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      After two weeks of clouds, Edinburgh finally has sun, and I’m drinking it in . . . to the confusion and amusement of the two women who’ve just walked into the courtyard and found me stretched out precariously across two garden chairs.

      Forty-year-old Lady Annis Leslie’s not-so-dearly departed husband died just over a year ago, which means she’s still in deep mourning . . . fashion-wise, at least. Even in this weather, she’s dressed in a gown of unrelieved black bombazine. Her younger sister—Isla Ballantyne—is also a widow, but she’s mostly reverted to normal Victorian wear, in a gorgeously rich beige day dress that glitters golden in the sunlight.

      “What the devil are you doing?” Annis asks as they walk over.

      “Browning her skin, apparently,” Isla says.

      Annis stares at me. “On purpose?”

      “I’m sunbathing,” I say.

      “I know you suffered a serious head injury last year, Mallory, but you are supposed to bathe in water.” Annis pauses. “Please tell me you have been doing that.”

      Isla and I exchange a look. While I did hit my head last year, the problem is a wee bit bigger than that. I’m currently in 1870 Edinburgh . . . and I was born in 1989 Vancouver.

      A year ago, while visiting my dying grandmother, I was attacked on the same spot where nineteen-year-old housemaid Catriona Mitchell was attacked exactly a hundred and fifty years earlier. For reasons I may never figure out, Fate saw fit to send me careening through time into her body.

      I’m now the assistant to Catriona’s former boss, Annis and Isla’s younger brother, Dr. Duncan Gray, who’s doing work in early forensic science. It’s an incredible opportunity for a modern police detective . . . even if I’m pretty sure I’m going to die of something easily curable in my time.

      Isla knows my story, as does Gray. Annis does not, thankfully. To her, I’m just the former housemaid whose head trauma makes her act—and talk—oddly.

      I shade my eyes against the sun and peer up at Isla. “You’re a chemist. You need to invent a cream that protects our faces against the dangerous rays of the sun.”

      “We have that,” Isla says dryly. “It’s called a hat.”

      “Also, we do not intentionally expose ourselves to the sun’s rays,” Annis says.

      I check my pocket watch. “Five more minutes.”

      “And then what?” Annis says. “We turn you over and bake your backside?”

      I ignore her. I’m not trying to get a tan. Obviously, the Victorians were right to be wary of the sun. But it finally feels like summer, and I want to enjoy a few minutes of sunshine while my boss is out.

      “We are having tea in a few minutes, Mallory,” Isla says. “Annis would like you to join us.”

      I consider shooting them a thumbs-up, but that goes too far in front of Annis. Their boots clack across the stones. Then the gate squeaks, and a shadow falls over me. I open my eyes to see a tall man with a severe face, curling dark hair, and brown skin.

      “It’s my half day,” I say to my boss. “I have another hour off.”

      “You also have a visitor,” Gray says.

      I sit up, which takes some work. Even summer attire means a petticoat and a corset under my dress. Rising from a semi-prone position requires careful and deliberate movements.

      “A visitor?” I say.

      “Yes,” Annis calls from the back door. “I meant to mention that. There is a creature lurking about. We presumed it is for you.”

      “A creature? Oooh. Cat? Puppy? Unicorn?”

      “Unicorn?” Gray says.

      “Scotland’s national creature. I’ve never seen one, though. You must be hiding them.”

      His lips twitch.

      Annis heads inside, calling back, “Take care, Duncan. The sun seems to have addled Mallory’s brains more than usual.”

      I wait until the door closes behind Annis and Isla. Then I stand. “By ‘creature,’ I presume Annis means a person. One she considers beneath her notice.”

      A soft sigh. “Yes. It is a woman who seems . . . likely to have been a former compatriot of Catriona’s. That is who she asked to speak to.”

      I make a face. “That’s never good.”

      “It is not, which is why I am going to accompany you.”

      “It’s broad daylight, Duncan. I think I can handle this.”

      He ignores that—as usual—and steers me into the mews, where a woman has found the one scrap of shadow and tucked herself into it. She’s in her late twenties, with dark hair and a scarred cheek. My steps slow.

      “You know her,” Gray says under his breath.

      “Mmm. We had a couple of run-ins after I arrived.”

      At one time, Davina had apparently been partners-in-crime with Catriona. Then she betrayed her, selling her out to the guy who strangled her in that alley.

