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CHAPTER ONE


 


 


In the catacombs beneath Rome, the shadows gathered. 


The one in the body of a cardinal came first, red robes brushing the stonework, wrinkled features pinched. It could feel the man’s disgust at being in this place, but it didn’t care. This was the moment when they would change the world.


It stood at the heart of a broad circle, lined with tombs, each more crumbling than the last. It had carved the mausoleum slab at the heart of that space with the required symbols to tie power to this far too physical world. It had carved an archway with even more, to anchor the portal when the time came.


The one who had stolen a woman’s body in Venice came next, still wearing a carnival mask decorated with a single teardrop.


“Is everything ready?” she asked. There was power there, and authority. The human mind trapped within the cardinal resented the idea of a woman being more powerful than him, but the shadow within knew a stronger one of its kind when it met one.


“All is as it should be,” the cardinal said. He whispered the first words of the chant, and a flicker of dark light flowed along the grooves in the stone to prove it.


“Excellent.”


The third and fourth followed quickly: a porter who had to squeeze his hefty body through the tighter spaces, and one in the body of a visiting noblewoman, who had come to the cardinal seeking absolution in the holy city but found only the shadows.


“We are gathered,” the cardinal said, and gestured to the stone. “Who has the honor?”


“I do,” the porter said. The cardinal could hear the pride there, even as there was all too human fear. “For all our kind.”


If it were not for this cost, their kind might already have overrun the human world of form and light. To find one of their kind willing to sacrifice themselves was hard, and it was something only to be done when the chances of succeeding were beyond a doubt.


Like now.


The porter moved to the slab, lying upon it. The cardinal and the others went to their positions around it, and the cardinal took out a stiletto, holding the point above the porter’s heart.


The four of them started the chant, and now the power built. Every etched stone of the mausoleum amplified it, caught it, built it up until it was like swimming in a sea of that power. Every shadow of the mausoleum flickered and twisted, forming new shapes that had nothing to do with the objects around them. 


The chanting built to a crescendo, and the cardinal looked to the one in the mask. She nodded, and the cardinal brought his stiletto down sharply, plunging it into the porter’s heart. 


Most of the time, such things were an inconvenience to their kind. The host died, but the shadows within could flee. Here though, like this, there was no fleeing. The marks on the stone bound the shadow to the flesh, made it a true sacrifice. Even as he felt the stiletto plunge into flesh, the cardinal felt the unravelling of the shadow within it, power flowing out in one last surge.


That power was the final push the ritual needed. 


Power flowed out along the markings the cardinal had made, making them blaze with dark energy, until they hurt the eyes of the human body the cardinal wore. He made himself watch, though. He would not miss this moment.


He watched as the air itself tore within the archway, seeming to pulse and bubble before it rent asunder. The air inside the archway gave way, less like the opening of a door and more like the simple obliteration of everything within it.


It left a pathway to somewhere else, somewhere filled with shades of darkness that would overwhelm a human mind.


That darkness shifted and changed with every breath, more complex by far than the form and light of this place. The cardinal could feel the hatred that place held for this world, the desires to own and crush it running side by side.


He stared into the darkness, and the darkness started to flow outward. 


Now, it was possible to make out the shadows among the greater mass of darkness, flowing through that space like great creatures through some blackened sea. They came towards the portal, some hesitantly because of the dim glow of the catacombs, others eagerly.


They poured out from the portal, flowing from it and roosting among the shadows of the mausoleum. They clustered, seeming to take up no space, but adding a weight to the air of the room that had not been there before. These were the cardinal’s people; yet even so, his stolen body wanted to shudder at the sensation of it.


The woman in the mask seemed to have no such reaction. She stood at the heart of them, with one hand on the body of the porter, halfway between a general addressing an army and some cruel priestess speaking to a congregation after a sacrifice. 


“We have opened a way to this world. One of our number has given their life so that the rest of us may enter. We must make that sacrifice worth it. We must ensure that, this time, the world of humanity falls!”


There was a susurration around the mausoleum, and the cardinal could almost feel the excitement of his kin as they gathered. 


“There is one thing that must be done first. We will not let the Shadowseers cut us off from the world as they have before.” 


She turned, pointing to one of the shadows there, which lurked alone. The cardinal could feel the power of it, and the malevolence. Even their own kind shrank back from it.


