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      Someone watched us. I don't know how I knew. I just did. It wasn't a ghost because I couldn't sense spirits, only see them. No, someone real and very much alive was following us home.

      It wasn't the first time.

      "Do you feel that?" I asked my sister, Celia, as I glanced over my shoulder. An elderly couple strolled arm in arm on the other side of the road, a middle-aged woman struggled with a heavy basket up to the front door of a house, and a man crouched at the feet of a girl to tie up her boot lace, their heads bent against the breeze. A black hansom rattled past and the horse lifted its tail and deposited its business on the street, adding to the smells of soot and dung already clogging the air. All seemed quiet. Nothing was out of place for a spring afternoon in residential Chelsea.

      "Feel what?" Celia asked, her gaze set firmly on the way ahead.

      "Like we're being spied upon."

      She laughed. "Who would spy on us?" But her laughter died as soon as the words were out. She stopped and looked at me. "He's not back is he?"

      There was no need to ask who "he" was. She was referring to Jacob Beaufort, eldest son of Lord and Lady Preston, a ghost, and the man I couldn't stop thinking about. I'd not seen him since we'd returned a shape-shifting demon to the Otherworld a week before. The Administrators in the Waiting Area—the place where spirits reside for as long as they need to before crossing over to the Otherworld—had assigned him to me when Celia accidentally released the demon during one of our séances. After the demon's return, Jacob had simply vanished. No matter how many times I tried to summon him, he did not reappear.

      Perhaps he'd crossed over, but I doubted it. He was a rare ghost. Unlike others, he didn't know why he couldn't cross. Something was keeping him in the Waiting Area, something more personal than the temporary demon hunting assignment. It was likely related to his mysterious murder.

      "No, it's not Jacob." My voice cracked despite my effort to control it.

      Her gaze narrowed. She sighed then circled her arm around my shoulders, squeezing gently. "It gets easier in time."

      How would you know? Celia was thirty-three and unwed. She'd had admirers but never accepted their offers of marriage, despite our mother's encouragements when she was alive. Celia claimed she didn't love any of those men enough to marry one. It was a decision that resulted in her now being firmly on the shelf. I used to think she was foolish risking spinsterhood by waiting for love. To me, falling in love was like being struck by lightning. You knew it happened to some people, just nobody you'd met.

      Or that's how I used to think before I met Jacob. Almost from the moment I saw him, I knew I loved him. What we shared had been magical, wonderful. All the clichés from every poem I'd ever read didn't come close to describing the feeling I had when near him. He set my nerves on fire, made my body ache and filled my heart with so many emotions I thought I'd burst.

      When he was gone, it was like someone had thrust their fist into my chest and wrenched out my heart. I couldn't imagine the ache ever lessening, let alone disappearing completely.

      As we turned onto Druids Way, the feeling of being watched vanished. Nevertheless, I remained alert the rest of the walk home.

      Our house was nestled between identical terrace houses lining the street. Most were in need of painting or fixing here and there to tidy them up. For some reason, Druids Way was the forgotten child of Chelsea. The fashionable no longer lived there and our neighbors were elderly, having moved in before Queen Victoria came to the throne. The wind tugged at our skirts and ribbons and Celia let go of me to hold onto her bonnet. Her other hand clutched the carpet bag that carried our props for the séance we'd just conducted.

      We reached our front door without hats or ribbons blowing away and were met by Lucy. The maid's eyes danced with excitement and her milky complexion flushed a rosy pink.

      "Miss Chambers, you've got visitors!" she said, taking our bonnets. "Very fine they are too. Her ladyship's dress is—"

      "Her ladyship!" Celia and I said together.

      Lucy nodded and hung our bonnets on the hallstand. "I put them in the drawing room and offered them tea. They insisted on waiting, see, and I couldn't very well say no since she's a lady and all."

      "Who?" I asked.

      "Didn't I say? Lady Preston and Miss Beaufort, her daughter."

      Celia's gasp was barely audible over the loud thud of my heart. I pressed a hand to my chest and tried to breathe normally but failed miserably. Lady Preston was Jacob's mother. Last time I'd seen her she'd hit an assailant over the head with a candelabra, saving my life and—unbeknown to her—the soul of her son who was doing battle with the demon. Prior to that she'd not believed me when I said I could speak to Jacob's ghost. She'd refused to accept his death, and her husband had put down the events of that evening to trickery and good acting on my part.