      Catriona Mitchell was not a good person. She was a thief and blackmailer and probably a sociopath. But she hadn’t deserved that betrayal from someone she obviously considered a friend.

      The last time I saw Davina, she’d promised me information on Catriona, for a price, since “Catriona” had lost her memory. I’d fully intended to take her up on that offer . . . until I learned what she’d done. I haven’t seen her since.

      “Hello, Davina,” I say.

      “There’s my little kitty-cat,” she says. “With her fancy man tagging along behind.”

      My eyes narrow. “Fancy man” might seem like a reference to Gray’s upper-middle-class status, but it’s also local slang for a pimp. When I check Gray, he’s as expressionless as ever. If he knows the slang, he’s ignoring it.

      “May I help you?” I say.

      “Oooh, such pretty manners. The kitty-cat has found herself a cozy little den, hasn’t she? Where she can play lady of the manor with her fancy man.”

      I ignore the digs. From what I understand, Catriona never talked like someone from the Old Town slums. But she hadn’t spoken like an educated New Town lady either. I do have her voice, which makes sense. I also have her accent, which makes less sense, but I’m grateful for it. That accent, socially, puts me somewhere between Davina and Gray.

      At home, here in Gray’s town house, I don’t mask the peculiarities of my modern speech. Out in the world, I’m more careful, leaning into educated speech—more formal, few contractions, bigger words. I also lean into the Scots dialect, though my brain insists on mentally translating each “ken” and “dinna” that I hear to “know” and “did not.” With Davina, I don’t care how I talk. She can needle me for sounding posh, and she can needle me for sounding street, and it doesn’t matter to me.

      “If you need something, Davina⁠—”

      “I saw this.” She holds up a chapbook and makes a show of flipping through it. “The Mysterious Adventures of the Curious Undertaker. You and your doctor here are famous. Solving murders and such.”

      Last year, someone started writing semi-fictional accounts of the work Gray does for his childhood friend, Detective Hugh McCreadie. Victorians love true crime at least as much as anyone in the modern day—the gorier and more sensational the better.

      The chronicles have a new writer—our housemaid, who is also an experienced crime journalist. The stories are much better for the change, especially since we have editorial control and the power of veto. But their growing popularity thrusts Gray into a limelight he’d always hoped to avoid.

      Is this what brought Davina to my door? She’s realized exactly how good “Catriona” has it now and how much she might pay Davina to keep her secrets?

      “What do you want, Davina?” I say again.

      “I have a case for you to solve,” she says.

      I eye her carefully, waiting for the punchline. She only stands there, a smug look on her thin face.

      “Mall— Catriona is not a detective for hire,” Gray says. “She is my assistant, which means I require her for my own work.”

      “Oh, I’m certain she will not mind helping me.” Davina smirks at me. “Will you, kitty-cat?”

      I glance at Gray, warning him that I need to handle this—and that I’ll explain later.

      “What kind of case is it?” I ask cautiously.

      “Theft.” Her smirk grows. “Your specialty.” Her gaze shoots to Gray, looking for a reaction. He gives none. He knows exactly what Catriona was, and the more Davina talks, the more he understands the position I’m in here.

      “What sort of theft?” I say.

      “I’ll show you.” She waves for me to follow her into the mews.

      I lock my knees even as Gray puts a restraining hand on my elbow, as if I might trot along after her into some deep dark close where she can knife me.

      Fine, I can be reckless. But even I know better than that.

      “Tell me where we’re going,” I say. “And I’ll meet you there.”

      “We’ll meet you,” Gray says. “Catriona is my assistant, and it is still a workday.”

      “I thought I overheard something about it being her half day,” Davina says, her hazel eyes glittering with speculation as her gaze moves between us.

      “Where are we meeting?” I ask.

      “Greyfriars,” she says.

      My brows rise. “The cem— kirkyard?”

      She smiles, showing off a lifetime without dental care. “Afraid of ghosts, kitty-cat?”

      “Greyfriars in an hour,” I say, and head back to the town house.
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      In the modern day, Greyfriars is Edinburgh’s most famous cemetery. When I’d visit my nan, we’d often zip through on our way from the Grassmarket to the museum, and it’s always thronged with tourists.

      It’s not a whole lot different in 1870. Tourism in Scotland is booming, thanks to Queen Victoria’s fascination with the country. During the clearances, style markers of highland culture were banned, but they’re back in fashion now, and Scotland has become a prime tourism spot.

