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        Amanda Stanton

      

      

      I was sitting at the kitchen table, staring at the mail, a cold cup of coffee beside me.

      There were bills, a postcard from a friend, and a few letters for him.

      Every time I looked at them, a new tide of bitterness climbed its way up my throat, and I had to clamp my lips together hard. If I kept doing this, the blood loss would probably see half of my face fall off.

      I knew what the right thing to do was. Forward them to his offices. The wrong thing to do was to pluck up the kitchen scissors and cut them into tiny shreds, burn them, and bury the ashes.

      Technically, I was going to London this afternoon, but there was no chance I was going to take his mail to him.

      There was no chance I was going to visit him at all.

      Why would I?

      Two months ago, Sebastian Shaw had broken up with me. No warning. No explanation.

      At first, I hadn’t been able to believe it. I’d thought it was a joke. Sebastian, after all, was so damn fond of gags. Especially ridiculous ones.

      Well, it hadn’t been a joke.

      Sebastian Shaw didn’t want to have anything to do with me anymore. And that was that.

      I forced myself to stand up, and I grabbed my cold coffee, took an unpleasant sip, then poured the rest of it into the sink. I watched the dark colored liquid sloshing around against the polished aluminum, then I turned on the tap to see the rest of the dregs wash away.

      I wished I could wash away my memories just as easily.

      And I wished I would stop getting his damn mail.

      But wishing wasn’t going to change anything.

      I knew I had to distract myself.

      I tied my dressing gown further around my middle then padded through the hallway toward the secret door that led down into one of this manor’s many basements.

      There was only one way to distract myself. A couple of years ago, before I’d inadvisably met Sebastian Shaw, a tub of chocolate ice cream and a few movies would have done it.

      I was different now. I was a treasure hunter.

      When Sebastian had broken up with me, he’d told me to end it. To stop hunting the Stargazers. He’d told me I wasn’t cut out for his world, though not in so many words.

      He’d tried to point out it was dangerous, and I had to get out now while I still could.

      He didn’t get to decide what battles I fought, especially now he’d broken up with me.

      Still, it was harder now – harder that I’d lost my Great-Uncle’s journal.

      Every time I thought of it, my hand would clutch into a fist. I could remember in perfect visceral detail dropping the journal and watching it fall off that rock ledge at Marvin’s feet.

      I felt a cold wave of nausea rush down my stomach, but I quickly clutched my other hand into a fist and drove it back.

      Sure, I’d cried a lot when Sebastian had broken up with me. I hadn’t cried a river but a goddamn ocean. But I was over that now. And I was determined not to let him take away the one thing that still mattered in my life – the hunt for the Stargazers. I was going to prove to anyone and everyone that I was the next great Arthur Stanton.

      Because seriously, that’s all I had left now.

      With a practiced grunt, I shifted the glass case out of the way of the fake door that led down into my basement. I opened the door and took a breath. Though the air was musty, that didn’t matter. For as soon as my eyes peered into the darkness, my heart quickened. I could feel it – feel it as it raced and pounded through me – the sense of adventure I was born for.

      I didn’t have all the Stargazers. Though Sebastian and I had three (including one I’d technically sold to the British Government), that left two – the one I’d inadvisably sold to Mr. Nazeer, and the one that was still missing. The problem was, now that I’d lost my Great-Uncle’s journal, I had precious little chance of tracking down the last globe.

      … But I had a hunch.

      I grabbed the torch from the little plastic cubicle stuck to the wall, turned it on with a hard twist of the base, and trudged down the stairs. Soon enough, I reached the basement below.

      There, on its side, was my writing desk. It was the same desk Sebastian and I had found before we’d left for Chittagong.

      Getting down on one knee, I carefully reached a hand out and touched one of the legs. There, carved into the wood, was a globe.

      As soon as my fingers shifted over the carving, my stomach felt like I’d swallowed an electrical fire. So much energy ripped through me, it was enough to push back any lingering negative thoughts about that jerk Sebastian Shaw.

      Tipping the torch up to the ceiling, I saw a fifth mark roughly carved above – a globe.

      I’d found these marks last week when I’d brought some wine down here and gotten a little drunk while reading some of my Great-Uncle’s books. I’d knocked into the desk, and it had toppled over. It was only one of those slight Edwardian writing desks, meant for penning letters and not much else.

      Anyway, the desk had toppled over. And, voila, I’d seen the carvings when I’d cleaned up the wine.