      So what was she doing in our house?

      "She's so fair and pretty," Lucy gushed, clutching our coats to her bosom. "The daughter I mean, but her ladyship's still pretty for her age too, and so elegant."

      "Never mind that," Celia said with a wave of her hand. "Tell me you used the Wedgewood tea service."

      "I did, Miss Chambers."

      "Good girl." Lucy beamed. "Come, Emily," Celia said to me. "Let's see what Lady Preston wants." As we started to leave, she caught my arm and held me back. "Do not, under any circumstances, mention that Jacob boy. Mothers don't like to hear about the...friendships their sons have with girls."

      I nodded and refrained from telling her mothers probably didn't like hearing about their dead sons at all, particularly Lady Preston. Last time Jacob's name came up, I thought she'd scratch my eyes out for suggesting he wanted her to move on with her life.

      We entered the drawing room and I knew immediately Lady Preston was perhaps, just perhaps, coming to terms with Jacob's death. She gave me a tentative smile without an ounce of hostility in it. Beside her on the sofa, Adelaide Beaufort grinned and I couldn't help returning it. It was so nice to see Jacob's sister again. She was a sweet girl of about my own age and had believed me when I said I spoke to Jacob's ghost. It would seem she'd talked her mother into believing it too.

      I introduced them to Celia then sat on one of the chairs bracketing the hearth. Celia sat on the other. Lucy must have lit a fire in the grate when our guests arrived as there hadn't been one when we left. Our séance business was not yet successful enough for us to end our economizing and keep a fire burning while we were out in the springtime. Nor had we been able to afford new furniture, much to Celia's disappointment. I admit it was a little embarrassing having illustrious guests sitting on our faded sofa, the threadbare carpet at their feet. Thankfully we'd both worn our better day dresses to the séance.

      "It's so lovely to see you again," Adelaide said. Her bright blue eyes, so like her brother's, danced merrily, making her look even prettier. She was fairer than Jacob with honey-colored hair that curled delicately at her temples and ears. Not at all like my black springy mane that never stayed in place and skin that never paled no matter how much lemon juice I applied. "I do hope you've been well."

      We exchanged pleasantries and drank our tea, but it wasn't long before the conversation turned to their reason for visiting. It was exactly what I thought it would be.

      "Miss Chambers," Lady Preston said, her voice so soft I had to strain to hear her, "I hoped...that is, I wondered...if..." Her voice faded and tears sprang to her eyes.

      Adelaide took her mother's hands in her own. "We wondered if you could...summon Jacob's ghost for us," she finished.

      I couldn't actually hear Celia groan, but I could sense it. It's not that she didn't like Jacob. It's just that I couldn't wed a dead man, and according to her, it was time I began to think about my future.

      "Emily?" Adelaide peered at me through those wide eyes. "Is everything all right? He hasn't...what do you call it when a ghost moves on?"

      "Crossed to the Otherworld," I said. "No, I don't think so. It's just that I'm not sure if he'll come when I summon him. I've tried, you see, and he...hasn't." I picked up the teapot and refilled my cup, but my hand shook and tea sloshed over the sides.

      "Are you sure you want to speak to him, Lady Preston?" Celia asked, all sweetness and understanding. She was as good at the sympathy part as she was at the exuberant theatrics of the séance. Distressed family members often found comfort in her kind words and gentle voice. Lady Preston was no exception. She gave Celia a watery smile. "It won't be easy for you both," my sister went on. "Indeed, it might be quite traumatic even though you can't see him or speak to him."

      "We'll be all right," Lady Preston said. "We need to speak to him. You do understand don't you, Miss Chambers?"

      I understood that need very, very well.

      "We'll pay you of course," Adelaide added.

      "No, please, I don't want payment," I said. Celia gave a small, exasperated sigh, but I ignored her. "Jacob is a friend and I want to see him too." He might not want to see me, but hopefully he'd make an exception for his mother and sister. I cleared my throat and drew a deep breath. "Jacob Beaufort, come to us. I summon Jacob Beaufort to appear in this realm."