      Greyfriars Kirk started life as a friary, as the name might suggest. The friars left centuries ago, and the building was used for “this and that”—according to Gray, who’s as bad with history as I am. At some point, the city was storing gunpowder in the tower, a choice that never fails to end with a very large kaboom. The kirk underwent both reconstruction and a fire earlier this century, and it’s only recently been re-re-constructed.

      The kirkyard is bounded by Grassmarket on the north and Candlemaker Row on the east. To the west, the wall is part of the old Flodden Wall, which once marked the boundary of Edinburgh.

      To reach the cemetery, we need to cross the Mound marking the New Town and Old Town boundary. Then it’s up to High Street and down Upper Bow to the Grassmarket.

      Gray and I enter Greyfriars through the north gate and head up the hill. I spot Davina right away. She’s standing beside what might be the most famous Greyfriars grave, both in this time and mine. Famous not for its occupant—a night watchman who worked for the police—but for the mop of fur lying in front of the stone. A small brown terrier, whose likeness will one day grace a thousand souvenir coffee mugs and postcards.

      Greyfriars Bobby. Of course, I know the story. In my day, if you visit Greyfriars, you can’t miss the plaques and statue and the nearby pub bearing his name. According to the legend, he belonged to the man buried here, and after his owner’s death, Bobby guarded the grave until his death, which is . . . well, probably soon.

      My knowledge of this time period is mostly informed by my father, an English lit prof. That means I arrived with a vague idea of Victorian life, but it was a muddled mess of sixty-odd years all condensed in my head. I had no idea when Greyfriars Bobby lived, and I’d been delighted when I first saw him here. He’s an old dog now, which is why I suspect he doesn’t have many years left before he passes into legend . . . and becomes a souvenir goldmine.

      The question has never been whether Bobby existed. He obviously did—the Victorian era isn’t that long ago. But did he belong to the man in that grave? Or was he just a stray dog who’d found a nice place to hang out, and then people started petting him and feeding him, so he stayed?

      As we approach the grave, I notice the name on it. I’d never paid that much attention to it before. The fact he worked for the police interested me, but his name did not.

      Now I slow as I read it.

      John Gray.

      I stop and turn to Gray walking alongside me. His gaze is fixed on Davina, and he gets a few steps before realizing he left me behind and circling back.

      “John Gray,” I say. “Any relation?”

      His dark brows rise. “It is a very popular Scottish name, Mallory.”

      “So no?”

      He sighs and tears his gaze from Davina, clearly annoyed that I’ve stopped him from bearing down on his prey.

      “Second cousin,” he says. “Or third, perhaps.”

      “Wait. So the guy buried here was related to you?”

      “I did not know him well.”

      “Did he have a dog?”

      A pause. Then, “Yes.”

      I peer at him, that pause having not gone unnoticed. “Did the dog look like Greyfriars Bobby?”

      “I decline to answer.”

      “On the grounds that you know I love a good story, and you don’t want to spoil this one for me?”

      “I decline to answer,” he repeats.

      I curse under my breath. So John Gray had a dog, and it did not look like Greyfriars Bobby.

      “As I said,” Gray says. “I did not know him well. He may have had multiple dogs.”

      “Nice try,” I mutter.

      “All right, Davina,” I say as we approach her. “What’s this theft you want us to . . .”

      I slow as I get a closer look at the dog curled up in front of the grave. Bobby is an elderly Skye terrier—or some similar breed. This is a young white terrierish dog that seems to have been dusted with dirt to make it look brown.

      Also, this dog is tied to the gravestone.

      “That’s not Greyfriars Bobby,” I say.

      “Of course it is.” Davina crosses her arms. “Look at him, all curled up on his master’s grave.”

      “Tied to it.”

      “For safety.”

      I glare at her. “That is not Greyfriars Bobby.”

      She peers at me. “Are you sure, kitty-cat?”

      “Yes.”

      “I believe we know what was stolen,” Gray murmurs beside me.

      I turn to Davina. “Where’s Bobby?”

      “If I knew, I would hardly be hiring the likes of you, would I?”

      I bend to untie the dog. When Davina squawks, Gray presses a pound coin into her palm.

      “For your assistance,” he says. “Thank you for alerting us to the mistreatment of this poor beast.”