      Now? Now for what felt like the 50th time today, I ran my fingers over them.

      Then I took a step back. I pushed up to my feet, and I swung the torch down to the floor, lighting up the uneven bricks.

      They were all different sizes. Not throughout the room, just in this section. I’d only noticed that when I’d cleaned up the wine, too. As I’d tracked the red liquid through the hard-to-clean grooves of the bricks, I’d realized that they were all oddly shaped.

      That’s when, in a fit of stupidity, I’d tipped the remnants of the wine onto the floor. Sure enough, rather than ruin the stone, the grooves I’d noticed had formed a channel. You see, some of the grooves between the bricks were much deeper than the rest. And when I’d filled them with wine, they’d formed a shape.

      And what shape? The world.

      The floor of this basement was a map.

      Though ever since the loss of my Great-Uncle’s journal I’d feared that I wouldn’t be able to find the last Stargazer and secure the treasure, this map was giving me just what I needed. Hope.

      But there was a little problem. This map didn’t seem to tell me where the last Stargazer was.

      I shifted back and took the kind of tight breath that simply accentuated how tense I was and did nothing to make me relax.

      Though I was no Sebastian Shaw, though I was no Arthur Stanton, I had a suspicion.

      This map would help lead not to the last Stargazer, but to the treasure itself.

      Could… could the trek for the Stargazers have been nothing more than a distraction?

      If I was dealing with anyone other than my Great-Uncle, I would say no. But Great-Uncle Arthur Stanton had been the maddest in the business.

      … So was there still hope for me yet?

      
        
        …

        Sebastian Shaw

      

      

      I looked up from my client file, one cold hand pressed against the manila folder.

      I was… I couldn’t really describe it. I’d never felt like this in my life, so I just didn’t have the vocabulary to describe the cold dead sense that had filled my bones ever since I’d broken up with Amanda two months ago.

      Melancholy, depression, ennui – take your pick. Point was, this was a strange kind of hell.

      My secretary cleared her throat from the doorway. “Well?”

      “Sorry?”

      “What’s your advice to Mr. Prichard?” she prompted with a careful expression. It was the same careful expression she’d been wearing for the past two months.

      People kept asking if there was something wrong with me. I kept blowing them off. I couldn’t let it get out that I was this depressed over losing Amanda. For one, it would lead people to ask exactly why I’d broken up with her in the first place, and I couldn’t answer that. Not in polite English company, at least. The reason I’d broken up with Amanda is I didn’t want her neck broken in the middle of the night and her house set on fire.

      The Seekers were still out there, and though they hadn’t tracked me down for the past two months, I knew they would.

      It was just a matter of time.

      I was a dead man walking.

      “Sebastian, what’s your advice to Mr. Prichard?” my long-suffering secretary prompted once more.

      “That I’m going out, and I’ll be back later.” I closed the folder, tapped my knuckles on it, grabbed my designer cashmere suit jacket from my chair, shrugged into it, and walked out.

      My secretary shot me a look. It was a pretty clear one. It told me that if I didn’t get over losing Amanda, I’d lose my practice too.

      I can’t say I really cared now.

      I’d slipped into this self-destructive spiral, and there wasn’t anything on Earth that could pull me free.

      No. Wait. There was.

      It was time to find the last Stargazer and end this.

      As I walked from the office, I pulled my phone from my pocket. Thumbing the thing on, I frowned at the screen.

      Still no text. Shit.

      I crammed my phone back in my pocket and stalked down the stairs. As soon as I walked out onto the street outside, a blast of wind caught the tails of my jacket and the short ends of my hair.

      The sky above was moody, dark – an exact match for my own damn mind.

      Heck, who was I kidding? The contents of my skull were on another level to the massing storm clouds casting a perpetual gray haze over the buildings and towers of inner London. Right now my thoughts were on par with Hell itself. In other words, not something you’d share with your mother.

      I formed a hand into a tight fist and ground my short nails against my palm. The move was meant to distract me, meant to release the tension building in my body like a bomb. It didn’t.

      So instead I shoved a hand back into my pocket, clutched my phone, and pulled it out. My lips formed a stiff white line as I checked for a text.

      Nothing.

      Fuck.

      This was my last chance – I needed a meeting with Jane Austen. And no, I wasn’t trying to book a ticket to the past to commune with a long-dead author of witty romances. Not that I begrudged Ms. Austen – just that the particular Jane Austen I was meeting with was severely lacking in both wit and grace. She also kept a gun under her pillow, one crammed in the first drawer of her desk, and one tucked into the generous pocket of her designer Armani jacket.