      A moment passed. Two, three. Lady Preston lowered her head and pressed a dainty gloved hand to her nose. Adelaide nodded, wordlessly imploring me to try again.

      I opened my mouth but didn't get a chance to speak. Jacob appeared near the door, his arms crossed over his chest. My breath hitched at the sight of him, so handsome with his dark hair, strong jaw, and lips I wanted to touch with my own. He wore black trousers and a shirt unbuttoned to his chest, revealing a patch of skin as smooth as polished oak. Like all ghosts, he wore the clothes he'd died in, and his knuckles bore the cuts and bruises incurred during his last violent moments alive.

      I gripped the arms of my chair to stop myself from running to him and throwing myself into his arms. From the coolly bland expression on his face as he regarded me, I didn't think my exuberance would be welcome. We'd not parted on the happiest of terms.

      "Emily?" Celia prompted. "Is he here?"

      I nodded.

      Lady Preston gave a wet gasp. "Jacob?" She glanced around the room, her damp eyes searching the afternoon shadows.

      Adelaide shifted forward on the sofa. "Where?" she whispered.

      I indicated the doorway, but Jacob had already moved, making his way slowly to his mother and sister. Where before his features were carefully schooled, they were now stripped of the mask. Sadness tugged at his mouth and clouded his eyes as he knelt by his mother. His hand hovered over hers, clasped in her lap, and I was surprised to see her gaze lower to look directly at him as if she could see him there. She couldn't possibly see him or feel his hand on hers, but somehow she just knew.

      "Jacob?" She reached out and her fingers went straight through his cheek. "You're here." She spoke with quiet wonder, her eyes wide and unblinking.

      Jacob tilted his head slightly as if leaning into her hand, but of course it only sank further into him. Aside from me, he'd not touched another living soul since his death nine months ago. He must have ached for it.

      "Perhaps you should hold something," Celia said in the general direction of Jacob's ghost. "So we know where you are."

      His chest inflated, but not for an intake of breath as he no longer required air in his lungs. I'd learned there were some things the ghostly body did naturally out of long habit rather than necessity.

      "Of course," he said, rising. He leaned down and kissed the foreheads of his mother and sister, but neither made any sign that they knew it.

      If only he would kiss me. I'd even settle for him looking at me, but he didn't do that either. Was he going to ignore me the entire visit? That might be difficult, as I was the only one who could communicate with him.

      We'd parted awkwardly after we'd sent the shape-shifting demon back to the Otherworld. I hadn't wanted him to go, not until we'd solved the puzzle of his death, but he no longer wanted to be near me. He thought he would put me in danger because he wanted to be with me, always, and my death would secure that.

      He stepped around the furniture to the mantelpiece and picked up the framed daguerreotype of Celia's father as he always did when he was in our drawing room. I say Celia's father and not "our" father because he wasn't mine. He'd died a year before I was born. My parentage was a mystery, as my mother hadn't remarried after her husband's death and there didn't seem to have been any lovers.

      "Oh, Jacob." A wide grin split Adelaide's face. She shook her head and shrugged. "There's just so much to say...where do we start?"

      Lady Preston smiled at the picture frame, blinking rapidly. I didn't think any questions would be forthcoming from her quite yet.

      "Jacob?" I prompted. His gaze flicked to mine then back to his sister. He nodded, understanding he must carry the conversation until they regained their wits.

      "Ask them if they are well," he said.

      I did.

      "Oh yes," Adelaide said. "Quite well." She touched Lady Preston's hand. "Mother was...out of sorts for quite some time but regains more vitality every day." There was no need to elaborate. We all knew Lady Preston's ill health had been caused by her son's sudden disappearance and her inability to accept his death.

      "Father is well too," Adelaide went on, her enthusiasm spilling out of her as she grew more comfortable. Unlike me, she didn't sense Jacob's mood darken at the mention of his father. They'd not been close during Jacob's lifetime, and the son's dislike of his father had only increased after he witnessed the cruel way Lord Preston had treated me.

      "Ask her if she's attended many balls," he said, leaning against the mantelpiece, looking very much like the man of the house. "How many gentlemen have offered for her hand already?"

      I asked Adelaide if she'd attended any Society events and she launched into a list of balls, dinners and even breakfasts she'd been invited to since Lady Preston announced the end of their self-imposed seclusion.

