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        Gleave College, University of Oxford

      

      

      Janey Montgomerie leaned back against the ornately carved dining chair. She crossed one long, tanned leg over the other, and swirled her brandy around the glass, inhaling its heady fragrance. But her eyes didn’t leave Dr. Leonora Cooper, whose intense gaze shifted from Janey to the other woman at the table—Rosana—before she leaned forward, resting her arms on the highly polished dining table.

      “We have to find the Bahr Al Noor diamond,” Leonora said. Neither Janey nor Rosana questioned the statement. The diamond was the point at which the research of all three women converged. Each had their area of academic interest, some of which shed light on the whereabouts of the fabled diamond.

      “That,” continued Leonora, “is the task we’ve been given and which I’ve accepted on our behalf. In a few months it will be the two hundred-year anniversary of this college and the Chancellor has given us a significant grant to research the whereabouts of the diamond. It’s an opportunity we can’t pass up. It’ll make our careers.”

      Janey felt a rush of excitement, which set her heart and mind racing. It would certainly make her career. To visit places she’d only read about would give her work the edge it needed and would virtually guarantee her a professorial career in Gleave College. It was all she wanted. For a fleeting moment, she visualized her father’s reaction at being informed she was a professor at Oxford. Then reality hit, because this was an elusive diamond they were talking about, and this was her father—both as hard and remote as the other.

      “But surely there’s no way we can find it in time for the anniversary celebrations?” Janey shrugged. “I mean, the ancient texts describe its unrivaled beauty, greater even than the Koh-i-Noor. It’s priceless. How do we stand a chance of finding it when, for centuries, others have failed?”

      “Because,” said Sheikha Rosana bint Mohammad Al Khal—a princess in her own right and an exotic beauty who rarely bestowed a smile. She’d had to fight every inch of the way to gain permission from the men in her patriarchal homeland to use her excellent brain. “Each of us has unique knowledge that could help us find the diamond.”

      “Exactly,” confirmed Leonora. “We are arguably the best equipped people in the world to locate it.”

      “More so than the scholars of the countries to which the diamond is connected?” asked Janey, who still felt doubtful.

      Both the other women nodded.

      “They don’t have access to the college archives like we do,” said Leonora. “They don’t have access to the joint research you and Ashley have produced on harems.”

      “True,” conceded Janey. “Now Ashley has married Sheikh Zyir, she’s passed on her research to me to continue.”

      “And nor do they have access to your research, Rosana.”

      Rosana bowed her head in dignified agreement.

      “But where do we even start?” asked Janey.

      “We start here.” Leonora pointed up to the ornate ceiling, whose centerpiece was an elaborate cut-glass dome. “With the newly revealed inscription. Thank goodness the college acted on our hunch to remove the false ceiling. The Persian text inscribed around the glass has to be the key. Two hundred years ago, Lord Gleave returned from his explorations in the Middle East and founded this college. And that was the last known sighting of the diamond.”

      Janey put her hands behind her head, slipping down in the chair, and looked up at the ceiling and read the inscription out loud.

      “In that elevated place of sensual indulgence you shall find what you seek in the eye of heaven.” She sighed. “Could mean anywhere.”

      “No. It means somewhere very precise,” said Leonora firmly. “Previous searches have focused on the belief that the diamond was stolen, either taken by Lord Gleave and ending up here, in England, which we know to be false. Or else bandits took it to India. I don’t believe it’s there either.”

      “Where do you think it is?” Janey asked.

      “Sifra.”

      Janey’s eyebrows rose. “Sifra? Um… That could make sense, given the literature I’ve read.”

      Rosana looked thoughtful. “I agree. It would fit with the evidence we have.”

      “And it makes sense to me, too,” said Leonora. “I spent many months in Sifra and I believe it will still be there.”

      “So, what do you propose, Leonora?” asked Janey. “I mean, Sifra is hardly a country you can enter with ease. How do we go about locating the diamond if the country is a closed book to outsiders?”

      Janey and Rosana fixed their gazes onto Leonora, as the most senior academic.

      “We open the book,” Leonora said simply, swirling her brandy around the glass before taking a sip, and placing it back on the table. “I propose we take it in turns to travel to Sifra, enter the country by whatever means we can, and test our hypotheses. Say two weeks max each, and do whatever we have to do in order to locate the diamond. Are you in?”