      Jane Austen was a shady art dealer – the kind of shady that crams her offices with just as much ammunition as she does actual paintings. She was infamous in Europe for getting things done – for securing the kind of objet d’art her clients wanted without the actual fuss of arranging an auction.

      Jane was ex-army and had her own team of dedicated mercenaries under her thumb – I mean art dealers. Or at least that’s what she told the tax office.

      On any ordinary day, I would keep as far away from Jane as I could. Communing with Ms. Austen was less like poking the hornet’s nest and more like dunking your head in acid and then feeding it to a bear. She had a fantastic reputation for doing exactly what her clients wanted. And if you were one of her clients, that was great. If you weren’t, it was time to book some funeral insurance and say goodbye to your loved ones.

      The only reason I was texting Jane freaking Austen was she had one of the Stargazers. The one Amanda had stupidly sold to Mr. Nazeer when this whole kerfuffle had begun.

      Mr. Nazeer had, shall we say, been relieved of the Stargazer for a fair price. His life. He got to keep it while Jane got the Stargazer.

      Just as I went to shove the phone back in my pocket, thumb practically crushing the fancy, expensive screen, the damn thing buzzed. A thrill of exhilaration burst up my back, and I yanked the phone out with the speed of a rocket firing into outer space.

      I frowned. The kind of frown that threatens to clamp your facial muscles so hard, you’ll end up swallowing them.

      “What the hell?”

      I stared at the text, a single bead of sweat building along my brow.

      The text said one thing. And heck, it wasn’t even a word. It was a dot. A full friggin’ stop.

      No, “Sure, let’s arrange a meeting, Mr. Shaw.” Not even a, “How dare you contact me, you small-time prick.”

      Ohhh, no. Just a full stop.

      You know pirates? You know that legend about them sending blank pages with black dots to each other as threats? Get a black dot in the equivalent of pirate mail, and you’d be a dead man.

      Was this the same? Or should I politely text Jane back and point out her text was alarmingly empty for something purporting to be communication?

      I stowed the phone in my pocket as I tried to think.

      I was currently walking past a terraced, sandstone house housing a bevy of plastic surgeons. You might not think plastic surgeons come in bevies, but you’ve clearly never been to London. From pumping your face full of poison to sticking plastic in your ass – cosmetic surgeons were all the rage at the moment.

      I barely looked up. Well, until I saw two very heavy-set lads walk out of the terrace to my left and plonk themselves on the pavement behind me. Plonk wasn’t for emphasis – these bruisers walked with all the grace of a semi-trailer tumbling down a hill.

      Unless these fellas had headbutted one too many brick walls and were looking for a surgeon to remold their broken faces, they were after me.

      I stiffened. Not obviously. I didn’t let it show.

      This wasn’t my first rodeo.

      I kept my hand in my pocket, thumb tapping the screen of my phone.

      A few meters ahead of us, there was a gap between two terraces. The kind of gap where one surprised lawyer and two goons could fit down comfortably and not worry a cop car might scoot in to break up their meeting.

      Just before one of the goons could weigh a hand on my shoulder and push me into the tiny alley, I hooked a left into it voluntarily.

      Sure, I could pluck my phone out, call the cops, and run screaming. But I had a feeling these particular fellas wouldn’t like that.

      Sure enough, I heard a gruff growl behind me as I walked between the two buildings.

      “Ms. Jane has received your text,” one of them said, voice grating low. Unless one of the aforementioned bevy of plastic surgeons had chosen that exact moment to pop his head into the alley, no one would be able to hear us.

      And hey, no one would be able to see us, either. Because at that exact moment, a big black van rode up onto the pavement and pulled parallel with the gap in the wall, blocking all entry.

      I doubted the van belonged to a beleaguered courier sick of vying for a parking spot on the actual road. That particular, ominous shade of matte black was exclusively kept for bad guys. There must have been some unspoken rule between automakers worldwide that you kept that color for your less-than-legal clientele.

      I turned swiftly on my foot and took a step back while facing the goons. It wasn’t a jerked step – it was calm, smooth, easy. Which was, incidentally, exactly the expression I plastered over my face. “Looking for directions, boys? Need a recommendation for a good face surgeon?”

      As far as taunts went, it wasn’t up there with the best one-liners of history. Excuse me for being off my game.