      "Your sister is going to have a ball for her coming out," Lady Preston said. She twisted her fingers in her lap and delicately chewed on her bottom lip. "It's not that we've forgotten or have set it behind us..." Her voice trailed off and she pressed her hand to her nose again. "I will wear full mourning of course."

      "I know," he said quietly. "Emily, assure her this is what I want. It's time Adelaide enjoyed herself."

      "That makes Jacob very happy," I said to his mother and was rewarded with a small smile from her. "He wants Miss Beaufort to attend parties."

      "Oh, I shall," Adelaide said. "But I'll miss him. It won't be the same without him there to introduce me to his friends and other people whose names he can't remember but pretends he does." She smiled sadly.

      "She knows me too well," he said drily.

      It was certainly no laughing matter as Jacob's inability to notice people outside his immediate social circle may have inadvertently led to his death. We'd connected his murder to a boy from his Oxford year, known only as Frederick. The boy had thought Jacob was avoiding him, when in truth Jacob hadn't really noticed him. This perceived slight had led Frederick to set upon Jacob, only to come off worse in the fight. Although he'd gotten up and run away, Jacob's murderer had later made it known that Jacob was "responsible" for his—or her—son's death. Jacob assumed the killer was speaking of Frederick and the boy must have died some time after the fight.

      But it was all speculation. No one really knew why Jacob had died.

      "We want to find your body," Lady Preston blurted out. We all looked at her. She looked at the daguerreotype in Jacob's hand. "And to do that we must ask your...your..."

      Killer. "Yes!" I said, perhaps a little more enthusiastically than was polite considering the circumstances. "I agree, Lady Preston." I raised an eyebrow at Adelaide.

      She nodded. "I told Mother and Father about that Frederick boy and how his parent might be involved. Father said...well, never mind his exact words, but he's not interested in following that line. He says his detectives are being paid well and will discover who the murderer is without your...our intervention."

      Lady Preston winced. "However, I think you might be right about this Frederick, Miss Chambers."

      "It was Jacob who made the connection. I'm just his voice," I said.

      "Don't disregard your role, Em," he said. It was the first time he'd spoken directly to me since his appearance and it caught me off guard. I couldn't think of anything to say.

      "Do you mean you will hire detectives of your own, Lady Preston?" Celia asked.

      Lady Preston shook her head. "I came here to speak to Jacob, to urge him to think very hard about who precisely Frederick is, or was."

      "He has tried," I said. "He can't recollect him. Perhaps if we made discreet enquiries, someone at Oxford may know of him."

      "My thoughts exactly," Adelaide said.

      "No." Celia spread her fingers on her lap, a sign she was trying very hard not to raise her voice. "Absolutely not. You are not to get involved, Emily. This is a matter for others, not young ladies."

      "Agreed," Jacob said with all the coldness of mid-winter in his voice. I wrenched my gaze from his but shivered nevertheless. I didn't want to argue with him over the point, but I would if I had to.

      "I'm not suggesting your sister be involved at all," Lady Preston assured Celia. "Just that she communicate with Jacob and learn as much from him as possible. I'll write to his old friends and see if they know of any Fredericks. If that fails, I'll write to the university itself and obtain a list of all Fredericks in Jacob's year."

      "A sound idea," Celia said, relaxing.

      No, it wouldn't do. Not at all. Letters would not suffice, and I would not be shunned. The investigation was too important. "I'm not sure letters are quite personal enough for this task." I turned to Jacob. "Is there one friend in particular who might know about this Frederick fellow? Someone popular with a wide circle?"

      He narrowed his eyes. "What are you getting at, Emily?"

      "Just that a visit to one person might be more appropriate and discreet. In fact, I'd go even further and suggest that you be the one to visit him, not your mother or sister."

      "Ah." He crossed his arms and his lips tilted in a sardonic smile. "I see now. If I agree then that means you have to attend too as my medium. A good try, but the answer's no. I'll not involve you."

      "Because it's not my business?" I spat.

      "Because I don't want you to get hurt."

      A little late for that. My heart hurt like the devil ever since he'd suddenly appeared in my life then just as suddenly disappeared.

      Celia coughed politely and I apologized for my one-sided conversation. "But I do think it's a good idea," I added. "And yes, it necessitates that I go too, but it's just a simple visit and will be one time only."