      Janey nodded. “I’m in. Sounds cool. A bit of an adventure. And I’d love to see the harems I’ve read so much about.” She deliberately kept her comments casual. She didn’t want anyone seeing how much this opportunity meant to her. Putting up defensive walls around her so no one could tell what she was thinking or feeling had been second nature since she could walk.

      “Good. Rosana?”

      Rosana was more cautious than Janey. And she had good reason to be. Sifra bordered her own country, which she avoided as much as possible. She bit her lip for a moment, then lifted her chin and shot them a brief, guarded smile. “I will go, too. After all, my studies on royal traditions are directly relevant. I’m sure we’ll find the diamond as part of a crown, or throne, but unadorned, so as not to attract notice.” She nodded again, this time more strongly. “I doubt it will be fun, but it will be interesting. Count me in.”

      “Brilliant!” said Leonora, filling up their glasses with another generous helping of brandy. “You won’t regret it.”

      As Janey sat back and listened to Rosana describe Sifra, her mind strayed back to her father. She’d prove him wrong. When she achieved tenure at Oxford, she’d make sure he knew, despite not having seen him since she’d walked out of the family home ten years earlier. She didn’t want to see him again, that was for sure, not after everything he’d done, not after he’d controlled and belittled her every day of her young life. But she did want him to know that she wasn’t the stupid girl—more interested in surfing and shopping than school—he’d tried to make her believe she was. That she was worthy of respect… and love.

      Yes, if all went well, in a few months’ time, she’d have everything she’d worked so hard to achieve, and she’d be seated at this same table as part of the two hundred-year anniversary, celebrating the offer of a tenured position. And, it would coincide with the equinox when the light flooded down from the light well in a series of prisms which never failed to impress.

      Janey sighed with deep satisfaction. Yes, finding the diamond would secure everything she wanted. How hard could it be?
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        Four months later…

      

      

      Dr. Janey Montgomerie gathered the satin skirts of her long evening dress and ran along the cloistered pathway toward the brightly lit pavilion from which the sound of music and laughter spilled. She was late. She hated being late. And, if it hadn’t been for bad weather at London’s Heathrow Airport, she wouldn’t be arriving at her friend’s wedding when the reception was all but over. She paused at the entrance to the room, and looked around the sea of faces, none of whom she recognized.

      “Janey!”

      Janey turned around to see a smiling Leonora stand up and wave.

      She waved back and wove her way through the crowds. When Leonora had told her and Rosana that she’d failed to find the diamond, both of them had been sympathetic. But there was a part of Janey that was pleased. She couldn’t help it. It cleared the way for her to make an attempt, as well as adding to her research on harems. Now that she saw Leonora in the flesh, her guilt at her pleasure disappeared. Leonora looked the happiest she’d ever seen her, because she’d succeeded at something else instead—something neither Janey nor Rosana had known she’d wanted. Janey was glad for her friend even while she thought she was mad to surrender her independence for a man.

      She watched as Leonora ducked her head and spoke into the ear of the man at her side. The ex-King Darrius, Janey presumed. The man who’d stolen Leonora’s heart and who’d, inadvertently, given Janey the opportunity to come to a country she’d only read about.

      “Leonora,” Janey said, as she approached her and gave her friend a big hug. “I’m so sorry I’m late.”

      “Not your fault,” said Leonora, with a sympathetic smile. “Nothing you could do about the weather.” She pointed to a seat beside her. “But you’re here now, which is all that counts.”

      Darrius finished his conversation with his neighbor and turned to Janey with a welcoming smile.

      “Welcome to Sifra,” he said, rising to his feet and shaking her hand. Janey couldn’t help thinking Leonora was a little less mad now she’d met the man. He was certainly impressive in every way.

      “Thank you. I’ve read so much about it I can’t wait to look around.”

      His smile widened. “You are so like my wife.” Janey noticed Leonora’s eyes flash at the word wife, as if her new status thrilled her. Janey didn’t get it. “She experiences life through books, as well.”

      Leonora laughed at his teasing. “I used to, maybe. But Janey? No, you’re wrong there. Janey likes life outside the books, too, don’t you?”

      “Sure do,” said Janey. “I love to swim, hike and shop. Especially shop.”

      Darrius raised an eyebrow. “Then I’m afraid you may find what my country offers is too limited for your taste.”

      “I’m only here for a short while, and I can indulge myself in my other interests after I leave.”

      “After you’ve found the diamond,” added Leonora. “You have to succeed where I failed.”

      “You consider you failed?” asked Darrius, raising an imperious eyebrow.