      One of them cracked into a grin. Crack was really the only way to describe it. The exact way his lips jerked and pulled back over his yellowed, smoke-stained teeth was one you associated more with breaking bones and less with living flesh.

      I smiled. “I’ll take that as a no, then. So, boys, why are you here?”

      I kept backing away, though it was a smooth move. Facing goons – especially guys as big and thick-necked as these fine examples – was all about timing. The second you run or show any sign of fear is the second they reach for their baseball bats.

      Oh no, I had to time this to the point.

      Behind me was a reverse-cycle air-con pump. It was roughly hewn into the thick sandstone – a modern adaptation to the goddamn damp and cold architecture of years-gone-by.

      It had a handy metal bar running along the bottom. Just the kind of bar you could jump to and use as leverage to clamber on top of the box. And above the air-con pump was a friggin’ handy window.

      In other words – a way out.

      I smoothed another smile over my face. I was a lawyer, after all, and I knew just how to muster polite friendliness in the face of human trash.

      One of the goons actually brought his fist up and cracked it like we were out of some high school flick from the ‘80s and he was the bully. Which appropriately meant I’d be the wise-cracking hero. Which was great, because I was a wise-cracking hero.

      “We’ve got a message from Jane Austen,” one of the goons rumbled.

      I took it at face value that they were referring to the criminal art dealer and not the author. Nothing said get over your pride and prejudice like a fist to the face.

      I scratched at my neck, the move rough and deliberately calculated to distract the goons as I surreptitiously directed myself at the air-con pump. “And how can I help the delightful Jane?”

      “By going to Hell,” one guy snapped quickly as he just as quickly snapped toward me.

      “Sorry, boys – I doubt I’m welcome in Hell.” I shunted hard on my foot and shoved toward the air-con pump. It was a good two meters up the wall. But I was a lithe bastard when I was desperate. And with my heart pumping and my breath drawing to a halt, I was real desperate.

      I ran at the wall, planting one expensive leather shoe against the smoothed sandstone and shoving off and up.

      I was hardly a parkour specialist, but I made the jump. I reached the metal bar under the air-con pump, grabbed it, and instantly heaved myself up with a suitably manly grunt.

      One of the goons swore.

      I was far too polite for that.

      Instead, I vaulted onto the top of the air-con pump, stood, and reached the window.

      I was gambling that the damn thing would be unlocked. If it wasn’t, this would be a really shit way to end the day and my life.

      But my luck held. The window was unlocked. With a heave, I managed to open it.

      I heard the goons cry foul as I clambered away from their fight.

      I climbed into a clinic room, a young lady – a surprised young lady – lying on a hospital bed as an equally surprised surgeon held a syringe over her brow.

      “Sorry to interrupt, folks. Just walking through.” I grabbed my jacket, tugged it down, and neatened my tie – all deliberately choreographed moves so they paid more attention to my great suit and less to my equally great face.

      I walked for the door. Before I reached it, I shook my head. The voice of Amanda rose unbidden in my mind.

      I pointed at the lady. “Lady, don’t carve up your face to fit the narrow definition of beauty thrust on you by the media. Trust me, I used to be a lecherous asshole. The only people you’ll attract are idiots like me. And, lady, we really aren’t worth it.”

      With that, I patted down my shirt, smiled, and walked off.

      I didn’t run. Running tends to make people call the police. Instead, I sauntered out of the room. Then I ran. Right out the back door.

      Because Ms. Austen wanted me to go to Hell, and I had other plans.
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        Amanda Stanton

      

      

      I’d come to London. It was unavoidable. Despite the fact all I wanted to do was figure out the map in my basement, duty called. And no, I’m not talking about Sebastian’s damn mail. Though I’d deposited Sebastian’s mail with his secretary, now I was sitting across the table from a handsome lawyer – no, definitely not that handsome lawyer.

      My great-aunt had dragged me to one of her numerous charity functions. Though I could usually get out of these things, this time, she’d been particularly insistent. Plus, I could use the distraction; after I suffered through the cucumber sandwiches and tea, I’d head to the library. I had a hunch that could help me figure out just how to read the map in the basement….

      I sighed.

      All I have to do is get through this, I reminded myself as I sipped at my drink.

      Though she was off on the other side of the room with some of her richer friends, no doubt talking about stock options and new strategies to dodge tax, I was seated across the table from him. John Smith. Plain name, right? Plain face? Hell no.

