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      The ghosts crowded around to get a better look at my corpse. Hands skimmed over my face like feathery kisses from cold lips. A little blonde spirit girl brushed her fingers through my hair, hypnotized by the dark curls that sprang free. A fat gentleman with florid cheeks peered into my eyes, the skin on his heavy brow crumpling with concern, and a gray-haired woman wearing only a nightgown knelt at my side. She fussed over me, inspecting me for wounds. She turned to lift my skirt and I gasped in horror. One side of her face was red and puckered, the skin resembling half-cooked meat. She'd been burned to death.

      "No obvious wounds," she said, apparently unconcerned by my ill-mannered reaction. I ought to have been more prepared—I'd had a lot of experience with the dead, after all—but I was out of sorts. It seemed death could muddle one's thoughts.

      "You shouldn't be here," the man said. Did he mean me? "Do you hear me?" he shouted.

      I winced and the girl jumped in alarm.

      "Of course she can hear you," the woman said, her voice as brittle as a dried leaf. "She's dead, not deaf."

      "She should be in the Waiting Area."

      "Are you sure?" the little girl asked.

      "About what?"

      "That she's dead. She seems so…alive." She was still studying my hair, letting it cascade through her fingers, her big eyes intent on the strands. She suddenly stopped and sniffed it. "She doesn't smell dead."

      Please don't let me be dead.

      I opened my mouth to say something, but no words came out. The ghosts were checking me over once again for signs of injury or illness. Surely they should be able to see that I'd been sick? The fever ought to be evident in my eyes and the color of my cheeks. I'd seen the ghosts of people who'd died from fevers before. Their faces were perpetually damp and hot, the skin beneath their eyes bruised.

      The woman was lifting my skirt again, and the gentleman joined her to look. I struggled to sit up and push my skirt down, but I couldn't even seem to manage that.

      "Leave her." The commanding voice sent the ghosts scattering to the corners of the bedroom.

      I turned my head on the pillow and a breath escaped my lips in a wheeze. It rattled in my chest, but it was definitely a breath. Perhaps I wasn't dead. Please, God, I don't want to die.

      I would have prayed harder, but I was distracted by the bare-chested man in my bedroom. The last man I'd seen in a similar state of undress had been in spirit form. He'd died in a mine collapse. His body had been nothing like that of the fellow who stood by the door, however. This man's arms crossed over a magnificently muscular chest, just above a stomach ridged with yet more muscle. Did his arms bulge like that because of the pose or were they honed to masculine perfection from physical use? My sister-in-law, Celia, would suffer an attack of hysteria if she knew I was gazing upon a man's bare skin. In my defense, I couldn't very well not look. He was, after all, standing right there.

      Ordinarily ghosts were a little smudged at the edges, as if they were disappearing into a mist, but the large half-naked man was as fully realized as I was. Yet I didn't think he was human, either. What kind of fellow walked around in nothing but a pair of tight leather pants with a sword strapped to his hip? Certainly no Englishman would be so indecent.

      I dragged my gaze from his chest, up his broad shoulders to his face. Another wheezing gasp escaped from my heavy chest. I must be dead. Surely this was some sort of angel come to take me away? No mere human could be that handsome. Dark hair framed smooth skin, stretched over bold cheekbones and chiseled jaw. His face was saved from being too angular by the ends of his hair curling at his ears and nape, and the curve of his mouth. His lips were set firmly together as he studied me through a pair of eyes the same shade of blue-green as the ocean I'd crossed mere months before.

      Could the afterlife really be filled with half-naked, handsome men like him? Celia would not be happy to learn that. I giggled. Then suddenly the man and the ghosts were gone, and I was once more back in the guest bedroom of Frakingham House with Sylvia Langley at my bedside. Her huge blue eyes were filled with tears and her nose was about to drip. She pressed a blessedly cool, damp cloth against my forehead.

      "Oh, Cara." The tears wobbled on the edge of her eyelids, but didn't spill. "I thought I'd lost you that time."