      She continues squawking, but I ignore her as I untie the rope from the dog’s neck and pat its matted fur.

      “You can go now,” I whisper as I straighten and step away. The dog edges closer.

      “Don’t you have someplace to be?” I say.

      The dog presses into my skirts.

      “Apparently not,” Gray says with a sigh.

      “Fine, you’ve bought yourself a mongrel,” Davina grumbles. “But that doesn’t solve my problem.”

      “We are not buying the dog,” I say. “We’ll find it a home after we’ve cleaned it up.”

      She peers at me and snorts a laugh. “Oh, yes.” She turns to Gray. “Catriona was always a soft-hearted lass. You are lucky to have her. Butter would not melt on her sweet tongue.” She winks at me and then waggles her hand, indicating that she expects later payment for participating in this charade.

      Gray shakes his head and puts out his elbow for me to take his arm. “It is time for us to go. If the dog follows, we will ask Simon to clean it up.”

      “You have not solved my problem,” Davina says.

      When I turn, slowly, she waves at the grave. “Even you knew that one wasn’t Bobby. I need Bobby. Or a proper likeness.”

      “For what?”

      She straightens, chin lifting. “I give tours. I take people about the kirkyard and tell them all the stories. But they all expect to see Bobby.”

      “Uh-huh.”

      I’d love to believe Davina has found honest work, but I can’t imagine anyone paying her more than a shilling for a “tour.” Which means she’s also picking their pockets while they’re busy cooing at the dog.

      “It’s true,” she says. “I have found God.” She fumbles and pulls out a crucifix. “He has shown me the error of my ways, and I have dedicated my life to bringing joy into the lives of others.”

      I manage to keep a straight face, but I’m more shocked that she’s able to keep one.

      “We don’t find lost dogs,” I say. “Or replacements for lost dogs.”

      Gray says, “I fear Bobby has likely gone somewhere to die. The last time I saw him, he seemed to have a tumor on his jaw. He is very old.”

      If the current Bobby is even the original one, which is another matter that’s up for debate in my time.

      “With any luck, someone took him in,” I say. “Giving him comfort in his final days.”

      “Then find him and bring him back,” Davina says. “He has work to do.”

      “Not very Christian of you,” I say.

      She glares at me. “I take care of him. I bring scraps every day, for the people on my tour to feed him.”

      So she charges a pittance for the tour. Then charges for the meat scraps to feed Bobby. Then picks their pockets while they do. I’m kinda impressed.

      “I’m sorry,” I say. “This has nothing to do with us.”

      Gray holds out another sovereign. “We are done here, yes?”

      When Davina tries to take the coin, he keeps hold of it.

      “I appreciate that you were concerned about the dog,” he says. “However, I would ask that you do not contact Catriona again. She really is very busy.”

      Davina snorts. “I’m sure she is. Busy warming your bed.”

      Gray’s eyes narrow, but Davina doesn’t have the sense to take the warning.

      “Everyone knows she’s not really your assistant,” she continues. “Clever man that you are, you have found a way to keep a mistress under your own roof, and you think no one’s the wiser, but they are. They know exactly what you are doing, doctor, and they’re laughing at you for it.”

      Gray’s jaw tightens, and I bristle. Davina has hit a tender nerve. I am Gray’s assistant. I’m also his friend. And while I might like there to be more to it, there isn’t. Yet that’s not what people see, and it’s becoming an ever-greater problem.

      Gray might be a very successful man—runs the prosperous undertaking business he inherited from his father, has degrees in both medicine and surgery, and is an increasingly respected forensic pioneer—but he’s also illegitimate. And not white. That can lead to the misconception that he might have trouble finding female companionship, which he absolutely does not.

      Yet for many people, it makes perfect sense that a “brown-skinned bastard” might resort to hiring a pretty girl as his “assistant” while having her assist in satisfying other needs.

      Last month, he’d come up with a solution. We’d get married. Yep, clearly that would fix everything. Initially, I’d been . . . I don’t even know what I’d felt. How do you react when the guy you’ve fallen for offers to marry you for purely practical reasons? Not well, is the short version.

      We’ve backburnered the idea, in hopes of finding a better one, but with McCreadie finally wooing Isla, our time is running out. McCreadie will propose, and I can’t stay in the town house once Isla leaves it.

      “Davina,” I say, my tone steady. “I do not care whether you believe I am actually Dr. Gray’s assistant. If you are trying to threaten us, then I don’t see the point—as you said, people already suspect it.”