      He was my great-aunt’s lawyer. His family had been serving the Stantons for years. And before I’d been swept up in the adventure – or should I say misadventure – that was Sebastian Shaw and treasure hunting, I’d once had a massive crush on him. Who wouldn’t? Debonair, suave, and the kind of face James freaking Bond would blush at.

      Though I’d been ignoring him until now, John just kept making attempts at conversation.

      I had to give him points for trying.

      Though I really wasn’t in the mood to entertain this John Smith, despite how hot I’d once found him, I forced my lips to curl into a wan smile.

      John Smith, for some reason, took this as a sign. He flattened a hand on the table and leaned in. And the smile he offered me in return? Hello, it could have lit up a Christmas tree. There was so much perfect teeth and lip in that grin that for a second my heart actually fluttered.

      “Your Great-Aunt said that you were in… business now,” he said after a pause between in and business.

      My heart, which had fluttered seconds before, now was brought down to earth with a thump. “Ah, business?” I asked in a falsely light tone, mind whirring as I wondered just how much my Great-Aunt had told John Smith. Though Imelda didn’t know that much, and certainly didn’t know the exact dangerous details of the treasure hunts I’d been on, it hadn’t escaped her attention that I’d been shot in Nepal.

      Was John Smith about to offer me his expertise as a lawyer? I was down a lawyer, after all, I thought bitterly.

      Without any prelude at all, John leaned in, eyes sparkling. “There’s actually something I want you to look at,” he said, that smile never shifting too far from his chiseled jaw. It was like his resting state was total 100% charm. I imagined even when he slept that grin would still be plastered over his features.

      I blinked prettily. Okay, it was actually in confusion, but Sebastian had always said that whenever I blinked, I looked like the cutest dame in the world. Another bitter thought I had to push away quickly, lest I frowned right in John Smith’s perfect face.

      He let out a light, lilting laugh. It was the kind of laugh I could listen to all day, even if it was directed at my foolishness.

      “You’re in the antiques business, aren’t you?” John clarified, eyes sparkling.

      Something clicked into place. Ah yes, that would be how my Great-Aunt would define my particular job. Not as a go-get-’em treasure hunter who ran around the world dodging bad guys and finding gold. No, as an antique dealer. That was, after all, a far better way to describe me in polite company.

      I had no other option but to nod. It was a feeble move, but John didn’t seem to care. That grin? Don’t ask me how, but it now occupied over half of his face. If he tried to smile any harder, he’d push his eyeballs right off his forehead.

      “Are you busy later?” he asked. Though, on the face of it, it could have been a simple question, it wasn’t. Because the glitter in his eyes suddenly became so intense, I was certain someone had stuffed two fog lamps in his skull.

      This was the first time someone had asked me out on a date since Sebastian had ditched me. And hey, Sebastian had never technically asked me out on a date. He’d only pulled and pushed me across the world as I followed him with my Great-Uncle’s notebook.

      Suffice to say, I had no idea how to answer.

      John? Kept smiling. I imagined that in the face of a speeding train heading toward him he would keep smiling. Gun to his head? He’d just get an even bigger grin. This man either didn’t know how to read body signals, or simply didn’t care that I’d withdrawn.

      “There’s something I would love you to have a look at,” he said. And though you could think he was just talking about antiques, that would be ignoring the sum total of the rest of his body language. The way he was leaning in, the way his pupils were dilating, and yes, that goddamn grin.

      I was over Sebastian, I told myself. Didn’t I deserve this?

      I shrugged. As seductive behavior goes, it wasn’t the greatest move. “Sure. What do you want me to have a look at?” I asked with a completely straight face. After all, I wasn’t going to make it easy for this John. I wasn’t an idiot, either. Men like John Smith didn’t fall for women like me. Not unless they wanted something. Maybe he’d learned about my exploits from Imelda, or maybe he just wanted to get on her good side by distracting her great-niece for several weeks. Imelda had hated Sebastian, after all.

      “Do you like time, Amanda?” John suddenly asked as he leaned back, occupied more of his chair, and showed off the taut build of his muscular form under his well-fitting suit jacket.

      Suffice to say, his question was completely out of nowhere. I blinked in that exact way Sebastian found so very cute, and I was surprised to find John’s lips curled at the move, too.

      “I… I guess I like time,” I answered slowly in a stuttering voice. “Where exactly are you going with this?”