      I tore my gaze away from her face to search the room for my angel. It wasn't easy. My eyeballs felt like they were on fire, much like the rest of me, and my neck ached. A crack of light between the edges of the drawn curtains told me it was daytime, yet candles burned on the mantel and a low fire glowed all shades of orange in the grate. The smoke didn't hide the pungent scent of illness.

      "Here, try some soup." She held out a bowl and spoon, her expression one of hope and urgency.

      "I'm not hungry." I could barely manage a whisper.

      "You have to eat. Dr. Gowan said so."

      "The doctor was here?" I didn't recall being poked and prodded.

      "Yesterday morning. He'll return today." She held up the spoon. A drop of thick white soup splashed back into the bowl. "Cara, I'm going to send a telegram to Emily if the doctor tells me there's been no improvement. And believe me, I don't see any improvement. If you don't eat…"

      Sweet, demure Sylvia had quite a backbone when she set her mind to it. I sipped the soup. It wasn't hot and had little taste, but it stayed down, unlike the piece of toast I'd nibbled last time. "How long have I been lying here?"

      "Four days."

      Four! Good lord. I must have been unconscious most of that time. I remembered little. "Am I the only ill one in the house?"

      She nodded and I closed my eyes in relief. It would seem I wasn't contagious. "Samuel and Charity have returned to London permanently, and Bollard came home two days ago." Her features relaxed upon mentioning her uncle's friend, servant and laboratory assistant. Bollard the mute had been banished from Frakingham by August Langley, but it would seem their disagreement had been resolved and he'd been welcomed home again.

      I consumed more soup but could not finish the bowl, and she set it aside. "I would still like to contact Emily," she said.

      "Please wait. She'll only worry and I seem to be improving." I pushed myself up into a sitting position to prove it. My head swam and my limbs complained, but I managed it. My niece, Emily Beaufort, was seven years older than me and had her own family to care for. I didn't want to burden her unless absolutely necessary. "What does Dr. Gowan think is wrong with me?"

      Sylvia fluffed up the pillows at my back, her blonde curls bouncing at her temples in time with her movement. "He says it's a fever."

      "Brought on by what?"

      She shrugged. "He doesn't know. He asked me if there was something in particular you were doing when you first became ill, but I couldn't think of anything. Can you?"

      I frowned down at my hands in my lap. They were unusually pale, or as pale as my hands could ever be. My complexion was what polite people called exotic and the not-so-polite labeled dirty. My father was a Frenchman of African descent, and it was through him that I'd inherited both my coloring and my ability to see spirits. Emily too, since he was her grandfather. We were genuine mediums in a country overrun by fakes, but no longer advertised that fact.

      "I was down at the ruins when I first felt ill," I said, referring to the Frakingham Abbey ruins situated on the edge of the lake, just visible from my bedroom window. "It was the day we uncovered the bones of Garrett and Owens, and I saw Garrett’s spirit."

      "I remember," Sylvia said with a shudder. "But no one else fell ill and I was there, as were Charity and Mr. Myer."

      I'd been trying to converse with the spirit of Mr. Garrett but it had been nearly impossible to get any sense out of him, mad as he was. He'd been angry with Myer and shouted at him. He'd spoken ancient words in verse form, as if he were cursing him.

      No. Oh no.

      Had he cursed me instead? Was I under some sort of supernatural illness and not a physical one? If so, Dr. Gowan couldn't cure me.

      "It's impossible to say what caused this," I said lightly in an attempt to remove the frown lines from Sylvia's pretty face. "But I seem to be improving." There was no point in letting her think I was worsening. I was, after all, awake. That had to be a good thing, despite the dull ache pulsing through my body and the pain in my chest.

      She smiled. "Indeed you are looking a little like your old self again. Now, I'm going to take these down to the kitchen and bring back fresh water."

      I returned her smile and sank down beneath the covers again with a sigh of relief. Holding myself upright was exhausting. I watched her leave then closed my eyelids. They felt heavy. Everything inside me felt heavy, and cold. I shivered and tried to snuggle deeper into the blankets, but it wasn't enough. A chill settled under my skin and seeped into my bones. The click clack of my chattering teeth was the only sound in the room.