“Go to the place the humans call ‘Munich.’ The Shadowseers are there, seeking the relic to close our portals. Find it before they do, and there will be no way for them to stop us!”


 




 


 


 



CHAPTER TWO


 


 


Inspector Sebastian Pinsley stood with his hand raised to knock on the door of his daughter’s apartment in Paris. Then he did the one thing he hadn’t done in all his years of policing, in all his time in the army before:


He froze.


He stood there perfectly still, with his hand still raised, like some tall, middle-aged statue. He must have looked a spectacle to anyone in the building, this slender Englishman with his hawkish features and dark mutton chops, standing perfectly still in front of a door with his hand still raised to knock.


He willed himself to knock, reminded himself that his daughter Olivia lay just beyond that door, that he wanted to see her more than anything in the world, but that only made it worse. 


Pinsley wanted to see her, but did she want to see him?


Olivia knew that he was in Paris, of course. He’d saved her from a killer only last night. She’d seen him there, and Pinsley had seen the recognition there. He’d also seen the shock. His daughter hadn’t been expecting to find her father showing up in Paris. Perhaps that also meant that he wasn’t wanted?


Ordinarily, the inspector had all the capacities he would ever need to find out the truth of a matter, yet this was something where logic and reasoning could not help him. If he had ever truly known what was going on in his daughter’s heart, then perhaps she would never have fled London in the first place.


Talking to Kaia yesterday, flushed with the success of the investigation, he’d been so certain that he should find his daughter. Now, all the old insecurities came flooding back. Did he have the right to show up like this? There were reasons why Olivia left. Would she even want to see him? Plus, he couldn’t stay in Paris. The Sûreté were searching for him and Kaia, and he had already promised that he would go to Munich.


Almost without making a conscious decision, Pinsley started to back away from the door. Sometimes in life, it was better for all concerned to make a tactical withdrawal. Better for him, better for…


The door swung open even as Pinsley backed away, revealing Olivia standing there. She was far shorter than Pinsley, but just as slender, with dark hair tied back in a braid, and features that had inherited only a trace of Pinsley’s sharpness, so that the result was striking rather than intense. She wore a simple dark dress, and a scarf that Pinsley guessed was intended to hide the marks of the rope a killer had tried to use to strangle her.


Her expression was the most complex part of her right then, filled with a mix of fear and hope, worry, anger, and… joy?


“Father!” she said, and flung herself forward, catching her arms around him in a hug so tight that it hurt, especially when Pinsley still had the bruises from his own fight with the killer.


“Olivia!” he said, and even though it was far from the done thing, he felt a tear of joy forming at the corner of his eye. “Olivia, I’m so sorry, for everything.”


“No, you don’t have to be sorry,” Olivia said. “I… I just couldn’t stand being in London after Mother… I had to make a clean break, for my own sanity.”


Pinsley understood that better than he cared to. His own mind had been on the brink of falling apart with grief when Catherine had been murdered. 


“Come inside,” Olivia said.


She showed him into a small apartment that was still neatly kept, with white painted walls, and a few pieces of furniture that looked as though they’d been salvaged from other places. Olivia gestured to a chair and Pinsley took it, while she seated herself on a divan.


“Why Paris?” he asked.


“I wanted to act,” Olivia said. “I wanted… I wanted the life I dreamed of, not something ordinary.”


“You were never ordinary,” Pinsley assured her. “And you are a wonderful actress.”


He caught the faint look of surprise that crossed her face. “I just play minor parts.”


“And do it brilliantly,” Pinsley insisted.


“I thought… I thought you wouldn’t approve,” Olivia said. “I haven’t dared to write, because I thought you might come and drag me back.”


Pinsley tried to imagine that fear and realized that if he had found Olivia in the first months after she’d left, he might have just brought her home regardless of her wishes. He would have seen it as saving her. Now, though, he could see that things were different. She seemed happy here in a way that she hadn’t been in London after her mother’s death.


“I will never try to do that,” he promised. 


He saw Olivia relax. “That’s good to hear. Not that it matters much now. They’ll be closing the theater, and after all the scandal, I don’t know how much work I’ll get. But what now? Are you staying in Paris? Are you here for good?”


A part of Pinsley wished that he could stay there with his daughter forever. It said that, having only just found her, he shouldn’t leave again. Yet with the Sûreté after him, he knew he couldn’t.