      “Only in that one thing,” Leonora conceded. “And I have to say my interest has waned. I have other things on my mind now.”

      “I’m very glad to hear it,” said Darrius, with a hint of possession which rubbed Janey up the wrong way. She hated any suggestion of possession or control and couldn’t believe how Leonora’s smile subtly changed into something more knowing, and more sensual, before she dragged her gaze from Darrius back to Janey. Leonora sighed and her old smile returned.

      “I reckon I know what you’re thinking, Janey.”

      Janey hoped not. Because she could hardly recognize this woman in front of her. It wasn’t exactly that she was less strong, or less vibrant, just very different somehow. She couldn’t quite put her finger on it. Luckily, Leonora didn’t allow the pause to lengthen.

      “I’ve changed. I’m not the woman I was. And thank God for that.”

      “If change makes you look that happy, then it can only be good,” Janey conceded.

      “And it is, sooo good,” Leonora said, with her eyes fixed fondly on Darrius, who was talking to one of their guests.

      Janey licked her lips. She had to ask. “And… you don’t miss work? You really do plan to live here?”

      “Absolutely,” Leonora said, tearing her gaze away from Darrius once more. She appeared to glow. If love made you radioactive, Janey was glad she wasn’t in the market for it. “I’ve always loved Sifra. I know it sounds a bit woo-woo, but it feels like it’s my spiritual home,” Leonora continued.

      And there was no denying how genuine those feelings were. Janey could see it in her friend’s eyes. Janey gripped Leonora’s hand and gave it a squeeze. “I’m so happy for you.” And it was true. She was. And she’d be even happier if she never suffered the same fate.

      “Thank you.”

      “But…” Janey couldn’t help asking. “You really won’t miss everything you’ve been working toward at Oxford?” She shrugged, unable to hide her puzzlement. “I mean, it’s been so important to you.”

      Leonora cast her a shrewd look. “Sometimes the things we focus on replace other, earlier hopes and needs which were disappointed.”

      Janey frowned, wondering if Leonora was one of the few people who could see beyond Janey’s armor, and understand the insecurity which lay at her center.

      Leonora smiled, as if understanding what prompted Janey’s frown. “When I say ‘we’, I mean ‘me’, of course. I’m sure you are as well-rounded as you seem—a woman who enjoys diving head-first into the surf as much as dusty tomes. Whereas me? I was on the wrong path, taken there by stuff that happened.” She shrugged and her smile turned momentarily sad. “But that’s all changed now.” She looked across at where Darrius had suddenly stopped talking and turned to her, as if drawn by a sixth sense. “My future is with Darrius. And I couldn’t be happier.”

      Janey returned her smile while trying to figure out how Leonora could be happy, having forsaken all that was important to her in England to live in Sifra with such a dominant man. She forced herself to be pleased for Leonora, who obviously believed she’d hit the jackpot.

      “You certainly look happy. The happiest, in fact, I’ve ever seen you.”

      “Ah, there’s a reason for that. And that’s because I am.” She shifted closer to Janey. “I’ve found something far more precious than the diamond, Janey. And I hope you find what you’re looking for, too.”

      “The diamond? Of course, I’ll do my best.” She accepted a drink and sat back. “I’ll begin with the harem, of course. I can’t wait. I’ll be able to add to my research and take it to the next level. The first academic to enter the Sifran harem. I’ve already had requests to present papers at conferences.”

      “Ah, about the harem.”

      “I’m planning on having a good look around there first thing tomorrow morning.”

      Leonora pulled a face. “I’m afraid…” She winced again.

      Janey frowned. “What? What are you afraid of?”

      “I’m afraid it won’t be as easy as we first thought.”

      “Why not? You’re here, you’re married to the ex-king. Surely there won’t be anything to prevent our research from going ahead now? There’s nothing to hold us back.”

      “I’m afraid it won’t be that easy. Even with Darrius’s support, it won’t be simple to gain access, let alone spend time there alone. There are a lot of traditions and taboos which make gaining access difficult. But there’s someone who’ll help you with that.”

      “Really? Who’s that?”

      “Come with me and I’ll introduce you.”

      Janey followed Leonora to a group of men. She overheard one man talking.

      “I can think of a million things in Paris I’d rather be doing,” the man said.

      Janey stopped suddenly. There was something in the timbre of his voice which navigated directly through her senses and set her heart racing. She took a deep breath and gave herself a stern telling off.

