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They dangled schemes like silver hooks,

Disguised as smiles with disguising looks.

They cast their traps in calm disguise,

With honeyed tongues and watching eyes.

They offered gifts to catch their prey,

Then waited close to try and ship me away.

But patience stood where greed might live,

And I took no more than I could give.

Each scheme they spun, I softly saw,

Each test disguised as a gentle flaw.

I knew the game, but I played it still,

With grace I moved on my quiet will.

They gossiped, “Surely now she’ll bite,”

But my patience is stronger than their spite.

I walked right past each shining snare,

With a steady heart and a knowing stare.

For some seek power, some seek gain,

But I sought none, only my good name.

And every trap I turned aside,

Became a memory, clear and wide.

So when they asked, what keeps me whole,

I say, “My mind, my heart, my soul.”

Temptation’s loud, but my honesty is bright.

“ I saw the trap and I didn’t bite.”

“Bait” means to lure, tempt, or provoke someone into doing something- often something wrong or foolish.

They were setting her up or tempting her so that she would steal something, possibly to get her in trouble or to expose the flaws that they thought she had.
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The Job Offer

Grace sat at the corner of her kitchen table with the job posting glowing faintly on her phone screen. ‘Housekeeper needed for private residence,’ it read. ‘Discretion, professionalism, and reliability required.’ The pay was more than she’d made in any other position before. The pay was enough to help her sister Talia finish her last year of college. Still, something about the ad made her pause — not out of fear, but intuition.

Two interviews later, Grace found herself driving up a long, tree-lined road to the Langsten estate. The gates opened slowly, almost dramatically, revealing a house that looked more like a photograph than a place where people actually lived. She straightened her uniform, checked her reflection in the car window, and said to herself, “Be professional, polite, and precise.” It had become her quiet mantra over the years.

Margaret met her at the door — a tall, elegant woman in a cream blouse, the kind of person whose perfume arrived before she did. Her smile was practiced and her eyes were assessing. Richard appeared moments later, hand extended, and his tone cordial but cool. The interview was more of a  performance than a conversation, but Grace remained steady, answering questions clearly with her posture unflinching.

When they offered her the job that same afternoon, she thanked them graciously. As she drove home, she exhaled for the first time in hours. She didn’t know yet that this job would test more than her skill set — it would test her very sense of self.

First Impressions

Grace’s first day began before dawn. The house was silent except for the ticking of an antique clock in the hallway. She met the other staff — Mrs. Doyle, the cook with a soft Irish accent and sharper opinions, and Mat, the gardener who spoke little but observed much. They both greeted her kindly, though their glances carried a quiet warning that she couldn’t read yet.

The Langstens were already seated at breakfast. “We like things done a certain way,” Margaret said, slicing into a poached egg as Grace poured her coffee. “You’ll find we notice everything.” The words were polite but edged — a declaration disguised as advice.

Throughout the morning, Grace cleaned rooms that looked untouched, polished silver that already gleamed, and folded linens with corners sharp as paper. But what struck her most wasn’t the luxury — it was the surveillance. Cameras were in the corners all around the house and motion sensors were near every doorway. Grace couldn’t shake the feeling that the house itself was watching.

Still, she moved through her work with quiet efficiency. If they were watching, she decided, then they would see only excellence.

The Test Begins

On her third day, Margaret left a diamond bracelet on the marble counter near the kitchen sink — gleaming under the light, and impossible to miss. Grace paused at the bracelet, only for a second before continuing to dust the shelves. When she finished her shift, she placed the bracelet neatly on a folded napkin in the parlor where Margaret often sat  for reading.

That evening, Margaret called her into the room. “Grace,” she said lightly, “have you seen my bracelet anywhere?”

Grace met her eyes, calm and steady. “Yes, ma’am. I noticed it on the kitchen counter earlier, so I put it here for safekeeping.”

Margaret’s expression didn’t change, but something gleamed behind her eyes — surprised or perhaps it was irritation. “How thoughtful of you,” Margaret said sarcastically while slipping the bracelet onto her wrist.

When Grace returned to her small room above the garage, she sat at her desk and opened a new journal. On the first page, she wrote:

Day 3. They’re testing me. But I won’t fail a test I didn’t agree to take.
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The Debit Card

By the end of her first week, Grace had learned the rhythms of the house — the silent exchanges between husband and wife, the way Margaret’s mood shifted with the sunlight, and the faint feeling of discontent that lived in the Langstens’  atmosphere.