Besides, he had made a promise to Kaia.


“I cannot stay,” he said, shaking his head. “My efforts to catch the man who attacked you on stage mean that the police here wish to arrest me. In any case, I have…”


He was about to say that he had seen things beyond reason, things he could not explain, but he didn’t want his own daughter to think him mad. How could Pinsley explain the full depth of what he’d seen with Kaia?


He settled for a half truth, instead. “There is a young woman who has become my ward. She is traveling to Munich, and I believe that there are matters there that must be investigated, so I have to accompany her.”


“You’re leaving?” Olivia said. Pinsley could see the sadness and the hurt there. She seemed to want him to go as little as he wanted to leave.


“I must.” Pinsley reached out for his daughter’s hand. “I will try to return to Paris once the truth about tonight has come out, and the hunt for me has passed. But if I do not leave, I will be arrested. They think I am an English spy, making trouble. And if they find out that you are my daughter… it could mean trouble for you.”


“I… I understand,” Olivia said. “Wait, one minute.”


She disappeared into what seemed to be a bedroom. Pinsley assumed that his daughter was going to fetch some memento to remember her by and felt slightly embarrassed that he had nothing of his own to give. Nothing that would mean anything, at least.


Then Olivia strode out of the bedroom carrying a hefty traveling bag, and he knew that he’d misjudged her. 


“Olivia,” he began, “you can’t just-”


“The theater will be closed after tonight, and if you’re right about the Sûreté looking for you, then that might spell trouble for me even if you’re not here,” Olivia said. “Besides, I want to. I want the chance to spend time with you.”


“So you mean…”


“I’m coming with you to Munich.”


 


*


 


Kaia stood in the hallway of the grand house that she had called upon and stared at a girl who could only be her sister, her twin.


Her brain reeled in shock at the sight of her, but there was no doubting it. She had the same heart shaped face, the same delicate features, the same blonde hair. She was as short and as slender as Kaia. Her brow furrowed in puzzlement in exactly the same way that Kaia’s did. 


The only real difference was the way that they were dressed. Kaia’s clothes were traveling attire that was finer than anything she’d owned back at the orphanage, but her brightly colored dress still felt like rags compared to the finery of the dark dress her sister wore. It looked as if it had come from the very best couturier the city had to offer, every embroidered line of it screaming wealth even if the house around them hadn’t.


For the longest time, they stood there staring at one another. Then her sister rushed forward, and swept Kaia up in a hug that Kaia could only return breathlessly.


“I knew!” her sister exclaimed, in English. “I always knew. I had dreams about having a sister. About being small and playing together. I knew you were real, and that we would find one another.”


Her voice wasn’t like Kaia’s. Where Kaia had the roughness of the poorest parts of South London, her sister sounded as if she had been brought up in the finest parts of Surrey or Oxfordshire.


It took Kaia a moment to realize just how odd that was, when they were in Paris.


“Wait,” she said. “You’re English?”


“My father is ambassador to France,” her sister said. 


“Father?” Kaia said. Were their parents here? For a moment, she dared to hope.


“My adopted father,” her sister said. “I was adopted.”


Kaia felt a flash of disappointment then that she wasn’t about to meet her parents as well as her sister, but also a kind of relief. If her sister and her parents had been living together, then that would have meant that they’d abandoned Kaia while keeping her sister. Kaia wasn’t sure that she could have stood that.


Her sister took Kaia’s hand. “I know, it’s a lot. You have questions, and so do I. Let’s go sit down.”


She led the way through to a parlor that could have hosted the Emperor of France himself. Perhaps it had, given what she’d just said. Every scrap of furniture was the finest Kaia had seen, carved so that it seemed as sinuous as something alive. The walls were painted a calm, duck egg blue, while there were bookshelves that held more books than Kaia had seen in her life.


None of that mattered as much as the fact that Kaia was in there with her sister.


“What’s your name?” Kaia blurted out, as her sister led them to a chaise longue. “I don’t even know your name.”


“Emmeline,” her sister said. “Most people call me Em. Well, no, most people call me Emmeline in their sternest voice. But the people I like call me Em. What are you called?”


“I’m Kaia,” Kaia said. It was so strange, not knowing even the most basic things about her own twin. The shock of all of it was almost too great. It made her feel like her head was swimming, about to explode with the pressure of it all.