      And then it wasn't. The ghosts were back and their whispers seemed to surround me.

      "…shouldn't be here," the man was saying.

      "Go back," the woman said, shooing me with her gnarled hand, crippled from the fire.

      The little girl suddenly appeared at my side, bending over me. She kissed my lips. Her mouth was cool and damp like mist. "Poor you. Cursed for all eternity."

      "Cursed?" I murmured. My heart sounded a single, thundering beat in my chest. "What do you mean?"

      "Leave her." That low, masculine voice had me turning toward it again. My angel stood in the same position, arms still crossed over his chest, as if he hadn't moved since my last…visit.

      "Am I dead?" I whispered.

      "Not quite." He had an accent, but I couldn't place it. It was similar to my father's French one, yet different too. A little harsher, perhaps. I would need to hear him say more to place it.

      "The ghosts said I'm cursed."

      He nodded and lowered his arms. His right hung close to his side, but his left had to contend with the sword at his hip. It was the most enormous sword I'd ever seen, the tip almost reaching to the floor, and the man was very tall. If it were mounted on the wall, it would likely pull off the plaster, it was so heavy looking. He approached the bed. He didn't so much walk across the floor as prowl.

      I should have felt afraid to have a big, armed, half-naked man in my bedroom; but I wasn't. I felt safe with him there, as if he were protecting me from something.

      "Are you my guardian angel?" I asked, tilting my head to follow him as he drew close to the bed.

      One corner of his mouth lifted in amusement. "I am a warrior."

      Warrior. I frowned, trying to recall why that term seemed so familiar. Through the fog of fever I could just remember the spirit of an old monk telling me that a supernatural warrior had once been summoned at the abbey ruins when a group of demons escaped in the sixteenth century. He hadn't been seen since. If this were he, then he was older than he looked. And fiercer. Demons were strong creatures and the warrior had battled many of them to send them back to their realm.

      "What are you doing in my bedroom?" I asked.

      His blue-green gaze flicked over my face, twice, the second time slower. It lingered on my mouth and finally returned to my eyes. They focused with an intensity that had my already warm cheeks flaming.

      "It is not your time," he said. "This curse was not meant for you." I did like the way his harsher tones blended with the lilting French ones, yet it sounded odd too. A slightly maniacal laugh bubbled out of me. "You find it amusing to be cursed?"

      "No!" My voice squeaked. I cleared my throat. "No, of course not. I want to know more. Tell me how to break it. Do I need to speak a counter-curse?"

      He nodded. "There is an ancient book. You will find the words in there."

      "I know the one. It's been quite the topic of conversation around here lately." The spirit of the monk had mentioned it and Myer desperately wanted it. "No one knows where the book is now. We have a page torn from it, though, with three spells on it."

      "Which ones?"

      "The incantation to open the portal down at the abbey, another to close it, and one that summons you, the warrior. You were last here over three hundred years ago." It seemed absurd to be talking to a supernatural creature as if he were a house guest. I was used to conversing with ghosts, but he was something else entirely. "At least, I assume it was you."

      "It was. I sent back the beasts." He said it matter-of-factly, as if he battled packs of demons all the time. Perhaps he did.

      "Is it a problem that we don't have the book?" I asked.

      He gave a single, curt nod. "You cannot survive without speaking the counter-curse within its pages."

      My heart sank. My blood trickled icily through my veins. I closed my eyes and concentrated on my rough breathing. It was time for Sylvia to contact Emily. It was time for me to tell her goodbye and have her pass on my love to my brother and Celia, all the way across the ocean in Melbourne. That book was gone. People had been searching for it for a long time. My family and friends could spend a lifetime looking for it and never find it. And I didn't have a lifetime. I had, perhaps, hours.

      "We must search for it."

      I opened my eyes and was struck once again by the beauty and strength in his face. If he were present in the afterlife, it might not be too difficult to endure. "What do you mean? For one thing, I'm too ill to search for anything and, for another, you're…wherever you are."

      "I'm in spirit form, but this is not my natural state…or home." His hesitation wasn't lost on me. It would seem he didn't think of his place of residence as his home. "You can only see me because you're a medium, but you're not dead. Yet."