      “Threaten Dr. Gray?” Her eyes widen. “Never.”

      “So you are threatening Catriona?” Gray says, his voice a low growl.

      “I am asking for her help, sir. One friend to another.”

      “You tried to have me killed,” I say.

      That stops her short. She stares at me in what looks like honest confusion.

      “Don’t pretend you don’t know what I mean,” I say. “I found the notes you wrote Constable Findlay. You said I’d betrayed him and promised—for a fee—to lead me into an alley so he could take his revenge. Which he did by strangling me and leaving me for dead.”

      Gray goes very still, and I realize I’ve made a misstep. He didn’t know this part. I was the one who found the messages in Findlay’s room. But I’d never told Gray that I knew who’d written them.

      “You did what?” he says to Davina, enunciating each word, and she finally has the sense to step backward.

      “It— It was not like that. How was I to know he’d try to kill her?” Her gaze shoots to me. “You sold his trinkets and his police information, but he should not have killed you for that, just . . .”

      “Knocked me around?”

      “Yes.” She jabs a finger my way, missing my sarcasm. “He is supposed to be a policeman, and he tried to murder you?”

      “One might argue,” I say, “that a constable is even more likely to kill a woman who betrays him. Do the police always treat you well, Davina? Never handle you roughly? Never smack you around?”

      She goes very still, and I know my barb struck harder than I intended. It’s still the early days of law enforcement, but I can already see the divide that will plague us into the modern world. The split between the idealists who want to serve and protect, and those who found a way to parlay schoolyard bullying into a professional career. In this era, it doesn’t help that the training, as McCreadie not-jokes, consists mostly of “Can you swing a cudgel? You’re hired.”

      “I—” Davina swallows. “You always spoke well of the constable, Catriona. You said he was kind. I did not expect . . .” She seems to find herself and straightens. “But you survived. He didn’t kill you.”

      “We’re done here,” Gray says, gently taking my elbow. “Miss Davina, I would strongly suggest that I never see you again. I would even more strongly suggest that Catriona never sees you again.”

      “Wait!” She moves quickly into my path. “You said you had lost your memory and wanted information on your past. You were going to come back when you had money.”

      “I don’t need that anymore.”

      “Don’t you?” She walks backward in front of me as we head down the hill, which really is a feat in Victorian garb. “Have you regained your memories? You may not know all, and you really ought to know all. You made enemies, Catriona. Would it not help to be warned against them?”

      Gray stops sharply enough to make her step back.

      “Begging your pardon, sir,” she says. “I did not mean⁠—”

      “How much?” he says.

      “Sir?”

      “How much are you asking for this information? If the price is reasonable, I will pay it. If not, we are leaving. Consider carefully.”

      “Last time, she offered twenty minutes for a sovereign,” I say.

      “Fine,” he cuts in before Davina can answer. “I will purchase one hour of your time for five pounds.”

      Two passing male tourists stop abruptly and stare from Gray to me. Then they realize he was offering the money to Davina, and they stare more. Five pounds for an hour of her time? One shakes his head at the cost of sex workers in the big city, while the other eyes Davina with speculation, as if wondering what delightful tricks she must know for that price.

      As usual, Gray notices nothing beyond the scope of his laser focus. “One sovereign now for twenty minutes, and the remainder after we have ascertained that you are telling the truth.”

      “Telling the truth?” she huffs. “If it’s lies you’re looking for, Dr. Gray, I suggest you train your gaze in the direction of your pretty young ‘assistant.’ She’s the expert. And I do not want your money. I want the dog.”

      “I am offering a sizable sum.”

      She strokes her crucifix. “Give a man a fish, and you feed him for a day. Teach a man to fish, and you feed him for a lifetime. That is what the good book says.”

      “The ‘good book’ says nothing of the sort,” Gray snaps. “Those are the words of a Chinese philosopher.”

      “I want the dog,” she says. “It’s my golden goose, and I like having my eggs every day.”

      Gray opens his mouth, and I know he’s going to increase the offer, because that’s Gray. This is a problem that needs solving, and it is most efficiently solved by money. He has little use for his family fortune, so it might as well solve problems.

      “Dr. Gray,” I murmur. “Might I speak to you a moment?”

      He hesitates. Then he nods abruptly and follows me.
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TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
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