      “You see, I collect time,” John said with a completely straight face as he placed a broad hand on his chest and bowed.

      My eyebrows ticked ever so slightly closer to my eyes. I started to reassess everything I’d thought. There was another possibility here. That possibility was that John was mad. It wouldn’t surprise me. I imagined the first thing a good lawyer needed to get along with Great-Aunt Imelda was a lack of sanity.

      Before I could call a psychiatric team, John laughed with an easy edge. “Clocks. And watches. I collect them.” He kept that hand on his chest, and he bowed even more, eyes never deviating off my gaze.

      Something in my mind wanted to tell me there was a slightly predatory look about those eyes. The kind of look a lion might get at the sight of a gazelle trotting ever so innocently along the savannah.

      While the old Amanda would have dismissed that look, I surreptitiously assessed it.

      Though Sebastian had told me to swear off the treasure hunting business for life, I’d already made my mark, hadn’t I? And my name was already out there. Perhaps my Great-Aunt hadn’t been the one to tell her lawyer about me. Perhaps he’d found out about me through his less-than-savory contacts.

      So, what to do? Follow the lion into its den or run screaming for the hills?

      I simply straightened. I forced a plain smile across my lips. The kind of smile Sebastian always told me he had no idea how to read.

      And maybe John didn’t know what it meant, either, because one of his eyebrows ticked down toward his eye.

      “You want me to look at a clock?” I asked in a semi-professional tone.

      He nodded, never ever letting his gaze deviate off mine. Perhaps he thought I was about to explode. That, or he didn’t want some other dodgy treasure hunter to swoop in and steal me from behind.

      By now, I was almost certain that word had spread that I’d lost my Great-Uncle’s journal. And, honestly, that should mean I was nothing more than dirt in the treasure hunting world. While several months ago, when I’d still had it, every criminal worth his stolen doubloons would have given his right arm to kidnap me, I was worthless now.

      Or was I? Perhaps my rightful reputation had spread. While I had a knack for understanding my Great-Uncle’s eccentric clues, I was also a natural when it came to the treasure hunting world. Oh, and technically, I still had several of the Stargazers. Though the custody of them was a little unclear.

      Sebastian, after all, was the one who kept them. And I hadn’t quite gathered the courage to go and fight him on this now. He seemed to think that they were safer in his hands. I seemed to think that he was more likely to kill himself foolishly protecting them, but that was a difference of opinion for another day.

      “Yes, you could say that,” John finally answered, relaxing a little in his chair, but his gaze was nonetheless still prying. Perhaps he wasn’t even aware of it. Perhaps he thought his expression was completely neutral. Perhaps he thought it was seductive, even. But I was a big girl now, and after having traipsed around the entire world with Sebastian, I’d come across my fair share of crooked men.

      “Well then,” I said as I placed two hands delicately on the table and rose, careful not to let my teacup rattle. I reached around my chair, grabbed my jacket, and stretched it over my shoulders. “Let’s go.”

      For the first time since the conversation had begun, John did not look in control. In fact, his eyes opened wide with surprise. “Shouldn’t we stay until the end of the charity function?”

      “Now, John, why would we do that? Treasure calls,” I said specifically, letting my voice deepen on the word treasure. It was also my turn to lock my full attention on him, to zero in on the micro expressions of his eyes and cheeks and lips. And, sure enough, they stiffened.

      So he was a treasure hunter, then?

      Common sense would tell me not to follow him into his den. Common sense could go hang.

      I didn’t even bother to excuse myself from the function. Imelda was far off on the other side of the room, surrounded by her adoring fans. Though you might not think the British aristocracy could have adoring fans at a charity function, obviously you’ve never been to one and you have no idea how high society works. Fortunately, she was so surrounded by white curls, pearls, and dinner jackets, she didn’t even glance my way.

      Me? As I reached the door, my stomach sank just a little. A part of me knew this was completely foolish and I could wind up in a lot of hot water. That part? I pushed her away. It was time to find the Stargazer treasure and prove myself not just to Imelda, but to Sebastian bloody Shaw.
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        Sebastian Shaw

      

      

      So, I had several options, didn’t I? I could go back to work, finally see to Mr. Prichard, and be a good little lawyer boy who dealt with traffic infringements, property disputes, and estate claims all day long. I could draw in a proper little paycheck, and I could pay my proper little taxes. Or? Or I could hop on the train and head straight to Jane Austen’s den and sort this out before she a) killed me, or b) tried to kill me.
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