One morning, Richard approached her in the foyer, holding out his platinum debit card as casually as one might offer a receipt. “Grace, could you run into town and pick up a few things? Just basic groceries. Whatever you think we need.”

Grace took the card, careful to keep her expression neutral. “Of course, sir. I’ll bring the receipts back also.”

His mouth twitched with almost a smirk. “No need. We trust you.”

The words lingered — not as reassurance, but as bait. Grace decided she would return the receipts wrapped around the card anyways, to make sure they saw them.

At the store, Grace filled her cart with only what was listed in the pantry notebook: flour, fruit, coffee, milk, and cleaning supplies. She counted every item, folded the receipts, and returned the card in an envelope with everything all together. When she handed everything to Richard that afternoon, he nodded in agreement without looking up from his laptop.

But later as Grace passed the study, she heard his voice speaking low say, “She didn’t use it for herself, wow, not a cent.”

Margaret’s reply came soft and skeptical. “No one’s that honest.”

Grace continued down the hall as if she hadn’t heard anything, but inside, she was smiling.

The Maid’s Room

Her room above the garage was small but spotless, with a window that looked over the rose garden and a desk barely big enough for her journal and lamp. At night, after the day’s work was done, Grace would sit by that window and write her reflections, observations, and reminders of who she was before the Langstens’ world tried to redefine her.

The journal had become her refuge. She wrote about the silences between commands, the odd politeness that carried a hint of performance, and the subtle sting of being called “girl” by a woman half a step older than her. She wrote not to dwell on the problems, but to be clear about them, and to remember that honesty was not a strategy but her nature as a Christian woman.

One evening, as she wrote, she heard a soft knock on the door. It was Mrs. Doyle, holding a plate of warm biscuits. “You’re doing well, love,” the older woman said with her tone both kind and cautious. “But mind yourself, they like to test the help, and they always have,” Mrs. Doyle the cook warned.

Grace nodded in agreement. “I’ve noticed.”

Mrs. Doyle’s eyes softened. “Just keep your head high. You’ve got a dignity they don’t quite understand.”

When the cook left, Grace closed her journal and said, “That’s something they’ll never understand.”

Subtle Cruelties

The next few weeks brought new tests — small, deliberate cruelties disguised as carelessness.

Margaret would leave crisp bills on side tables or half-open drawers with her voice honeyed as she later asked, “Have you seen any money lying about, Grace?”

“Yes, ma’am,” Grace would always reply. “I placed it on your vanity so it wouldn’t get lost.”

And every time, she’d see Margaret’s smile flicker with irritation, as if honesty itself were an act of defiance.

The other staff tiptoed around the tension. Mat would sometimes catch Grace’s eye and shake his head slightly, as though to say, “Don’t let them pull you in.”

Still, Grace’s calm uncomplaining nature, unnerved them. She performed her duties with precision, spoke little, and never complained. When Margaret once scolded her for polishing the wrong silver set, Grace only said, “I’ll correct it right away,” with her voice soft and her gaze steady.

That night, Grace wrote in her journal:

“Some people test you not to see if you’ll fail, but to prove they’re right about the world. I won’t give them that comfort.”
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The Dinner Party

The Langstens’ dinner parties were the kind of events written about in the local society pages — elegant, calculated, and steeped in unspoken competition. Grace had spent two days polishing the silverware and ironing the linens until they looked poured from cream.

The guests arrived in waves of laughter and perfume. Grace moved silently among them, refilling glasses, straightening plates, and keeping her expression neutral no matter what she overheard. There were talks of market takeovers, property values, and “help that’s hard to trust these days.”

Then, near the end of the evening, a sharp voice cut through the sound of conversations. “My earring! It’s gone!” Grace heard.

Heads turned. Margaret was the first to speak. “Oh dear, has anyone seen it? Grace, you were just clearing that side, weren’t you?” Margaret said embarrassedly. Every eye turned toward Grace. Grace felt the weight of the world in their gazes, it was familiar and cold, but Grace didn’t flinch. “Yes, ma’am, I’ll help everyone look






















































































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