      “Paris is wonderful,” she said, “but it doesn’t have the Bahr Al Noor diamond.”

      “And nor does Sifra,” the man said, turning around.

      Her gaze was level with the man’s chest. His hands were on his hips, pushing the suit jacket aside, revealing a beautifully cut white silk shirt. Her gaze rose to a tie which had been loosened to reveal curling hair on dark skin. Her gaze lifted again to a chin which was already beginning to show the signs of dark stubble. And again to a mouth—a mouth which made her heart stop. She didn’t need to lift her gaze any further to realize she knew this man. But she looked up anyway. Because she had no choice but to look into those eyes, as compelling as they had been two years ago. But far colder. It was him. It was Amare. She felt her mouth slacken and her brain freeze.

      “Dr. Montgomerie, how nice to see you again.”

      Amare extended his hand to hers, but she simply looked at it as if it were an apparition. If she touched him, he’d be real, and she didn’t want him to be real. She didn’t want her past to come back to haunt her—for good reason. He reached out and took her hand in his, holding it briefly before shaking and releasing it.

      “What?” exclaimed Leonora, looking from one to the other. “You’ve met before? How come? Amare, you didn’t say anything when I told you about Janey!”

      Neither Amare nor Janey looked at Leonora, or replied immediately. Janey was in shock at seeing the man she’d had a one-night stand with two years earlier, half a world away on an Australian beach. She couldn’t have spoken, even if she could think of what to say. Slowly, he turned to Leonora.

      “We met in Australia at a conference.” Then he looked back at Janey and her heart leapt into a rapid tattoo. She wondered if he’d tell Leonora exactly what had happened that night that had changed her life. But he stopped there, his lips pressed together as if wanting to convey to her he could say more, that he might say more in the future, but, at this moment, he wasn’t about to make their secret public knowledge. “Didn’t we, Dr. Montgomerie?”

      She gave a quick nod.

      “And may I call you Janey?”

      “Oh, yes,” said Leonora. “Everyone does, don’t they, Janey? No one stands on ceremony with our beach babe!” Leonora gave a laugh, which faded too quickly as she looked from one to the other.

      “May I?” repeated Amare to Janey, as if he knew the answer had to come from her.

      But Janey had lost any sense of the flow of conversation. She shook her head.

      “May you what?”

      Was it her imagination, or did he move toward her slightly? He must have done because she was suddenly aware of his scent. She drew in a deep breath, reacting instinctively to her knowledge of it.

      “May I call you Janey?” he asked, his voice a shade lower, a shade gruffer.

      Janey licked her lips, and his lips tweaked into a glimmer of a smile.

      “Janey?” said Leonora, frowning in confusion.

      Janey mentally shook herself free from the spell his proximity was casting on her and gave a brief nod of agreement. Although she’d have preferred to keep things formal, keep him at a distance. She’d have preferred it if he’d been anywhere else but here, with her. Preferably half a world away. But she had to face facts. The man with whom she’d spent a night of torrid love-making, and who’d then proclaimed they would marry straight away, sending her running for the hills, was here in front of her. And there was nowhere to run this time.
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      “Sure.” She cleared her throat. “Please do. Call me Janey, I mean.” She gave a slight grimace, hating that she sounded so unsure of herself. She was never unsure. Not now anyway. For some reason, being with this man brought all the bad memories flooding back. She cast a quick look around, instinctively looking for a means to escape.

      “Good,” said Amare, with a finality which made her wonder if she’d agreed to something else. She was barely aware of what she was agreeing to. All she could think of was that the impossible had happened. The man who’d had such a profound impact on her life two years ago was standing there, right before her, talking to Leonora as if they were best friends. She’d known he was from the Middle East somewhere, but they hadn’t talked much during their brief time together. They’d been too busy… She closed her eyes, a rush of heat sweeping through her body as she remembered what they’d been too busy doing.

      “Janey?” said Leonora, clearly puzzled by her reaction. “Are you okay?”

      Janey opened her eyes quickly and nodded reassuringly. “Of course,” she said in a husky voice. She cleared her throat. “Why wouldn’t I be?”

      “Why indeed?” said Amare.

      “Which conference did you meet at?” asked Leonora.

      Janey licked her lips, willing her tongue to work. “It was in Queensland. Before I started at Oxford.”

      “How come you didn’t mention you knew Janey, Amare?” said Leonora.

