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To Dad, and all the times we cheat at scrabble, watch the grass grow, and act silly. Love you!!!
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WE HAVE LOTS OF NEW stories coming soon, and two free reads (prequels to His Captain), so sign up for our newsletter and follow us on your favorite social media channel, and then message us so we can send you a link to free stories. That way you won’t miss any great historical romances!
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Book 1

Indiana Jones meets The Magpie Lord in this suspenseful MM Victorian era romance from award-winning author Stephanie Lake.

––––––––
[image: ]


TORMENTED BY NIGHTMARES, and fighting to maintain his sanity, Kit Asplin struggles to keep his business afloat. He might sell the occasional ancient artifact to make ends meet, but he never mixes business with pleasure. And he certainly does not have time for an inexperienced, prickly Englishman with a flirty sidekick.

Everything Dylan Mansfield holds dear is in jeopardy. If he doesn’t find a specific sacred object for his mentor, he and Bertie will lose their positions, and the only family they know. Their future lies in the hands of a man for hire, who seems a rather shady character. Can Dylan trust Kit who trades in stolen artifacts and secrets?

And if that’s not enough to cause Dylan angina, the object he must uncover and take to England has alternate plans.

His Tomb Raider is the first book in the Magic of the Lost Temple series. If you like charming characters and rich plots, you’ll love this page-turning historical romance by award-winning author Stephanie Lake.
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CAIRO, 1887

“Come to me,” summoned the voice, low and sensual, which shot lust straight through to bone, marrow, and fiber. He couldn’t ignore the request even if he wished.

The air was fusty and warm.

“Come to me, now...”

Which way should he go?

Faint light emanated from the ground.

Without conscious effort, he turned right and moved along a rock corridor, sand shifting under each footfall. Somehow, he knew it was rock, and that the walls were close, but it was too dark to see them. Only the ground under his feet was visible.

What seemed like ages passed, but he kept walking, because he had to go to... Where must he go? To whom was he going?

“Hurry. Come to me.”

He sped up, although he didn’t remember telling his body to run. He should stop. He should consider his actions. But no, he had to persevere.

Why?

It hardly mattered. He went. That was the only reasonable action.

He turned a corner and the light intensity increased in increments, as if it gained power from his every step. Now he could see. He was in a large, round room. No, with more light, he noticed the walls curved overhead. A cave. Yes, that was it. He was in a cave.

Gradually, as if a curtain blew away from a sunny window, he saw details of a figure.

A woman stood by a wall covered with hieroglyphs that glowed. The individual symbols shifted and writhed detailing a story still unfolding.

As he moved closer, he detected details of the woman, adorned with gossamer cloth the color of summer clouds. Long black hair flowed around her shoulders and hid her figure. Her dark skin was a beautiful amber, full of the flush of youth. He longed to touch the soft surface. Hell, he longed to touch her. To possess her.

He wanted. Desired so much it became an obsession, a requirement to claim, rule, own!

He gasped.

The woman... His woman smiled with a radiance that near felled him.

“You came for me.” She held out a manicured, be-ringed hand to him. “Save me.”

Of course, he would save his woman. He would—

“Come to me.”

He stepped in front of her, close enough to touch, but was unable to lift his hand.

“And release me.” She clasped his arm, and only then did he realize he held a dagger. Jewel encrusted hilt of decorative gold. Ceremonial in design.

“Release me!”

No, he screamed in his head. He would scream aloud but couldn’t open his mouth. No. Again he screamed without sound, hoping she would hear. I will never release you. You are mine!

Then his dagger pierced her clothes, her amber skin, and dug into her beating heart. Blood flowed from her to his hand, his arm, down his side. “Noooo,” he moaned.

She gasped. Said his name, and then, as if her marionette strings frayed one by one, she crumpled.

Grasping her lifeless body to his, he felt the tears, and then rain on his head. No, not rain. Sleet? He looked up. Sand funneled through cracks in the stone ceiling and walls. Sand was everywhere.

They must leave.

Securing his hold on his...the woman, he tried to leave the chamber, but the sand was knee-deep and filling the room faster than he could climb the piles. He stepped onto the sand just to slide back down. Up to their waists now. Their shoulders.

He screamed for help, but only a whisper resulted.

Sand filled his nose and mouth as he struggled to breathe. They were going to die. No, she was already dead. His...lover...beloved? This woman who was his, who he killed, would not suffer further.

He kissed her slack lips as sand covered their heads.

Sand filled his lungs. His coughs turned into choking. He fought to escape, to find a space with air. He could not move. Clasping the woman to his chest, he screamed soundlessly one last time. No!