      "That's a relief."

      "You have the words to summon me," he said. "Speak them and I will come to you in your realm."

      "You can't come if I don't?"

      "No."

      "Where is your home?"

      "In between."

      "So it's another realm?"

      His nostrils flared and the fingers of his sword hand curled into a ball. "It's in between. When we're together in your realm, you'll be strong again."

      I shook my head. "I don't understand."

      "I am the warrior," he said with gentle patience I hadn't expected from such a formidable looking man. "I battle demons here, and I can also lend you my strength. But I must be by your side, always, or you'll become ill again."

      "Do you mean I will be able to walk around and feel entirely well if I summon you?"

      "Aye. As long as we are together, my strength is your strength. You will feel well."

      "Oh. That sounds marvelous." Being near this magnificent man and being well again seemed too good to be true. "We can search for the book together."

      He nodded. "Summon me, Cara, and I will come." He said my name in the French way with an emphasis on the last vowel and a purring of the R. I liked it very much. "I can only come if you call me."

      I smiled up at him but he was suddenly gone. The ghosts too. Sylvia, however, was once more by my side. She was in tears, but they stopped upon seeing me.

      "You're awake! I thought…oh, Cara, I thought…"

      "That I was dead?"

      Her bottom lip trembled. "I came back and you were asleep again, but so terribly hot. Hotter than last time. You were muttering something too. Something about a book. Do you want me to read to you?"

      "No." I licked dry lips and she helped me take a sip of water. "The parchment, Sylvia. Fetch it."

      She blinked slowly. "The one with the spells?"

      I nodded, but even that act exhausted me. I closed my eyes and concentrated on my breathing. It hurt to fill my lungs but I knew I had to do it. The air squeezed into my chest and rattled like a ball in a cage. "Please," I whispered.

      Clearly Sylvia had been exposed to a great many supernatural events recently because she didn't argue. If someone had asked me to retrieve a page of supernatural spells that had strangely come into my possession I would have fired off a hundred questions first.

      She hurried out of the room and I waited. She seemed to be back in an instant and I wondered if I'd drifted into unconsciousness during her absence. There wasn't much time left. Every breath took enormous effort, as if someone was pressing down on my chest, stopping the air from getting in. My mouth was dry, my tongue thick and gluey.

      "You're so hot." She pressed a cool cloth to my forehead and blinked watery eyes back at me. There was real fear in them.

      "The spell?" I whispered.

      She unrolled the parchment and held it up for me to see. "Cara, I don't understand. Opening the portal is terribly dangerous."

      "No portal. Summon…warrior."

      "Oh! I see. But are you sure there's nothing to fear? I mean, we know nothing about such a creature. What if he's as dangerous as the demons?"

      "He's not." I didn't have the energy to reassure her more than that. The blood in my veins slowed to a sluggish crawl and I felt so terribly cold. There wasn't much time left. I shivered and she settled another blanket over me, tucking it tightly around me.

      She began to read the words on the parchment.

      "No. I must…"

      She held the page up so I could see it and I began to read. The words were old fashioned and the text written in a curling script, making it a difficult task. But at least it was a form of English. Still, I struggled to say the words aloud. Every syllable cost me a breath I could ill afford to expend. I only hoped the pauses between each one didn't hinder the spell.

      As soon as I uttered the last word, I felt the air in the room shift, although all windows and doors were closed. I looked to the spot where I'd seen the warrior in my unconscious state and smiled at the figure standing there, arms crossed over bare chest, handsome face pinched with worry and his intense blue-green gaze on me. The moment I saw him I felt better, healthier. The pressure on my chest eased and I drew in a deep, quiet, breath. The fog in my head dissipated and my skin no longer burned while the blood froze in my veins. I sat up and my smile broadened.

      He nodded with satisfaction, his jaw softening with relief. "I am here," he announced.

      Sylvia screamed and collapsed on the bed in a dead faint.
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      I helped Sylvia to sit up and sip some water. How rapidly our roles had reversed. I felt perfectly normal, although in desperate need of a bath to wash away the lingering effects of the fever. She blinked first at me, then at the warrior. Another sound escaped her lips, this one quieter and more like a gurgle, but no less shocked.

