
  
  
      
        
          A Little More Modern Persuasion

          A Short Story Collection

		      
          Sara Marks

        

        
          [image: image-placeholder]

          Illuminated Myth Publishing

        

      

    


  
  This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictional manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental. 
[image: image-placeholder]
Illuminated Myth Publishing
https://www.illuminatedmyth.com/
Copyright © 2017 Sara Marks
All rights reserved. This book or any portion thereof may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever without the express written permission of the publisher.
Second Edition – August 2021
http://saramarks.net
Print ISBN-13: 978-1-979637-22-0








  
  [image: image-placeholder]
Also By Sara Marks


The 21st Century Austen Series

Modern Persuasion (#1)

A Little More Modern Persuasion (#1.5)

Pride, Prejudice, and Pledging (#2)

A Little More Phi Alpha Pi (#2.5)

Love and War in Woodhouse Hall (#3)

A Little More Woodhouse Hall (#3.5)

Love From Northanger Parks, Katie (#4)

A Little More Northanger Parks (#4.5)

Unraveling Carrie Woodhouse (#5)

Sweeten Up Ginny Darcy (#6)

Romancing Mr. Tilney (#7 – Coming Spring 2025)



The Yom Tov Romance Series

Purim Fling

Matzo Ball Billionaire

Forgive Me, I Love You

Latkes of Love



Anthologies

“Open to Negotiations” in Dangerous Curves Ahead

“The Prince Without A Throne” in Wickedly Ever After








  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        1.
        
        Introduction
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        2.
        
        Fredrick Hits Send
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        3.
        
        Mary Versus The Anti-Feminist
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        4.
        
        Emma’s Hour at the Airport
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        5.
        
        Two Years Later
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        6.
        
        What If
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        7.
        
        Sally's Best Life
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        8.
        
        150 Pounds Lifted
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        About Sara Marks
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    
  


  
  [image: image-placeholder]
Introduction

For the Second Edition


When I ended Emma and Fredrick’s story in August 2014, I thought I was done with their story. That didn’t change until I was waiting the year between getting a contract with a publisher and the final release date. I was writing other things, but Emma’s voice kept creeping back into my head. I think it was because I had spent much of that year writing the character profiles on my blog. It started with Mary and moved on from there. This small collection of short stories were born from these internal conversations I had with Emma. Some have already been shared, but others are new. 
Now, in 2022, I'm putting out the second edition. More than half the books in this series have been released. Three other short story collections have been as well. Stories were written for anthologies. A new edition of Modern Persuasion was released with additional content. I wanted to re-release this collection to include all the additions to Emma and Fredrick's part of my universe.
If you haven’t read Modern Persuasion already, I highly suggest you do so first. Seriously, please read it. These stories assume you already know these characters.
First, you can read Mary Versus the Anti-Feminist. It was inspired by something that happened to me at the conference that inspired PubCon, Book Expo. Mary’s interaction is a bit different than mine, but it was fun to play with ideas of how a woman who stays at home with her children and identifies as a feminist understands her choice. It gave me a new appreciation for Mary.
Second, you can read Emma’s Hour. This started as two stories that came to me in O’Hare Airport a few weeks before Modern Persuasion’s release. I don’t really care that much for O’Hare Airport. I find it to be a pit of hell with a few saving graces: yummy popcorn and very clean bathrooms. I had to deal with a long delay between flights home and was stuck entertaining myself for 2 hours. I started to wonder about Emma and the time she spent in O’Hare after breaking up with Fredrick and after Louisa’s accident. I polled readers about which story they would like to read and it was a pretty even vote. I sat down and wrote both only to discover they were very similar hours, but with different company. 
Third, you can read Two Years Later. This story I wrote in New York a few days after Modern Persuasion was released. I was there for Book Expo and it had been two years since I had been there and three years since the conference had inspired Modern Persuasion. I walked around the conference with Emma in my head telling me what was different now. Not just what was different for me, but what would be different for her. A lot of my conversations with other authors made their way into that story. Things I found amusing or eye-roll inducing.
Fourth, you can read What If... The decision to follow Austen’s outline for Modern Persuasion pretty much dictated the direction of the story. That didn’t stop me from playing my favorite writing game: “what if...” This is when I imagine other ways a story could have been resolved. With Modern Persuasion, the drama revolves around the simple fact that Emma and Fredrick don’t talk to each other. What if Fredrick was able to get over his anger while they were in New York? It turned out; there was a different story there.
This is where the book changes. The character profiles, that were intended to pad the book, have been removed and two new stories have been added. From 'A Little More Woodhouse Hall', Sally's Best Life is about one of the characters in that book as she applies to be a cover designer at Emma's publishing company. After that is 150 Pounds Lifted from 'A Little More Northanger Parks.' This is a story that lets us see what happens to Bella and Lucas, the villains from that book when Karen becomes Bella's mentor and boss.
Clearly I still write stories about these characters and in a few years I'll update it again with even more stories!
Sara
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Fredrick Hits Send