It was all too much, and Kaia could feel tears starting to fall from her eyes. She found them matched in her sister, so that for a few moments, the two of them simply sat there across from one another, weeping. 


“I know,” Em said. She reached up to brush away one of Kaia’s tears, and Kaia mirrored the movement without thinking. “There’s so much to say, so much to find out. But it feels right, doesn’t it?”


It did. It felt as if a piece of Kaia had slotted back into place, making her whole again where before she had been fractured and incomplete. For the first time in her life, she had real family, right in front of her.


“How?” she asked, looking round at the room and its grandeur. “How are you here, like this?”


“I was adopted,” Em said. “When I was only a little girl. My new mother and father were always quite honest about it. They felt it was better not to lie to me. They had everything else in the world, money, love, a job for my father that let him work with the most important people, but they couldn’t have the one thing they wanted: a child. I have been their daughter ever since. What about you, Kaia? Did someone adopt you?”


Kaia shook her head. “I escaped from the orphanage the day before they were going to give me into service.”


Kaia saw the sympathy on her sister’s face.


“I’m so sorry,” Em said. “I wish I’d known. I wish I could have done something.”


Kaia was just glad that Em hadn’t had to go through everything that she had growing up. She hadn’t had to spend years trapped in the cruelty of the orphanage. Kaia wouldn’t have wished it on her even if it had meant having Em there beside her, even if it had meant Kaia getting out instead.


“How did you get here, though?” Em asked. 


Kaia wondered how much to tell her. When she’d told people before, they’d been convinced that she was mad, that she was making things up. She was still contemplating it when she felt the pulsing of power inside her sister. Power like hers. Power that could drive back the shadows.


“You… you’re the same as me,” Kaia said. “You have… power.”


She saw Em hesitate, and she guessed that her sister was having exactly the same conversation with herself about whether she should say anything. Then she smiled. 


“I do, and it feels so good to finally tell someone. Is that part of why you’re in Paris?”


Kaia nodded. “I came because someone like me, a Shadowseer, told me that my family might be in Paris. Then when I got here, I could feel the shadows. I thought one was involved in a murder, but instead, it turned out that they were plotting to open a doorway to let more through. Then, I found out from a woman they’d possessed that they were watching this house. I thought it would be filled with Shadowseers. Instead, I found…”


“Me,” Em said, with another smile. “But what’s all this about Shadowseers and shadows? Does it have to do with the power in me? In us? Do you know about it?”


“Only what I’ve found out,” Kaia said. “Only what a couple of people have told me.”


“Then you must tell me,” Em said. “You must tell me that, and all about yourself. I’ll have a servant make up a room, and you can stay, and everything will be perfect.”


Kaia wanted nothing more. She wanted to sit there for hours, talking with her sister. She wanted to explain everything she knew and ask every detail of Em’s life in return. Then she realized that there was one more thing she’d been told that meant she couldn’t do that. If what she’d been told about the relic was true, then she had to get to it before the shadows did, and that meant…


“Em,” she said. “I can’t stay.”


“Why not?”


“There’s an item, a relic. If I don’t get to it, then the whole world could be in danger. I… I have to go to Munich.”


 




 


 


 



CHAPTER THREE


 


 


Kaia wasn’t sure how her newfound sister would react to the news that she had to go to Munich. She braced for Em’s reaction, not knowing if she would be heartbroken or indifferent, angry that Kaia was leaving so soon or frustrated that Kaia would put even this in front of her family.


All Kaia could do was watch and wait. Perhaps Em would tell her to go. Perhaps she would say that she didn’t care. That would, in its way, be worse.


Then she did the one thing Kaia wasn’t expecting.


“If you’re going to Munich, then I’m coming with you,” Em declared.


“What?” Kaia said. “No, you can’t. It will be dangerous.”


She didn’t want to put her sister at risk, not so soon after meeting her for the first time. Not at all, if she could help it.


“You said yourself that you could feel the power I have,” Em pointed out. “If this is safe for you, it is safe for me.”


The trouble was that Kaia wasn’t sure if this was going to be safe for her. She suspected that she would be walking into the middle of danger, trying to find both the Shadowseers and the object that the shadows wanted. She tried to find an excuse that might keep Em safe.


“Your new family won’t just let you go with me, will they?” Kaia said.


