser to pick up this creep and I’ll drive 
you.”

“I’d rather you called me a taxi.”

He shook his head. “No way. I have to see you home.” He frowned again and leaned in to take 
look at her face. “I’m still waiting for you to go into shock.”

Annabelle frowned, indignant at the thought, but then the man in the police car made a rude 
gesture and she felt herself grow faint.

“Hey, whoa there!” Nathan said, reaching out to grab her as her knees gave way.

‘I’m swooning,’ she thought, with surprise. ‘How damned fitting.’

“I’m okay,” she said, getting her feet under her. “I’m okay! Let go, you jerk!”

Nathan released her, surprised at her ferocity. He opened his mouth, to apologize, Annabelle 
thought, but the loud blare of a horn startled both of them, and Annabelle noticed how Nathan’s hand 
went for his gun.

“Oh, God,” Annabelle sighed, seeing Jackson’s car pull up to the curb.

“Get your hands off my girl, pig!” Jackson shouted, stumbling out of the car, his gentleman’s suit 
clashing horribly with the beat-up, brown pinto and the orange glow of the streetlights.

“Jackson-”



“Sir, calm down!” Nathan stepped in front of her, hand out to the approaching drunkard.

Annabelle shrieked as Jackson ran forward and took a swing at the cop. Nathan easily sidestepped 
the wavery punch and grabbed Jackson’s other arm, whipping out his handcuffs and quickly restraining 
him.

“You slut,” Jackson spat at her.

“Sir! You have the right to remain silent!” Nathan slammed Jackson up agains the side of the 
police car, right into the face of the pervert pressed into the glass. “Is this really your boyfriend?” he 
asked Annabelle.

“Ex.”

“Dispatch, I need backup,” Nathan said into his radio. “I’m at the corner of 123rd and Avery.”

Nathan hustled Jackson into the back of the squad car, and Annabelle thought of how well the two 
occupants deserved each other.

“Is that why you’re out here alone at night?” Nathan asked as he slammed the door.

“We were supposed to go to the Regency dance,” Annabelle admitted.

Nathan paused and arched a dark brow at her. His eyes scanned her attire, not lecherously as her 
attacker had, or indifferently as Jackson, but he leisurely soaked in every inch of muslin. A shiver shot 
up her spine like a bolt of lightning and although she knew better, she chose to blame it on the brisk 
wind waft around them.

Annabelle colored under his intense inspection, but she refused to shy away. She had enough 
cowering and hiding in the corner until she heard steady, sleep-induced breathing with Jackson. She 
wasn’t the same shy book-nerd who boldly, albeit foolishly, professed her feelings during grade twelve. 
She may still be a book-nerd, but she was now a worldly book-nerd. She had moved from Young Adult 
Romances to Adult romances.

“It looks like you already went to the ball.”

“I have,” Annabelle replied. “And now I am leaving.”

Nathan looked behind him. The door was ajar and one of many waltz’ of the evening was in full 
swing. He gave Annabelle an amused look. “What, are you Cinderella now? Fleeing before midnight? 
Did you gain a wicked stepmother and evil stepsisters in the five years I haven’t seen you?”

Annabelle glared at him. “No. I simply do not feel like associating with asinine,” she threw a 
pointed look at his squad car, “people tonight.”

A flicker of emotion – maybe regret? – passed across his features, unfortunately it was gone 
before Annabelle could process it. How she wished this was a novel and she could reread the line.

“Anna – ”

“My name is Annabelle.” She huffed.

Nathan shook his head and ran a large, frustrated hand through his wind matted hair. “Would you 
listen to me? That day…you…I don’t know. It wasn’t a good day – year. The whole year was crazy!”

She shrugged. “Whatever.”

“Come on,” he said with an uneasy laugh, “I was just a boy then. Sorry, alright? Jesus, it’s been, 



what, five? Eight years? And you’re still holding this grudge against me?” He crossed his arms and 
stared down at her slight figure. The corner of his lips kicked up. “You’re not still crushing on me, are 
you?” 

His words struck her hard. She felt the color in her cheeks deepen under his steady, mocking gaze. 
Narrowing her eyes, she said through her clenched teeth, “Are you nuts? You’re—” She raised her chin, 
and donned her Elizabeth-Bennett haughtiness, “you’re the last man I’d ever prevail upon—upon 
crushing on.” 

