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      “Vivid world-building, a page-turning mystery and a smart, adventurous heroine in the process of discovering her own power and learning from her mistakes makes for another great addition to an outstanding urban fantasy series.”

      — Jayne Castle, New York Times bestselling author of the Harmony series, on Master of Shadows
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        * * *

      

      “Light-hearted books can get a bad rap, as though making readers smile is somehow a weakness on the author's part... Walker has a light touch with [her] prose, and the likable characters breeze through many of their interactions. Which isn’t to say that Tomb of the Queen lacks gravitas. No, there's a good story here with real edge-of-the-seat moments... It's fun from start to finish, and I’m going to keep my eye out for more from this “new” author.”

      —Charles de Lint, The Magazine of Mystery & Science Fiction on Tomb of the Queen
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        * * *

      

      “Writer Joss Walker brings the magic back! It will take a witch with heart, humor, and book smarts–plus some killer kick-boxing skills–to save the world, and Jayne Thorne is the witch we need now. Hold on tight, you urban fantasy fans, because once you open Tomb of the Queen, the action doesn't stop until the last thrilling page.”

      — Laura Benedict, bestselling author of the Bliss House trilogy, on Tomb of the Queen
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        * * *

      

      “A librarian gets recruited by the CIA to help track down rare and magical books... Jayne Thorne has just discovered that magic is real, and the CIA needs her help. After a crash course in Magic 101 she's sent to Ireland to investigate a rare manuscript. The start of this series is everything I love about urban fantasy: a wise-cracking heroine who diffuses tense situations with a joke, plenty of adventure, and an interesting magical world that exists alongside our own. I can't wait for more adventures with Jayne!”

      — John McDougall, Murder by the Book, on Tomb of the Queen
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        * * *

      

      “Joss Walker’s debut had me completely under her spell. Part cleverly plotted fantasy and part thriller, I was drawn in by her charming bookworm of a librarian with magical powers, dashing Irish rogue, and the complicated battle between ‘good’ and evil. Addictive and utterly delightful, this is a book to treasure.”

      — Paige Crutcher, author of The Orphan Witch, on Tomb of the Queen

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      “Tomb of the Queen is a relatable, fun romp of a thrill ride! The characters are lifelike and well fleshed out, and the magic is done in a unique way that I have never seen before. I loved this book, and I'm sure that I will read it over and over again!”

      — Julie L. Kramer, USA Today bestselling author of Of Curses and Scandals, on Tomb of the Queen
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        * * *

      

      “This book was just my cup of tea! Or perhaps, my slice of pie? [image: winking face] Jayne Thorne, CIA Librarian is a relatable, lovable, and smart heroine dead set on vanquishing evil. A genius mythology twist, swoony budding romance, and gorgeous library imagery, paired with non-stop action, makes Tomb of the Queen a winner for fans of urban fantasy. Stop everything and read this book!”

      — Ashley McLeo, author of the bestselling Starseed Trilogy, on Tomb of the Queen
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      The magic had always been a part of him, steady and constant, an ever-growing presence he could measure and rely upon.

      Until the air changed. Became more volatile. More unstable.

      His magic transformed from a familiar friend to an unknown entity, something that saw only threats to eliminate. Only foes to defeat.

      What once was safe had become dangerous. What once was certain had become a mystery.

      And the magician found himself at a crossroads. He could choose the secure and familiar path, the path he had taken his whole life. The path that was visible and sure.

      Or he could choose the darker, deadlier route.

      He knew what he wanted. But his new calling urged him in a different direction, one he was reluctant to take. It required him to leave everything behind. Friends. Family. A comfortable lifestyle of research and discovery.

      That tug of darkness, so seductive, so demanding. He had no real choice.

      Even though he knew, someday, this calling would claim his life.
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      “We learn through Einstein’s theory of relativity that nothing can surpass the speed of light,” Dr. Roxbury intoned, smoothing the frail white hairs of his comb-over. “But what is something we can infer from these conclusions? How can we expand Einstein’s theory?”