      Amare kept his gaze locked on Janey. “Didn’t I? I must have overlooked it.” His gaze was intense. She felt it from the tips of her toes to the prickling in her scalp.

      Suddenly his name was called, and he excused himself, and Janey watched him walk over to Darrius and another man. Janey exhaled a deep breath and turned to Leonora.

      “What the hell was all that about?” asked Leonora, her eyes wide.

      Janey pushed her hair from her face with an agitated gesture and glanced at Amare. “Don’t ask.”

      “I just have, and I’ll ask again. What went on between the two of you? Because, judging from your reaction, something definitely did.”

      “As he said, we met at a conference.”

      “There’s ‘met’ at a conference and then there’s ‘met’ at a conference. And I don’t think you just exchanged business cards, by the looks on your faces.”

      Janey shrugged. She really didn’t want to go into the sordid details at Leonora’s wedding reception. “It was a long time ago. Water under the bridge and all that.”

      “You are a dark horse.”

      “We all have our secrets. And I think you’ve been keeping some from me.” She was determined to divert the attention back to Leonora. “You came here looking for a diamond and a few weeks later, you’re married. How exactly does that work without a secret past?”

      Leonora shrugged and turned a loving gaze to her husband, who was talking to Amare. “I’ll tell you all about it one day.”

      Janey frowned. Now she was recovering from the shock of seeing Amare, she wondered exactly how he fitted into things. Presumably he was a friend of Darrius’s who’d turned up for the wedding and was likely to disappear immediately afterwards. God, she hoped so.

      She turned away from Leonora, her eyes seeking him out as if she didn’t have any other option. He didn’t fit in like the others. His appearance was more western, for one thing, not dressed in traditional robes like most of the others. And, for another, he had an air of sophistication about him, of worldliness she remembered from before. Simply put, he was drop-dead gorgeous.

      Her frown deepened at the thought of him disappearing after the wedding. They’d spent the most incredible night together, during which she had really and truly believed that it would be more than a one-night stand. They’d connected at such a depth that she thought she’d met someone who’d be important in her life. And then he’d done something which had swept away all her feelings in one huge tsunami surge, devastating everything in its path. He’d told her they would marry. He hadn’t asked her and he hadn’t discussed it with her, simply told her that this would happen. It had been enough for her to walk out the door and keep on walking. No one would ever control her life. She knew what that meant more than most. And this time it would be him who left. She had work to do.

      She turned back to Leonora to discover she was with her new husband. From the way they were looking at one another, she didn’t think they’d appreciate any interruption. She sighed and sat down in the nearest chair, watching her friend and wondering how she’d fallen in love so quickly. Annoyingly, her mind strayed back to Amare.

      She turned back to look for him once more, and jumped, startled to find him standing beside her, looking at her as if he wanted to devour her.

      “Sorry to surprise you,” he said smoothly. “May I?” He indicated the chair beside her.

      He didn’t wait for her to answer and sat down, presumably understanding that the likelihood of her wanting him near her was approximately zero.

      “You don’t exactly look happy to see me again,” he commented, in a deceptively nonchalant tone. He took a sip of his drink and set it with deliberate care on to the starched tablecloth, before lacing his fingers before him. She remembered the precise movement, recalled how everything he did was considered, under control. A shiver ran down her spine.

      She took a breath. She could do this. This might be the same man, but the situation was entirely different. He was simply a guest at a wedding. He’d disappear and then she could get on with her work. She fixed a polite, neutral smile on her face.

      “It’s a happy occasion. Why wouldn’t I be happy?” she said evasively, only able to look him directly in the eye after she’d finished speaking. She didn’t like what she saw there—amusement, appreciation, and heat. She looked away.

      “The way you avoided answering a question by asking one of your own suggests you should be a politician, not an academic.” His heated gaze swept her body—from her painted toenails to her glossy lips. She immediately licked them. He sighed and looked her in the eyes once more. “But then I hadn’t known you were an academic when we met before.”

      “If you’d actually attended the conference, you would have,” she answered sharply, determined to keep up her guard.

      “I didn’t connect the conference with you. You hardly looked the part. Emerging from the sea in that brief bikini, your long hair plastered over your…” He trailed off, and his eyes narrowed. “…body,” he said, his voice lowered to a huskier tone, which sent a tweak of desire deep inside of her. His eyes darkened with arousal and he shook his head as if to force himself back into the present, away from the allure of the memory.