      "Cara…he's…he's naked!"

      The warrior moved slightly, somehow enhancing his musculature more. His face changed too. I got the distinct impression he was trying not to laugh, although his lips were still set in a firm line and his jaw was rigid. His eyes, however, shone.

      "Only half-naked," I murmured, tearing my gaze away from his face to his body. "It's perfectly all right for us to see him like that."

      "Are you quite sure? Because I don't feel all right. I feel a little light-headed." She touched her temple as if to fortify her mind.

      "It's only skin. We all have it."

      "Yes, but it does seem wrong to look at him in that state. The sight may corrupt our moral fiber."

      "If you think so then avert your eyes. I would hate for your moral fiber to be in any danger," I mocked.

      "Oh, I will. Soon. Quite, quite soon. After I've learned every little thing there is to learn from such a specimen. He is quite the specimen," she said, tilting her head to the side as if the different angle could teach her more.

      "You're interested in science?" I asked idly.

      "I am now. Aren't you?"

      "Indeed."

      "So he's the warrior."

      I nodded.

      "How intriguing. I can see how he'd be very good at destroying demons and the like. I imagine all those muscles would prove useful."

      "I imagine they do." I smiled at him and he arched his brows at me, waiting. He seemed unmoved by our whispered discussion and open observation, although the slight lift of one corner of his mouth and the sparkling eyes implied otherwise.

      "What do we do with him?" Sylvia asked.

      "He's going to help me find the book of spells that the parchment was torn from." I nodded at the page that had slipped to the floor when she fainted. "The book has a counter-curse in it that will cure me."

      She whipped around to face me. "You're not cured? But you seem so much better."

      "I feel better. Mr. Garrett's spirit cursed me, and we must read the counter-curse aloud to break it. It's in the book that Mr. Myer wants so much, the one that Brother Francis's spirit mentioned but is now lost."

      "Why would Garrett curse you?"

      "I don't think he meant to. He was looking at Myer at the time, and it's my guess he was trying to curse him. Since Garrett was in spirit form and I was the only one who could see and hear him, I suppose it affected me instead."

      "That's rather unlucky."

      "So now all we have to do is find the book."

      "And the warrior is going to help you?"

      "I am," he said, speaking for the first time.

      Sylvia jumped. "He understands us!"

      "Of course," I said.

      "I had thought…oh, never mind. How are you going to help us?" she asked him.

      He shrugged boulder-like shoulders. "That is for you to decide. I must stay near Cara, however, or she will sicken and die."

      Sylvia's gulp was audible. "So you're protecting her from the illness? Er, curse?"

      "Yes. Where she is, I must be."

      She stood, just as a light knock sounded on the door. "Sylvia? It's me," came Tommy the footman's voice. "How is she?"

      "Much better," she called back. "Come and see for yourself."

      "Wait!" I shouted. But it was too late. Tommy had the door open and was stepping into the bedroom before I could stop him.

      "Bloody hell!" He gawped at the warrior. Although Tommy was tall, the warrior was taller and broader. He turned to the newcomer and rested his hand on the hilt of his sword, giving me rather a nice view of the muscles rippling across his shoulders and down his back. Two long white scars striped the middle of his back and another smaller one puckered the skin on his arm.

      Tommy's eyes widened and he put up his fists, settling into a pugilist's stance.

      "You can't fight him!" I cried, racing to Tommy and laying my hand on his arm. "He's the warrior. You know, the otherworldly being who fought the demons in the fifteen hundreds. I summoned him to keep the curse at bay."

      Tommy lowered his fists, but didn't relax. "What curse?"

      I explained everything we'd learned so far and the reason for the warrior's presence. It did not seem to ease Tommy's concern, however. He eyed the newcomer up and down and was sized up in return.

      "Sylvia!" he snapped. "Look away. He's naked."

      I sighed and Tommy took the liberty of covering my eyes for me, but then he dropped his hand and marched past the warrior to Sylvia and covered hers. She stepped aside and glared at him, hands on hips.