“Hoity-toity. You’re still a nerd as ever.”

There was laughter in his voice. And the way he looked at her, she knew she was as unattractive 
to him as she’d been back in high school, a nerd to tease. She felt extremely self-conscious. He must 
see a dowdy looking woman with mousy brown hair tied into a tight knot, and glasses perched at the tip 
of her nose.

Unable to stand her own unattractiveness, emphasized so much in his presence, she said, “If 
you’ll excuse me.” Sticking her chin higher in the air, she walked past him, towards the main street so 
to hale a cab. She half wished he’d come after her. But like all the guys before her, he just let her walk 
off, while muttering, “Suit yourself,” followed be the cruiser door slamming shut. 

That mean jerk.

She wanted to get home and scream into her pillow. She had been a wallflower in grade twelve, 
and was a wallflower still. Why couldn’t she have changed? Why couldn’t she have turned sexy over 
these long years? She imagined being a dark beauty, wearing low cleavage, triggering a heat wave 
through Nathan. He would have been the one stuttering before her then.

Annabelle covered her face. She felt so pathetic, so needy. She had to do something about this. 
There was no point fantasizing about being the sexy kitten that had the man wrapped around her finger 
if she had no plans on making a reality of it. 

It was time to call––it the way it was; hopeless.

She picked off her white gloves, mashing them up into an angry bundle, and whipped them onto 
the ground. Who was she pretending for? She’d never be Elinor Dashwood, or Emma Woodhouse. 
She’d be forever fixed as Fanny Price, minus her happy ending.

She laughed bitterly. “I’m stuck in a fantasy,” she muttered, walking faster, grateful that at least 
her shoes were more reinforced than they would’ve been two hundred years ago.

A rectangle of light was coming down the street towards her, black lettering inducing a sigh of 
relief. She lifted a long arm, thinking them both awkward and lanky, and hailed the taxi to the curb. She 
opened a door and got in sloppily, not caring if she ruined the rented outfit; she’d already have to pay 
for the gloves.

The driver eyed her in his rear-view mirror but thankfully didn’t comment. “Where to, ma’am?”

It was on the tip of her tongue to direct the driver to the nearest bar, but in the end she chickened 
out and gave him directions to her apartment. It was a silent trip. Annabelle was lost in her thoughts 
and the driver seemed to understand her need for quiet. A small, artificial wedge of cheese hung from 
the mirror, swaying to subtle strains of country music playing in the background.

Annabelle mulled over the night’s events, trying to figure out where it all went wrong. She was 
excited – ecstatic – to join her fellow Austen lovers in a night of innocent entertainment, spending the 
previous month deciding on her costume, her jewelry, appropriate footwear. She spent two hours 



styling her hair in authentic Regency fashion. 

Then, Jackson picked her up and they drove towards the site. Halfway there, however, Jackson 
started twitching and muttering under his breath. She asked if something was amiss. Jackson shrugged 
her off and continued to glare at the road ahead.

The tension grew; her palms became sweaty under the satin material. Just as she was about to ask 
again, he pulled the car over to the side of the road a block away from their destination and said to her, 
“We need to talk.”

She had been avoiding this conversation for the past fortnight, hoping she had misheard, or her 
eyes were deceiving her. Willing herself to meet his eyes, Annabelle waited for him to continue.

“I – ”

A pause.

“Annabelle, would you look at me please?”

She couldn’t. She did not want to see or hear or even fathom the words that were about to be said. 
She held back the sobs that were threathening to break through, and turned her face away to hide, no 
doubt, her reddened cheeks. 

He spoke to her back, and the words hit her like spears of ice, “I cheated on you.”

Something like a moan sounded from her bossom, or was it a gasp? But it was the sound of one 
betrayed. 

“Annabelle, did’ya hear me?”

She wasn’t crying yet when she turned to him then, and met his unsorry eyes. Her boyfriend 
looked bored: tapping away on the steering with his fingers while he waited for her to say something, 
watching her with a raised eyebrow. 

“Jackson –” Saying his name just didn’t feel the same anymore. The tapping of his fingers 
irritated her, along with many other things about him that she realized that instant, actually irritated her.