      She refused to give in to the desire, to allow it to take over her. Instead, she focused on what he’d said, and a spark of anger fueled her defenses. It had always been the same. How she looked made people believe she didn’t have a brain.

      “You appear to be under the misapprehension that long hair indicates a small brain. Maybe it’s the opposite.” She glanced at his cropped hair. “Your hair is very short…” She folded her arms as she waited for him to understand the insult.

      He smiled coldly, but instead of answering immediately, he leaned forward and rested his arms on his legs, tilting his head so she was forced to look into his eyes. Once their gazes were locked, she couldn’t have looked away if she’d wanted to. And she did want to. Desperately. “You can say what you like, habibti, because nothing you can say will make me believe you didn’t want me as much as I wanted you.” He licked his lips. “Nothing. Because I remember every moment, every detail of our time together. And you want me now, I can tell.”

      She tried to speak, but her mouth was dry. Her pulse throbbed in her head and deep inside other parts of her which had melted the moment he’d turned that scorching gaze on her. She swallowed and his gaze lowered to her throat before flicking up once more. She shook her head in a weak attempt to deny what every part of her body wanted to admit. “No,” she managed to say, in a tone which contradicted her denial.

      Then he did something which she really didn’t want him to do. He reached out and ran his index finger along hers. Sensation skittered through her body. “I don’t believe you,” he said. His gaze roved her face. “Your cheeks are suddenly flushed.”

      “It’s hot in here,” she whispered, in that same traitorous, husky tone.

      “And your eyes have darkened.” He looked at her assessingly. She gasped and closed her eyes as her only defense against him. She shunted her chair away from him and jumped to her feet. She had to get out of there. She had to put distance between them. It was her only hope. She felt as if he were claiming her inch by inch. And if he did? Where would she be? Lost. Once more. Like she’d been when she was a child.

      “I… I have to go.” She looked around, desperate to find the only person in the room she knew—Leonora. But she was far away, obviously about to leave. But Janey had to see her before she disappeared on her honeymoon. She needed to know as much as possible about the work she was to begin the next day. She was annoyed all over again that her flight was so late, reducing the time they had together.

      Janey pushed her way through the crowd, glancing back over her shoulder only once to see Amare standing watching her. At least he wasn’t following her, she thought as she continued on toward Leonora. She tapped her friend on the shoulder, and Leonora turned to her with a big glowing smile.

      “Janey! I’m so sorry that we haven’t had any time together. But you’ll be here when I get back.”

      Janey frowned. “That’s a month away. I’ll be long gone by then. It won’t take me a month to complete my research.”

      Leonora gave a wry chuckle and leaned in to Janey. “Don’t bet on it. Sifra and its men have a way of getting their claws into you.”

      Janey bridled. “I don’t want anything, or anyone, to get their claws into me!”

      Leonora shrugged. “Maybe not. But it happens all the same.”

      “Leonora,” said Janey, wanting to change the subject and focus on work. “You mentioned earlier that there was someone who could help me gain access to the harem quarters. You were going to introduce me to them.”

      Leonora laughed. “I guess I didn’t. Your reaction sidetracked me.”

      Janey frowned in confusion.

      “It’s Amare,” said Leonora. “I’ve asked him to help you with your research.”

      Her head was ringing as if she’d been slapped. Perhaps she’d misheard. She certainly hoped she’d misheard. “You’ve done what?”

      “Asked Amare to work with you.”

      “Why would you do that?” Her voice had dwindled to a croak.

      “Because without him, you won’t be able to access the harem,” said Leonora, visibly perplexed. “And without him, your chances of finding the diamond are reduced. He is the key to your research.”

      “He is? Why? Who is he?”

      “I thought you knew him from years ago, otherwise I’d have introduced you properly.”

      Janey shook her head. “All I knew was his name, Amare. Nothing else.”

      Leonora grinned. “Must have been quite some night.”

      “It was,” said Janey, but she didn’t smile, she didn’t laugh. The memory was too bitter-sweet, too painful.

      “Janey, Amare is Darrius’s youngest brother.”

      Janey’s mouth dried as a sense of dread filled her.

      “But… Amare isn’t the name of either of his brothers. It’s not. I checked. I…”

      “It’s his middle name.” Leonora shrugged. “I guess he prefers it. Anyway, he’s the contact I told you about. The person with information on the diamond which has been passed down orally, which isn’t written down anywhere.”

      “Impossible! I can’t work with him.”

      “If you want the diamond, you’re going to have to work with him. There’s no other way you can do it.”
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