      "I don't think it's wise," Celia said, but she was wavering. I could tell by the way she studied her teacup and didn't meet my gaze.

      "I'll chaperone her," Lady Preston said quickly.

      "I'll go too, of course," Adelaide added. "It'll be quite safe. As Emily said, it will be very discreet this way. No one will ever know we're making enquiries and I do think Jacob's guidance will be invaluable."

      "Ha!" Jacob barked. "Bloody female logic. I don't suppose I have any say in this."

      "Jacob agrees to the scheme," I told them.

      Another harsh laugh from Jacob's direction. I ignored him. It seemed the best course of action while in public. Now if I could get him alone...

      "Excellent." Lady Preston rose and smoothed her black basque jacket over her hips. "Come tomorrow, Miss Chambers. In the meantime, if you could tell her which of your friends will best serve our purposes, Jacob, that would be most helpful." It seemed our new endeavor had indeed brought Lady Preston back to life, and I found I liked her very much. I could believe this forthright woman was the mother of two charming, remarkable people better than the shadow I'd met over a week ago.

      Our guests—the live ones—said their goodbyes. Celia and I walked them to the front door like old friends. Jacob remained behind in the drawing room, or perhaps he'd already vanished back to the Waiting Area. At least he would return to give me the name of someone to contact. It would give us a chance to finally talk. Alone.

      I opened the front door and the familiar feeling of being watched returned. I tensed, looked left then right. At the corner of the street, peering back at us from behind the red-brown bricks of the largest house on Druids Way, was a little girl. It was too far to make out much except that she had black hair, a black coat, and couldn't have been more than about ten. It was the same girl whose bootlace was being retied by the man earlier.

      "Excuse me," I said, moving down the stairs past Adelaide. "I must speak to that girl."

      "Emily!" Celia scolded. "Our guests are just leaving."

      I held my hand up for her to wait and began to run, but before I reached Mrs. Norstrop's house two doors down I saw the little girl's mouth move, uttering words I couldn't hear. An edge of something black—a coat?—flapped beside her, but the rest of it was out of sight around the corner.

      Behind me, someone grunted.

      "Adelaide!" Lady Preston cried out.

      I spun round to see Celia supporting Adelaide and Lady Preston flapping a hand at her daughter's white face. Jacob hovered anxiously nearby and I knew he wished he could help.

      "She almost fainted," he said, pacing around her.

      Adelaide shooed Celia and her mother away, but she swayed unsteadily. "Bloody hell," she muttered, pressing both hands to her temples. "My bloody head hurts."

      "Adelaide!" Lady Preston gasped. "Language."

      Celia coughed politely and looked away. Jacob stopped pacing and stared at his sister as if she were a creature from another world.

      Adelaide put a hand over her mouth. "Oh! Oh, I can't believe I said that. I'm so sorry, Mother, really. I don't know what came over me." She closed her eyes and groaned loudly.

      "I think we should go home," Lady Preston said. "It's been a draining day."

      "Would Miss Beaufort like to return inside and rest?" Celia asked.

      "No." Adelaide sliced her hand through the air. "Let's go."

      I suddenly remembered the little girl. I looked up the street, but she was gone. Curses!

      "Until tomorrow, Miss Chambers." Lady Preston took her daughter's arm. Adelaide's face screwed up and she regarded her mother with disdain. With a snort and deep laugh that made my spine tingle, she marched down Druids Way with long, purposeful strides. Lady Preston had to trot to keep up.

      Jacob watched them go, a frown cutting across his forehead. "Strange," he muttered. "Very strange."

      "Did you see her?" I asked. "That girl at the corner? Did either of you see her standing there? I think she's the one who's been watching me."

      "Someone's been watching you?" Jacob asked, his full attention on me. "For how long?"

      "Ever since..." you left. "For about a week."

      "Why didn't you tell me?"

      I thrust one hand on my hip and stalked across to him so that we were close enough to touch. Dear God, how I wanted to touch him, but he'd made it clear there would be no more intimacy between us. My frustration made me speak harsher than I meant to. "If you'd come when I summoned you, I might have."

      He had the decency to look away. "Well, I'm here now," he said softly. "Tell me about the girl watching you."