Like his poor spelling, punctuation and grammar, his reluctance to ever step into the bookshop 
with her, his need for cramming his weeknights with mindless drinking-related activities, his use of 
short-forms in text messages… 

The tear finally slipped. Making a move to wipe it away seemed to her as a sign of weakness. 

“Okay.” She didn’t know what else to say.

“That’s it?”

What more could she have said then?

She was afraid that saying more would make the tears flow – not tears of sadness, but tears of 
exasperation. 

Maybe she was just waiting for him to make a mistake so that she wouldn’t have to continue in 
that… boring relationship. Did she love him? No, of course not. 

As she looked at herself in the mirror, and took the pins out from her hair-–now that she was back 
at home. What a day. A break up and then nearly being defiled. It couldn’t get worse than that.

Letting out a sigh, she let down her hair and stared at her reflection. What was it about her that 
made guys leave her so easily? Maybe it was time to give up herself on the male race and just resign to 



a life of spinsterhood. 

Annabelle bit her lips hard. But she was more than this. She had enough self-esteem to know that 
she didn’t deserve to be trashed like this.

Crossing her arm, she wondered what she could do to ease this burning anger in her chest. This 
desire for revenge.

Then a brilliant idea came into mind. She should find Nathan and make a deal with him. A 
business proposition to help her make Jackson seeth with jealousy–– the very thought of it made her 
lips curl uncharacteristically in unholy joy.
But she couldn’t do it alone.

She knew Jenna would not be asleep yet; the phone was answered after the first ring. 

Meeting Jenna, in a September twilight a year or two ago, had confirmed to Annabelle that there 
was such a thing as a femme fatale. From her crimson toenails to her glossy black curls, Jenna was 
everything that Annabelle was not. The two girls had met during the brief period when Jenna dated 
Annabelle’s elder brother Reuben – and although the relationship did not last long, their friendship had. 
In spite of appearances, Jenna had a good heart; and, though she approached most men with 
manipulative tact, with Annabelle she adopted a blunt honesty which did the younger girl a great deal 
of good. 

There was patient silence on the other end of the line as Annabelle described the night’s events; 
but as she outlined her plan, Jenna became enthusiastic. At last Annabelle asked timidly, “Will you help 
me?”
There was distinct glee in Jenna’s voice as she promised, “I’ll be down in ten minutes.”

*

“Wait a minute…you didn’t tell me it was *the* Nathan?”

Jenna was seated across from her on the sofa, sipping on decafe when her friend’s delicate jaw 
had suddenly dropped and her eyes largened. Annabelle nodded meekly and buried her face in the 
cushion.

“Well, this changes things.”

Annabelle looked up quickly, “No, it doesn’t! He’s not part of the plan!”

“No need to yell, dearest. But I suspect he could be of some assistance, considering he is a 
policeman…but why, I am surprised you hadn’t mentioned his name before.”

“There was no reason for mentioning him. Please, Jenna, focus on Jackson.”

“No reason? My goodness, Annabell-a! Look are your eyes, they’re brightening by this turn of 
conversation, and your cheeks – why, you look like a strawberry!”

Jenna was part-Italian, and she always reverted to calling her Annabell-a when her friend thought 
she was “being silly” about something. Annabelle rolled her eyes and stood up with a huff.

She paced the room a couple of times, all the while saying, “I do not look like a strawberry, it’s 
just…just…argh!”

Jenna’s eyes waned under the rim of the mug, and her rouge-painted lips curled into a small smile.

“Besotted!”

Annabelle stopped and said very seriously, “You are *not* helping! Please, Jenna, focus on the 



plan.”

“But I’m sure there is going to be a conviction or something on the sordid molester. And isn’t old 
boy Nathan a witness? In all likelikehood, you are going to see him again, and isn’t that a divine 
opportunity to -”

“-to what?”

 “…I don’t know, get close to him… maybe see him in his uniform…” Jenna laughed as she 
continued her sentence, muffled because she was taking a fake sip from her mug. “Was he in his 
uniform when you saw him?” 

Annabelle pressed her palms to her cheeks, feeling her cheeks burning up…

“I don’t know. I wasn’t looking.” She tried hard to speak in a serious and stoic tone, bit it wasn’t 
really working. Any thoughts of making Jackson jealous didn’t seem to remain anymore. 