“Oh, Mother is back in London, and Father is preoccupied trying to smooth things over with the Emperor. If I tell him that I am leaving to go back to school in Switzerland early, he won’t question it.”


“You go to school in Switzerland?” Kaia said, the surprise in her voice partly because she couldn’t imagine anyone going all that way for school, and partly because it was another hint of a life that had been so much better than her own.


“There’s a finishing school there that’s supposed to turn me into the most suitable young lady I can be. Languages, deportment, that sort of thing.” Em said it as if Kaia might have studied either of those things. “Getting me ready for the point where I find an even more suitable husband. I think, compared to that, going off on an adventure with a twin I never knew about sounds like the better option, don’t you? And if you’re serious about the stakes, then you’ll need all the help you can get.”


Kaia couldn’t argue with that logic. Even so she felt as though she had to try.


“Em, are you sure about this?”


“Absolutely,” Em said. “Don’t you want me with you?”


There was only one answer to that.


“More than anything,” Kaia said. Even so, she couldn’t help thinking about what the inspector would say, with her wanting to bring someone else along on their journey like this. Even her sister. Especially her sister.


Em seemed to relax a little. “Then that’s settled. I’ll have the carriage brought around at once.”


 


*


 


By the time they rolled up in front of the boarding house where Kaia had arranged to meet the inspector, he was already waiting outside. There was a young woman with him, and Kaia recognized her from the previous night in the theater, as the one who had been attacked.


This was his daughter, Olivia. He’d found her. He’d talked to her, the way she’d hoped he would. 


A mixture of emotions rose in Kaia at that. Happiness for the inspector was at the forefront, because today of all days she knew how much it meant to find family that had been missing. 


At the same time, though, there was an undercurrent of fear, because would the inspector truly want to go with her now that he had found his daughter? Wouldn’t he want to find a way to stay with her instead?


Those fears were allayed a little by the fact that he had his traveling bag in his hand, but even that might only mean that he was planning to go somewhere with Olivia, perhaps even back to London. She had a bag too. They were leaving.


In spite of her fears, Kaia made herself step down from the carriage, and Em alighted beside her, with all the grace that probably came from that finishing school of hers.


She saw the shock on Pinsley’s face as they stood there together, side by side. Ordinarily he was so reserved, but now it looked as if Kaia could have pushed him over with a feather, he was so obviously stunned.


“There’s two of you now?” he said, but he recovered quickly. “A sister. You have a sister.”


“This is Em,” Kaia said, realizing that she should probably make introductions. 


“Emmeline Faunley-Jones,” Em said. 


“As in Rupert Faunley-Jones? The ambassador to Paris?” Pinsley said. Kaia could see his shock deepening, but also taking on a tinge of worry. 


“My adopted father,” Em said, as if it were all the simplest thing in the world.


The inspector seemed to be too taken aback by it all to even form words. Apparently, his daughter didn’t have the same difficulty. 


“It’s lovely to meet you,” Olivia said, holding out her hand. “Forgive my father, I think this has all taken him rather aback. I am Olivia.”


She shook Em’s hand, seeming perfectly at ease in spite of the importance of Em’s adopted parents. She turned to Kaia.


“And you must be my father’s ward, Kaia,” she said. Instead of a handshake, she pulled Kaia into a hug. “I always wanted a little sister, and I have no doubt that you played your part saving me last night, too.”


Kaia hadn’t been expecting such a warm welcome from the inspector’s daughter. She wasn’t sure what she’d been expecting. Maybe jealousy, or a sense that Olivia wanted her father to herself now that they’d reconnected. Instead, she seemed truly pleased to meet Kaia. That made emotions well up in her. She’d never had a family before, and now, not only had she found her real sister, but she’d added someone who was almost another.


“I… you’re not upset that I’m taking your father away to Munich?” Kaia asked. 


“Why would I be upset?” Olivia replied. “I’m coming too.”


Kaia stepped back and stared at her, then at Pinsley, who looked slightly embarrassed.


“Olivia insisted,” he said, “and it will be good to have her along.”


“Quite the quartet we’ll make,” Em said. She seemed to have the knack of surprising the inspector. 


“You’re coming too?” Pinsley said. “But your father-”


He got no further than that, though, because whistles sounded at the end of the street, piercing enough that they hurt Kaia’s ears. She looked around and saw at least half a dozen members of the Sûreté in full uniform, heading towards them. 