      "There's nothing to tell. Today is the first time I've seen her. She was just a little girl, only..."

      "Only what?"

      I shook my head. "Nothing. She was too far away to see clearly." And I might have imagined the dark, wild curls and the darkish skin, so like my own.
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      "Celia," I hissed when we returned to the drawing room. "Can you leave us alone for a few minutes?"

      "Certainly not! That would be entirely inappropriate." She sat in an armchair with a dramatic puff of skirts and settled herself back as if she were putting down roots. There would be no moving her.

      "It doesn't matter," Jacob said from where he stood at the fireplace, his back to us. He clasped his hands behind him and stared into the glowing embers as if he could see answers there. Answers to what? What the future held for us?

      But we had no future together. Not until...not until I died and joined him.

      "I'm leaving as soon as we finish discussing this business," he added.

      "But you can't!" I went to him and put my hand on his shoulder. He stiffened and shifted away. My touch might as well have burned him. I let my hand drop to my side. "You can't go," I said, quieter. "Not yet."

      Celia began to hum out of tune.

      Lucy entered and I snapped my mouth shut. Her interruption was probably for the best as I'd been about to say something to my sister I would regret later. The maid collected the tea things, made a few awed comments about our elegant lady guests and their fashionable clothes then left with the tray, none the wiser about Jacob's ghostly presence. Just as well. She looked a sturdy girl, but spirit matters made her nervous. She could not yet bring herself to be alone with me.

      I couldn't really blame her. My talent for seeing the dead was certainly unnatural. I'd not heard of anyone else with the ability. There were many who claimed they could, particularly in London where mediums were becoming as popular as the bearded dog lady for entertainment, but I'd yet to hear of one who wasn't a charlatan.

      "I've been thinking about an appropriate friend for you to call upon," Jacob said, "and I've decided Wallace Arbuthnot will do. Mother knows the family a little. If anyone knows who this Frederick fellow is, it will be him. Arbuthnot likes to put his nose into everyone's business, but he's a good man. He should be on holiday from university at this time of year. You'll find him at his parents' house in Kensington."

      "Wallace Arbuthnot. Right." I wanted to say so much more, but all I said was, "Is that it?"

      Celia cleared her throat and made a great show of picking up her sewing from the basket beside her chair. She started humming again. We couldn't fail to notice her, which was no doubt her intention.

      Jacob inclined his head. "We've said everything there is to say, Em. Anything else at this point would be unfair to us both."

      "No. We haven't said everything." I lowered my voice and moved closer. I wanted to run my fingers along his smooth cheek, rub away the tension in his shoulders, but I kept my hands to myself. Celia might not be able to see him, but she would know. "I've been thinking about why you want to stay away from me." He flinched as if I'd pinched him. "You said you were worried you'd...hurt me." What he'd actually said was kill me, but that was much too painful to say out loud. "I think you're wrong. In my experience, the deceased retain the characteristics of their life. A good man in life is a good man in death. You aren't capable of harming anyone, let alone someone you care about."

      "Don't be so sure about that."

      And then he was gone. Just like that, right in the middle of our conversation. It was most infuriating!

      "Jacob! Jacob, come back!" I stamped my foot and clenched my fists. It was childish, but I didn't care.

      "Has he gone?" Celia said idly, intent on her stitch.

      "You know he is." I stormed out of the drawing room and up to my bedroom. I shut the door and flopped on the bed, too angry to cry. Angry that Jacob wasn't listening to his own heart, and angry that I cared so much.
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      Lady Preston's drawing room was much larger than our own, and much lighter thanks to the grand arched windows and the golden hues of the walls and furniture. She favored delicate, spindly chairs and tables, not the heavier modern pieces of most of our acquaintances. I liked the room very much, but after fifteen minutes waiting on my own, I'd run out of things to admire. The footman assured me her ladyship would be with me soon. "Soon" came and went. Countless minutes later Lady Preston finally hurried in, her fine features drawn tight.

      "So sorry to keep you waiting, Miss Chambers," she said. "Adelaide is on her way down." Her gaze slid to the door through which she'd just entered and her frown deepened. "She might be some time yet." She turned a smile on me, but I wasn't fooled. I knew a polite, forced smile when I saw one. Celia had perfected it at our séances and I was learning quickly. "Did Jacob give you the name of a friend?" she asked.