“Oh I’m sure you did look.” Jenna wiggled her eyebrows, causing Annabelle to laugh out of 
embarrassment. 

Speaking of looks, and glances, Annabelle recalled that fuzzy feeling she felt when Nathan tried 
to catch her gaze. Yes, she was looking, and yes, he was in his uniform. But what difference does this 
make? 

She sighed, wondering to herself if this plan was such a good idea after all.

“Well,” said Jenna, “if we’re going to carry out this plan, we need to get you to the mall. You, 
hun, need a serious make-over.”

Annabelle glanced down at herself. She was wearing a knitted gray sweater. A long, long black 
skirt that reached way below her knees. And shoes give to her by her grandmother. She looked back up 
at her friend, pushing her glasses higher above the arch of her nose. “I like how I look. I prefer comfort 
to fashion, thank you very much.”

“You are an impossible case. Get your keys. No buts. Get it. Good. Now we’re hitting the road.” 
Grabbing Annabelle’s wrist, Jenna dragged her out of the living room, and made for the door. “Then 
maybe we can drop by a bar. I hear your Nathan hangs out at the the one across from my place often–”

“He isn’t MY Nathan.”

“Well…not yet he isn’t. But very soon he will be.”

*

They had stopped by Jenna’s apartment on the way to Nathan’s bar, which was called , so that 
Jenna could give Annabelle a revamp.

“It’s no mall work,” Jenna remarked, her eyes trailing Annabelle’s appearance, “but it would have 
to do.”

Annabelle peered at herself in a body-length mirror, and felt both astonished and fearful of the 
way she looked. Jenna had put her in one of the many little black dresses she owned. This one had a 
square neckline and hugged her figure in a way that was not questionable, but ‘Good moralled’ 
Annabelle assured herself. Nonetheless, it was in stark constrast to her Regency costume she had on 
just hours before.

Then she sighed, “I don’t see why a woman has to look nice. It’s so trying and a waste of time. 
And anyway, Nathan won’t look at me…”



Jenna frowned, “What makes you say that, dear?”

“I’m not his type. I never was.”

Jenna rolled her eyes, “You’re laughing right? That’s absurd.”

“And I don’t want Nathan to like me. I need to go to Jackson. He’s called me like ten times, but I 
haven’t had the stomach to pick up. And I’m tired. And I’m traumatized. And Nathan’s probably not 
even at the bar!”

“Calm down, Anna!”

Annabelle turned around, and crossed her arms over her stomach, “Every feminist fibre of my 
body thinks this is stupid and careless. Elizabeth Bennet would be hitting me with her bonnet if she 
were here!”

Jenna threw her head back and sang a chiming laugh. Shaking her head, she walked up to 
Annabelle and said, quite seriously, “Anna, your uncanny ability to associate everything with Austen 
fascinates me. But this isn’t the time -”

“No pun intended?”

“- nor place. Let’s go.”

*

They arrived at the bar half an hour later. The moment Annabelle entered the dark, crowded place 
beating with music, she wanted walk right out. She didn’t belong here! She belonged at home, 
snuggled in her couch, reading a book.

But her friend shoved her in. Annabelle’s stumbled in with her red heels then, when she regained 
her balance, shot a glare over at Jemma. But her frown shot up in shock finding that her friend was 
nowhere to be found. Biting her lower lips, Annabelle searched about, trying to look relaxed all the 
same. At first, she would glance behind herself when someone whistled her way, imagining that it was 
directed at someone behind her. But as the minutes went by, she realized that the men around her 
noticed her.

Her dread eased away and was replaced by an intoxicating thrill. The woman trapped inside 
beneath the layers of fear, self-consciousness, and habit, broke free. She let her body sway to the music, 
laughing freely as one of the men swung her around. She ran a strand of sweaty hair behind her ears as 
she accepted a bottle of beer from a guy who was seemed fixed on monopolizing her. He was a good 
looking man–not drop dead gorgeous like Nathan–and she wondered if he would be a better candidate 
for her Make-Jackson-Jealous project. 

As she was pondering, the liquour made her feel all warm and fuzzy inside. It was after a few 
more swigs that she began squirming with unease. She whirled around, planning to go to the 
washroom, when she slammed into a hard chest.

“Annabelle Rebecca Linscott,” came a deep, husky voice above her head. “Why the hell are you 
dressed like that?”