“What’s going on?” Em asked.


Kaia shook her head. “No time to explain. They think we’re English spies and worse. I don’t even know how they found us.” 


Even though she and the inspector were innocent, she still felt as fearful as if she were guilty of everything the police here suspected them of: murder, spying, sabotage. Would they even stop to listen, or would they just drag them straight to the guillotine?


“The hotel owner must have said something,” Pinsley replied. “There’s no time. We need to run.”


“Get in the carriage,” Em said. She was already making her way back up into it. “Quickly!”


Kaia followed her without thinking about it, up into an interior lined with red leather and velvet, with broad, deep seats that were obviously designed to keep the occupants comfortable for as long as necessary on long journeys.


Olivia sprang up next, squashing into the space with her luggage, and the inspector came after her, lunging into it.


“Drive, Hugo!” Em called out, and Kaia heard the crack of a whip, urging the horses into motion. She felt the strain against the carriage as they started to get it moving, those first few strides coming painfully slowly.


“They’re gaining on us,” the inspector said.


Kaia could see that it was true. The half dozen men of the Sûreté were almost level with the carriage, now. If they got there… well, the inspector could fight, but there were too many of them for that. Probably all four of them would be arrested then, simply for trying to run.


Kaia found herself wondering if she might be able to summon up her power. She’d used it before to send foes flying long enough to escape. Maybe she could do it again. 


The only problem with that was that she didn’t know how she used her power. When she’d used it before, it had always been sudden and spontaneous. It had come out of her without any control, almost as if something were pouring out through her. Kaia reached down to try to find it now, but it was like some sleeping creature in its lair, unwilling to be roused.


Even as Kaia tried, she saw the first of the Sûreté officers grab for the carriage. She was certain in that moment that they were done for, and that the carriage would soon have all six policemen grabbing onto it in an effort to capture them. 


“This carriage is the property of the British Ambassador!” Em snapped out, in perfect French. “Its contents are under the protection of the British Empire. Attempting to enter without permission is an act of war between our countries!”


Kaia had no idea if any of that was true or not, but it was certainly enough to get the man who’d grabbed the carriage to let it go as quickly as if it were red hot metal. 


In that brief space, the carriage surged forward, with the streets of Paris flashing past around them. Kaia felt the wheels of the carriage skid as they rounded a corner, and she saw the chasing Sûreté fall back. 


“Was that true, what you said?” Kaia asked Em.


Her twin shrugged. “It’s certainly what Father said to say if we were ever harassed. I don’t think he had quite this situation in mind, though.”


They kept going through Paris, heading east, through streets full of busy people. Kaia saw a Sûreté officer and ducked her head on instinct, trying not to be seen.


“Word won’t have spread about us being in this carriage yet,” Pinsley said, obviously trying to reassure her, “and they’re looking for two fugitives, not for anything to do with the ambassador.”


It was a little reassuring, but even so, Kaia couldn’t help wondering how long it would be before news spread about them, and she couldn’t stop herself from worrying every time one of the Sûreté came into view.


Paris rolled by, in parades of newly remade streets. Kaia found to her surprise that she would miss it once she left. She was apprehensive too about the prospect of going to Munich. Would it be like this, with classical lines and imperial symbols everywhere, or would it be different again?


After a little while, Em knocked on the side of the carriage, which seemed to be a signal for the driver to stop.


“That’s far enough for you, Hugo,” she called up. “Go back to the house. My friends will drive me to school from here.”


“Very well, mademoiselle,” the driver replied. Kaia saw him hop down. She was surprised that he didn’t ask about being chased by the Sûreté, but maybe not asking questions was a part of being the ambassador’s driver?


“We’re stopping here?” Pinsley asked, but then seemed to think for a moment. “Ah, I see. Very clever, young lady.”


“See what?” Kaia asked, because she definitely didn’t see anything.


“We cannot take a train from Paris heading east, because the stations will be watched,” Pinsley explained. “That means that our best approach is to take the carriage at least out to the next town with a station, possibly all the way to Bavaria. But it would not be right to ask the driver to go with us all that way, because his first loyalty is to the ambassador.”


“Exactly,” Em replied, looking pleased. “We can’t have poor Hugo losing his position just because I’m not doing what I should.”
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