      "Stop fussing, Tommy. I'm not going to faint at the sight of a little manly flesh." She scoffed, and I bit back a smile. She wasn't going to faint again.

      "I don't like this," Tommy said, studying the warrior once more. "I'm sure Mr. Langley won't want his niece exposed to such a sight. Or her friend."

      "I don't see that we have a choice," I said. "The warrior must remain to keep me well."

      "Can't he at least put on decent clothing?"

      The warrior arched a brow at Tommy and took in his footman's livery of black jacket and trousers with crisp white shirt, tie and gleaming shoes. "I cannot swing a sword in that."

      "This is England, 1889," Tommy said with a thrust of his chin. "We don't use swords, we have guns."

      "Guns do not kill demons."

      "Neither do swords."

      "Mine does."

      We all looked at the blade strapped to his hip. It must have been forged in the demon realm to be effective on the creatures. We knew of only one other weapon—Jack Langley's knife.

      "We probably should find him some clothes," I said. "Perhaps an old shirt of Jack's will do."

      Tommy and Sylvia shook their heads. "None will be big enough," Tommy said. "Bollard's will fit in length, but not across the shoulders. We'll have to get something made up."

      "I'll measure him," Sylvia said quickly. "Then we'll have the measurements sent to Mr. Irwin, the village tailor, and ask him to make us two shirts as quickly as possible, and a full suit too."

      "You are not measuring him," Tommy announced. "No females will touch the warrior."

      I turned away from their bickering to the man in question, only to find that he'd been watching me again, his brow creased, his eyes hooded.

      "I apologize for bringing trouble to your home, Cara," he said.

      "No trouble," I said breezily, waving off the other two as they stopped arguing, giving each other the silent treatment instead. "Now, first things first. What are we to call you? Do you have a name?"

      "Quintin St. Clair."

      "Quintin? You don't look like a Quintin." Not that I knew what a Quintin looked like; but the name didn't suit the strapping fellow filling the bedroom with his significant presence.

      "It was the name my father gave me," he said, sounding a little offended.

      "You have a father?"

      "Everybody has a father. Mine is long dead."

      "Oh. Yes, of course, I just thought that since you were some sort of supernatural creature that you were made rather than born."

      "I am human, like you, but much older."

      "How old?"

      "I was born many years ago. That is all you need to know."

      "I see. Well, since you don't look like a Quintin to me, may I call you Quin?"

      He considered it then gave a single nod. "Quin will suffice."

      "It's from the Latin, isn't it? Quintus, meaning fifth?"

      "And St. Clair sounds French," Sylvia said with triumph. She'd been trying hard to improve her languages, although she'd yet to master much beyond the basics.

      He nodded. "I was the fifth son, and the last."

      "Tell us about yourself," I said.

      "No. We must find the book so I can return."

      "Return to where? You haven't really explained where you're from."

      "In between."

      "Yes, but what does that mean? In between what?"

      His gaze shifted away from me. "Where was the book last seen?" It would seem the topic of his origins was off-limits for now. I would try again later.

      "Down at the abbey ruins."

      "Take me there."

      Tommy held up his hands. "Slow down. This is a lot more complicated than simply heading outside and digging a few holes near the ruins. Myer has been searching for the book for an age. Added to which, it's growing late. Dinner will be ready soon. And might I remind you that Cara has been ill? She needs rest and food. Tomorrow we'll think about finding the book. Tonight, you will have to…" He shrugged, apparently at a loss as to what supernatural warriors did when they weren't fighting demons.

      "Eat," Quin said, swallowing heavily. "I would like to eat."

      "You're hungry?" I asked.

      He blinked and a small line connected his brows. "Aye."

      "You seem surprised. Are you hungrier than usual?"

      "I don't ordinarily need food or drink."

      "Good lord." Sylvia's eyes widened. "Do you mean to say you haven't eaten in hundreds of years? You must be starving! Tommy, have Cook prepare dinner early. We'll be right down after we introduce Mr. St. Clair to Uncle August."