      Silence fell in the lecture hall, broken only by the frantic scribbling of students’ note-taking. Valeri Rudik was writing away, indicating his own theories in his notes—theories he could never share because he would be mocked mercilessly as a lunatic.

      “What about time travel?” called out a voice.

      Valeri froze, the back of his neck prickling. Inside him, a swell of awareness identified a kindred magic. A familiar presence. He didn’t have to turn to know the person speaking was an Adept, like himself. Even so, he angled his head slightly, peering at the speaker in blatant curiosity.

      Ah. It was Henry Thorne. He should have known. The magician was known for stirring trouble in Queen’s College, asking questions he had no business asking. Didn’t he understand that Adepts were meant to be discreet, to avoid drawing unnecessary attention? Thorne’s antics often achieved the opposite effect.

      Dr. Roxbury slid his large glasses up his nose, his dark eyes narrowing with annoyance at the interruption. “Time travel? It has not been proven possible.”

      “Well, you said nothing about what is possible,” Thorne argued. “You only asked how we can expand the theory. Einstein’s theory began as just that—something that could not be proven. By that logic, can we not also infer that other theories exist that have yet to be proven?”

      Someone sniggered nearby, then disguised it as a cough. Valeri felt his own cheeks redden in secondhand embarrassment. But Thorne appeared unperturbed.

      “David Lewis stated the ‘paradoxes of time travel are oddities, not impossibilities,’” Thorne went on. “At the time, Einstein’s theories were viewed similarly. Every scientist is viewed as odd or peculiar…that is, until their theories are proven correct.”

      Valeri straightened in his seat. He had just read Lewis’s essay himself and found it full of rich information and theories. Suddenly, his perception of Henry Thorne shifted. The man might be bold and unabashed, but his comments resonated with Valeri in a way no one else’s had. He had yet to meet another person who had read Lewis’s work.

      “Have you not explored ‘The Paradoxes of Time Travel’?” Thorne probed. “It’s a fascinating read. He says a time traveler is ‘a streak through the manifold of space-time,’ and I think that⁠—”

      “Yes, well, we are not discussing such theories today,” Dr. Roxbury said, clearing his throat as he sifted through the papers on the desk. “Everyone, please familiarize yourselves with chapter twelve, as we will be discussing it next week. You are dismissed.”

      Valeri remained frozen in his seat for a full minute as his mind whirred. Ordinarily, he would bolt from the lecture hall, eager to avoid interacting with anyone else. He kept to himself and preferred it that way.

      Finally, he slid his notebook into his bag and slowly rose from his chair. He caught a glimpse of Henry Thorne’s distinct brown curls as he left the hall. Valeri hurried after him, joining a gaggle of eager students also struggling to keep up with Thorne’s brisk pace. Valeri was much shorter, his legs unable to match the other man’s lengthy strides. As he emerged on High Street, Valeri paused to catch his breath, glancing up and down the sidewalk to see where Thorne had rushed off to. He spun in a circle and caught sight of Thorne’s brown curls disappearing into St. Mary’s Passage.

      He must be going to the Bodleian, Valeri thought, unsurprised. He frequented the library himself; it was more than necessary for the research he was doing. But as he hurried purposefully down the narrow passageway sandwiched between the University Church of Saint Mary the Virgin and the ornate, Gothic-style apartments next door, Valeri stopped short.

      Thorne had vanished.

      Peering carefully down the alley, Valeri kept walking, slower now, not wanting to cause a scene. Out of nowhere, a figure jumped into his path.

      Valeri scrambled backward with a strangled yelp, his bag jerking so violently that two books spilled from within.

      “I knew you were following me,” Henry Thorne said, offering a smug smile. “I can sense your magic, Rudik. You aren’t as stealthy as you think.”

      Valeri frowned, bending over to pick up his books. To his surprise, Thorne assisted him, giving him a cheerful grin.

      “I—I was not following you,” Valeri stammered in his thick Russian accent. “I was headed to the Bod.”