I hate moving. In college, it had been easy with just a few random boxes and duffle bags of clothes to carry. It had been between different dorms and temporary apartments for the first few years. Everything had been furnished. Eventually, I was lucky to find a roommate who provided all the supplies I would ever need. 
Emma.
After college, I shifted into annual moves and increasing items. Once upon a time, I was able to bribe my friends with pizza and beer if they carried up a couple of boxes. Now they all laughed and told me to stop being cheap and hire movers. I had hired the movers for this move, but Patrick and Vic helped with smaller items. After a few boxes, Pat ended up on a couch, a heating pad, and an ice pack in rotation after straining some muscle. At least the movers were in and out within an hour, and there was an elevator to make it easier to get up to the fifth floor.
I left my friends in the apartment to relax while I got two pizzas, a case of beer, and a couple joints. The kitchen was completely unpacked when I returned, and boxes were broken down. Patrick was still on the couch but had managed to sit up, the heating pad still behind him, pulling items out of the boxes and handing them to Vic to put in the right place. 
“Good man,” Patrick said when he saw what I had returned with and put his hand so I could insert a bottle of beer.
“I found the muscle relaxers,” Vic said from the floor as he opened another box. 
I knew that meant the bathroom had been unpacked and organized. That was the only way they could have found the small bottle of pain relievers that Patrick rattled as I put the food on the coffee table in the den. I imagined Patrick holding out his hands and grabbing at air until the bottle was in his hands. 
“I’m hungry, Fredrick!” Patrick called, “Bring me pizza.”
It wasn’t long before we relaxed and unpacked. Patrick eventually slid to the ground as the muscle relaxers kicked in.
“Babe,” Vic said to Patrick when the first joint came out. “Should you?”
Patrick shrugged as he put it in his mouth. Fredrick didn’t feel guilty about helping his friend indulge. 
“What’s this box?” Pat asked, pointing a foot toward the most beat-up box in a stack.
My stomach clenched as I looked at the old, beat-up box that didn’t match the movers’ other pristine ones. “Chicago,” I said, trying to give a casual shrug. 
In truth, it was everything left from Chicago and Emma. I didn’t even remember what I had put in there nearly eight years ago when I had moved home, rejected and depressed.
Vic and Patrick exchanged a look but didn’t press.
“Do you need a rebound from Abby?” Vic asked, changing the topic as he took the top off another beer. 
Only these two were allowed to avoid the conversation about one ex-girlfriend by bringing up the latest ex. I didn’t want to talk about either Abby or Emma, but Abby was easier to talk about if I had to pick.
“No rebound,” I said, picking up the plates and taking them into the kitchen. 
Being alone in the kitchen allowed me to take a deep breath and brace myself for the conversation. When I walked back into the den, I was ready to talk about Abby.
Vic took a seat on the couch next to his husband and adjusted the heating pad. I sat down in a well-worn arm armchair. Abby had hated this chair, but it was something I had all my life, except for the years in Chicago.
“We can set you up with someone,” Patrick said as he fiddled with the heating pad settings. “Or you can do another charity date?”
I let out a bark of a laugh. “The charity date you had me do last month was a complete disaster. I don’t think I need to repeat it or subject another fan to what I’m really like.”
The charity date plans had been made well before I had broken up with Abby. It had been a prominent national fundraiser, and I was surprised at how popular the date with me had been. The poor woman who won arrived days after Abby and I broke up. She had to spend the day at the studio while I worked and then took out for the worst dinner of my life. I knew better than to drink so much at dinner, but I was not listening to that voice. I got so drunk that I couldn’t drive home and my first was kind enough to get me a ride. I sent her a very lovely apology gift. The next day, when I woke up with a nasty hangover, I decided to never subject another fan to something like that again.
“She still thinks you’re wonderful,” Patrick said and laid his head on Vic’s shoulder. 
“Well, at least one woman does!” I said as he stretched his legs out and leaned back. 
“Abby doesn’t hate you,” Patrick said with a shrug. “She’s trying to force your hand. She loves you and wants you to give in and move to New York.”
I gave a slight nod. I knew precisely what Abby was trying to do. Her career and family were in New York City. She wanted to be there, but I had told her many times before we started dating that I would never move to New York.
Now I repeated what I had told Abby during our last fight. “If I wouldn’t move out there for Emma, why would I move out for her?”
“So,” Patrick said slowly, drawing out the word. “That means Emma came up in those final fights.”
I scratched my head as I realized I hadn’t shared these details with them yet. This had been building up for months. “Abby told me she’s selling the house, and I could either buy it or move out.”
“That’s not what I asked,” Patrick said and fluidly sat up before leaning forward and putting his elbows on his knees. 
I raised an eyebrow. So much for the injured back.
“Oh, fuck off,” Patrick said with a smirk when he realized I was on to him. “You’re avoiding the topic. Don’t start keeping secrets from me after over twenty years of friendship.”
“Fine,” I said and leaned my head back. “She wondered what my objection was to living in New York. Abby feels I’m refusing to grow up because I don’t want to deal with opportunities on the east coast.”
“She’s not wrong,” Patrick said and dropped his head. 
“What opportunities?” Vic added as he adjusted his position.
Patrick shrugged. “I have no idea. This is Los Angeles. Television shows and movies all start here. She’s not wrong that you’re refusing to grow up.”
“Would you have moved for Emma?” Vic asked in a low voice. “If she had asked, I mean?”
This was not the first time a partner had told me I was refusing to grow up because of Emma. Even my parents said it occasionally. I was often reminded that, at thirty, most of my friends
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