      "You introduce him," I said to her. "I need to take a bath first." Frakingham House was fortunate in that it had one bathing room, located in a part of the house that had been very recently renovated. Water reached it through pipes hidden behind the walls without the servants needing to carry buckets upstairs. I bathed often.

      Sylvia marched to the door, all brisk determination. Tommy didn't move. "I'm not leaving you two alone with him," he declared.

      She clicked her tongue. "Don't be a ninny. He's perfectly harmless."

      "We don't know that."

      "He could have hurt us before you entered, but he didn't. He behaved as a gentleman should. Except for the issue of his clothing, that is, and that could not be helped."

      Tommy hesitated and I opened my mouth to reassure him, but Quin spoke first. "They are safe with me. I'm here to protect Cara, and won't harm anyone she does not wish harmed. This is a decree that I must obey."

      "A decree from whom?" I asked, seizing the opportunity to find out more about him.

      Quin didn't answer. Tommy, apparently reassured, backed out of the bedroom and left, but not without pinning Quin with a sharp glare first. Quin didn't seem to notice. He was watching me. His undivided attention was unnerving and I felt my face heat with a blush. The warmth reminded me that I needed to wash away the remnants of the fever.

      "You can take Quin to meet your uncle," I told Sylvia. "I'm going to have a bath."

      "I must remain with you," Quin said.

      "It's all right. Mr. Langley is only upstairs."

      He shook his head. "That's too far. I must be in the same room as you, Cara."

      "The same room!" Sylvia flapped her hands at her reddening cheeks. "No. No, no, no. That will not do. Cara cannot have a bath with you present, or do the many other things a lady must do in private." Her face was a picture of horror. Poor Sylvia. Even mentioning the word bath in the presence of a man went against her—and most of society's—sense of decency. "It's quite impossible," she said again. "I forbid it."

      Quin ignored her and watched me. He seemed to have a remarkable ability to block out those he didn't want to hear.

      I sighed. "I think he's in earnest, Syl. He must remain close."

      "But it's indecent!" she spluttered. "Immoral! Disgusting!"

      Quin's face lifted in amusement, proving he had been listening. "I will turn my back. Does that suffice?"

      "Hardly."

      "I'll place the bathing screen around the bath," I assured her. "And you can remain if you wish."

      She pursed her lips and finally nodded. "Very well. If you absolutely must bathe."

      "I must." Best to get the experience over with. I knew I'd be quite safe, yet it would still be odd having a man nearby.

      "Then so be it."

      We headed to the bathing room and I turned on the taps to fill the copper bath. Quin passed his hand through the running water. "What magic is this?"

      "Indoor plumbing," I said. "It's quite a recent invention."

      He nodded his approval and flicked the water off his hand into the bath. "I like indoor plumbing very much, although I don't see the need for you to bathe. You don't appear dirty to me."

      "Perhaps not, but I need one to feel human again."

      His eyes flared as he studied my length. "You are quite human, Cara. Being a spirit medium doesn't make you any less so."

      I smiled. "Thank you. I know. It was merely an expression."

      Sylvia busied herself with the screen then directed Quin to stand on one side. He did and looked into the toilet bowl then up at its cistern above. "What is this for?"

      Sylvia's face colored. "I, er… That is, I'd rather not say." She fussed with a towel, unfolding and refolding it, over and over.

      I laughed. "What Sylvia is too embarrassed to tell you is that it's used for private bodily functions. It flushes everything away with water stored up there." I pointed to the cistern. "Pipes feed into it and you pull this chain to send the water down into the bowl."

      His gaze followed the exposed pipes. "A curious invention, but I see how ladies would like it." He stood on the seat of the toilet to peer into the cistern.

      Satisfied that he was occupied with the magic of modern plumbing, I stepped behind the screen and undressed. A moment later, I sank into the warm water and hurriedly washed myself with lavender soap. Before I climbed out, Quin had flushed the privy three times. Each one brought a smile to my face, imagining his childlike wonder as he watched the water swirl down the bowl and disappear through the hidden pipes.