      Thorne arched an eyebrow. “Were you, now?”

      Valeri couldn’t meet his gaze. He always had been a terrible liar. His face flushed as he shuffled his feet. “Actually…I heard what you said in lecture. Have you really read Lewis’s essay?”

      Thorne’s expression brightened. “You’ve read it, too? So, you agree?”

      Valeri scratched his chin. “I agree on some accounts. I do think time travel is a possibility, but I believe he highlights the wrong methods for it.”

      “How delightful! Another theorist! Come, my friend, let’s discuss this in earnest.” Thorne draped his arm over Valeri’s shoulder as if they were brothers, guiding him down the alley and toward the Bod.

      At first, Valeri tensed at the unexpected familiarity with which Thorne regarded him. But as they spoke, detailing their most passionate beliefs in time travel and all things impossible, Valeri found himself opening up, spilling the secrets he never dared to share with another soul for fear of being ridiculed.

      “Exactly my point,” Thorne said in a hushed but eager whisper as they sat in the library together. Valeri wasn’t sure how much time had passed—perhaps hours—since they mounted the stairs to the reading room, though it felt like no time at all. “Even theorists like Lewis have no idea what science is capable of because he doesn’t possess magic like we do.”

      Valeri instinctively shrank down in his chair at the mention of magic.

      Thorne blinked at his reaction. “I am whispering, you know.”

      “I know.” Valeri’s words were barely more than a breath. “It’s just…I am not used to being out in the open like this. I attended a small school back home, with only a few classes of students. And my hometown is even less populated. Quite secluded. Oxford…intimidates me.”

      “I can’t blame you.” Henry leaned back in his chair, surveying the library with fondness. “This place is something, isn’t it? I’m from a large city myself, but I always love exploring new places. I’m American, so this whole campus is a delightful foreign adventure for me.”

      Valeri nodded politely, though he could easily place Thorne’s accent. “I am from the USSR. Ukraine. A small town called Tetiiv.”

      Thorne’s eyebrows lifted. “Truly? How fascinating! So, how did you discover your Guardian powers?”

      Valeri felt the blood drain from his face. He quickly glanced around, but of course, no one paid them any attention. Leaning over the table, he whispered, “How did you know about that?”

      “Can’t you sense it? Our magic calls to each other. It’s like a beacon, identifying other kindred spirits.”

      Valeri’s mouth went dry. Henry Thorne wasn’t just a magician. He was a Guardian. Just like he was. How had he not known? Granted, Valeri was not very well trained. It was very unusual for a Guardian to be called to serve without the proper training, and Tetiiv contained only three Adepts—Valeri and his parents.

      “It’s all right,” Thorne said, his tone becoming gentler. “I get it. It’s new for you, right? But don’t worry. I’ve had years of training. Guardians go back in my family for six generations, you know. I can help you. If you want, that is.”

      It wasn’t until Valeri felt Thorne’s probing gaze on him that he realized he was expected to answer. “I—uh, yes. That would be good. Thank you.”

      Thorne smiled. “I think together, you and I could do great things, Rudik.”

      “You can call me Val,” Valeri said. “It is what my friends call me.”

      This was untrue, as Valeri didn’t have any true friends. He never trusted himself to open up to anyone because of the secrets about his magic. But for the first time, he wondered if that could change. Could Valeri have found another kindred spirit, as Thorne put it? Was it truly possible to find camaraderie despite his burdensome powers and crippling anxiety?

      More important: Was Valeri brave enough to even try?

      “You can call me Hank.” Thorne crossed his arms and grinned broadly.

      Valeri wrinkled his nose. “Hank? Really?”

      With a loud snort, Thorne waved his hand. “No. Not a chance. My parents tried Hank on me once and it only lasted a week. It’s Henry. Just Henry.”

      Valeri’s face split into a wide smile, and it felt so foreign on his face that he thought perhaps his muscles had spasmed. But the longer he talked with Henry Thorne, the more he felt something within him thawing, making way for new emotions and new experiences.
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