      I told her about Wallace Arbuthnot. "I know his mother," she said. "We'll go to the house directly." She glanced at the door again. "Once Adelaide appears."

      Adelaide did not appear. We sat and waited, passing the time with idle chatter. I wanted to ask so many questions about Jacob's life, but I didn't know if his mother was ready to speak about him. I didn't want to plunge her back into melancholy.

      Finally Adelaide entered the drawing room, the brown skirt of her plain satin dress bunched in one hand revealing rather more of her lower leg than was decent. Her other hand was pressed to her ribcage and her face was distorted in discomfort. Her gaze settled immediately upon me and she gave me an odd sort of grin, not friendly but somewhat...lascivious.

      "Well, well. You again, eh?" she said in a gravelly voice. She sounded, and looked, like she hadn't slept well. Dark circles rimmed her eyes and her hair was already beginning to slip from beneath the hat. "Come on then, let's get this over with before these stays kill me."

      She stalked out of the drawing room. Lady Preston and I glanced at each other. My shock was mirrored in her wide eyes. She muttered an apology then rushed after her daughter.

      A large black coach pulled by matching grays waited for us outside. A footman held out his hand to assist Adelaide up the step. She ignored it and climbed in unaided. I took the offered hand and followed her. Adelaide patted the seat beside her and I sank into the cushioned leather. Then she did an even odder thing. She winked.

      "Pretty little pet, ain't you?" Her tongue darted out and licked her bottom lip.

      I shifted as far away as the seat would allow. Clearly she was out of sorts.

      "Adelaide," Lady Preston snapped, taking the seat opposite us. The footman closed the door and the coach jerked forward. "Mind what you say in front of Mrs. Arbuthnot. If you so much as utter a single word out of turn, that busybody will ensure everyone knows of it by the end of the day."

      Adelaide blinked rapidly and pressed her fingers to her forehead. "Yes, Mother. Sorry, Mother."

      "Really, my dear, what has got into you? Ever since we left Miss Chambers' house, your behavior has been very odd."

      Since my house?

      Adelaide moaned. "I'm so sorry," she whispered. "I...I have a headache and feel quite...wrong somehow. I can't quite explain it. Dizziness and...and I find I can't recall everything."

      "Perhaps you should remain at home," her mother said, softening. She leaned forward and peered into Adelaide's eyes. "You need to rest. I don't want you to fall ill."

      "No!" Adelaide shouted. With a quick glance from me to her mother, she blushed and added, "I want to come. I'm just...not feeling myself yet. I slept poorly."

      A sick feeling twisted my stomach. If Adelaide was not feeling like herself, then who was she feeling like? The fact this change had come over her after visiting me was twice as worrying. Thanks to my ability to see the dead, strange things seemed to be happening more and more of late. Perhaps the shape-shifting demon was back and had taken over her body, although I wasn't sure if that was possible while the victim was still alive.

      I shuddered. Victims, demons...it was all so gruesome.

      Fortunately she seemed to have returned to her normal self and she asked me about my recent séances. I chatted more to ward off awkward silences than anything else. Adelaide and her mother contributed little to the conversation and although they kept up polite façades, I suspected neither was really listening.

      The coach came to a halt outside a row of tall, slender, red and cream brick terraces joined together in a straight row. I followed Lady Preston and Adelaide out of the coach. This time we all used the assistance of the footman. We were met at the door by a starched servant and directed to a drawing room with views over the street and a collection of Oriental artifacts placed around the room.

      A matronly woman swathed in glossy black and leaning heavily on a cane entered. She walked with an awkward gait on feet much too small for her size. She reminded me of a pig on trotters, but I pushed the unkind thought aside lest a giggle escape.

      When she saw Lady Preston and Adelaide, her thin eyebrows nearly leapt off her soft, round face. "Lady Preston, this is an unexpected surprise. I doubted my ears when Jenkins announced you, but here you are. And your pretty daughter too." Her gray eyes skipped briefly in my direction, but her smile never faltered. What she thought of me was hidden beneath a politely bland expression. "Sit, sit." She pointed to the sofa with her walking stick then proceeded to lower herself into an armchair, slowly at first, then finally plunging into the sumptuous velvet.
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