      Sylvia handed me the towel as I stepped out then helped me dress in a clean sleeveless chemise, drawers, corset and petticoats. I wore my mauve satin evening gown with the cream lace tablier down the front of the skirt and small bustle behind. It was quite formal, but we did have a dinner guest in our midst so I thought it appropriate. Sylvia tried to train my hair into something worthy of the gown, but gave up with a sigh.

      "Leave it," I told her. "It's hopeless."

      "We'll have time tomorrow to fix it into something more suitable," she assured me with a nod that sent her own beautifully sleek, well behaved curls dancing around her face.

      We rounded the screen to see Quin leaning back against the sink, his arms and ankles crossed in a laconic pose. His warm gaze was anything but lazy, however. It flew straight to my bare shoulders, and grew even warmer. I swallowed heavily.

      Fortunately Sylvia hadn't noticed his scrutiny or she would have made a fuss. "I must leave you two to prepare myself for dinner. Cara, are you able to introduce Mr. St. Clair to Uncle August and Bollard?"

      "Of course. We'll see you shortly in the dining room. Come with me, Quin."

      "You ought to call him Mr. St. Clair. And he ought to address you as Miss Moreau."

      "If he is to accompany me to the bathing room, I think we can be on a first name basis."

      "I suppose you're right." She sighed. "Standards are slipping these days. I don't like it."

      I led Quin through the house to where Mr. August Langley lived and worked. It wasn't far, being in the same wing as the bathing room. Quin took great interest in every object, piece of artwork and sconce we passed, touching or picking them up to study them further.

      "It's probably quite different to the houses you're used to." I didn't know how old he was, but he had been alive and in warrior form before the dissolution of the monasteries in the fifteen-thirties. That made him at least three hundred and fifty years old.

      "It's as large as a castle," he said, pausing to look through an open door that led to yet another bedroom.

      "Have you seen many castles?"

      "Two."

      "Really? Which ones?"

      "Windsor and Edinburgh. What is this used for?" He inspected a lamp that had been left on a side table.

      "Light. It's a gas lamp that can be carried at night." I picked it up by the handle and held it aloft.

      He tapped the glass cage. "Show me."

      "I have nothing to light it with at the moment. Perhaps later, when it grows darker." It was still daylight although the sun had already sunk low. We would be dining earlier than usual.

      "Windsor and Edinburgh," I prompted him. "Which monarchs were on the throne at the time of your visits?"

      "You ask too many questions for a lady, Cara."

      "I'm curious about you."

      "So I see," he said wryly. Yet he gave me no further explanations or answers.

      "Is there a reason you're not telling me anything about yourself?"

      "I tell you only what you need to know."

      "I think I need to know more about the person keeping me alive than his name."

      "I disagree."

      I blew out a breath. The man was exasperating. I tried a different tactic. "What were the castles of Windsor and Edinburgh like when you visited them?" I had limited historical knowledge of either castle, although I suspected they'd been altered over the centuries. His description of them might help me glean something. I would grasp at anything at the moment.

      "Nothing like this castle. What is it called?"

      So much for that. "Frakingham House, although some label it Freak House. It's not a castle."

      "Freak?"

      "It's a person that is not ordinary." Like me.

      "Then why not name it Extraordinary House?" He looked to the paneled walls and up to the decorative ceiling rose, hands on hips. "C'est très extraordinaire."

      Clearly I wasn't going to get any more from him than that. "You speak French."

      "Of course."

      "Any other languages?"

      "Latin, some Occitan, and a little Arabic."

      Occitan was an old language associated with the troubadours who roamed southern France in the middle ages. As to Arabic, it wasn't at all common for an Englishman to know.

      "Come," he said. "Show me to your master."

      "Mr. Langley is not my master. He's my friend's uncle."

      "You are not his ward?"

      "No. I'm visiting from London where I live with my niece and her husband at present. Before that I lived in Melbourne for some years, but I originated from London. I was born there, in fact." In a filthy lane, perhaps, or the crowded room of a

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/heading-swash-ornate-screen.png






This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/ghostgirl_ebook_final.jpg
BOOK 1 OF T E.3td EREAK HOUSE SERIES

&1