––––––––
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KIT SAT BOLT UPRIGHT and scanned his room, coughing and gasping.

“Dear God.” A nightmare. Another damned nightmare. They were getting worse.

He shoved the damp sheet from his legs and climbed from the floor mattress. He shook himself like a wet dog, to rid himself of the screaming habdabs.

Moonlight cast the room in an eerie glow, which reminded him of...something. Something in the dream glowed... But as his mind cleared, the wisps of memory slipped into the cool night breeze.

He pushed away the hangings. Tiny bells on the tassels tinkled. Below were only empty streets, tidy homes, businesses, and the moon. It must be several hours before dawn, judging by the moon’s position. Too early to start the day, but too late to fall back asleep. And certainly, too early to drink himself unconscious.

He wanted to prowl the street, but last time he did that, he ended up with a black eye. The brawl had been worth the pain, however.

He smiled to himself and tidied his quarters. The activity would help him clear away the taste of... What? Why was there always an aftertaste of...earth? Yes, the taste of earth lingered after a nightmare.

How many had there been? Fifty? Over a hundred?

No matter, he rolled up the myriad rugs in vibrant shades and patterns that protected his feet from the rough floorboards. They needed a good pounding, but he’d wait for sunrise before taking them to the courtyard. He gathered the clothes, which needed mending, for Zahur’s wife. She was handy with a needle.

The whole time he worked, he thought. Activity always cleared his mind and helped him gain perspective. What should he accomplish that day, that week, next month? How could he keep Seth Lovat from finding his new expedition, and stealing any of the relics? “That man will waste his earnings on hashish, fast lovers, and eyeliner anyway.”

He worked and cleaned, but the dream’s content and why it was important to remember were like embers on a breeze.

Everything was orderly and there was an hour before he could purchase ful medames for breakfast from a street vendor, so he sat on the floor with his portable desk. He thrust a hand through his disheveled hair.

Deciding to pen a letter home, he scanned his living quarters for inspiration. So different from the house he grew up in. So much more to his taste. Dyed curtains along the walls, a large nargileh water pipe in one corner, pillows to lounge against.

He’d describe his newest purchase for Amanda. She had an adventurous spirit and would appreciate the figurine of a woman hampered by gossamer scarves, or perhaps waves, forging ahead, lightning bolt in hand, and a severed demon head in the other.

Smiling, he pictured his sister. She was so like him. Tall, blonde, full of energy, straightforward. Unfortunate she was stuck in England with her dour husband instead of seeing the world.

If he found a smaller version of the figurine, he’d ship it to her. That was how he’d open the letter. He reached for his pen and found it in his hand. He shrugged and looked at the paper.

Come for me! 
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Chapter 1
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CAIRO, NOVEMBER 1888

“Do pay attention, Bertie! After all, this is a barbarous country. You do not want your baggage stolen, or...,” Dylan looked his tall friend up and down. Her fitted bodice clung to her curves and she showed more skin than the women among the bustling crowds choking Cairo’s train station. “...anything else for that matter. What I was saying is, we have waited long enough, and our guide is still not here. We are all alone in this dreadful place.”

He said all this while trying not to glance down. If he saw the hole below the rickety ramp to the train platform, he just might be sick.

“Look at the city. It is so alive.” Bertie stood at the edge of the platform, arms akimbo, gape-mouthed and bouncing on her toes as if daring a good wind to tumble her off.

“Swarming—no, teeming is a better description.” He fought the urge to scratch, as camels, donkeys, dogs, and people, wearing little more than pajamas, scurried along streets. Sand-colored buildings with faded red, geometric designs, crept through the city, in such orderly blocks, they might give him a headache.

He already missed the meandering streets of Oxford. The twists and turns in no discernible pattern were somehow soothing to him.

“And, I would like to point out, we are here minus a guide,” he groused. Nothing on this trip had gone according to plan. “How will we ever find our way about this...?” He indicated the busy train station. Cairo was so unlike his beloved university town with its orderly traffic, pavements, and stately trees of the coniferous and deciduous kind. “It is insulting to be left waiting, and what if no one comes for us? What if the scoundrel absconded with our deposit?”

“Well, no matter. We can ask for directions, check into our hotel to rid ourselves of the baggage, and then tour the city.”

“But I do not know which hotel our guide booked us into.”

“Oh, Spindle,” she said his nickname as if he were an underperforming student again. But then she turned and beamed at him. “It is settled then. We will find the closest hotel, and then go sightseeing. Is this not wonderful? I cannot wait to visit the Necropolis and the Hanging Church. I read all about them, and, well, everything else. Just look at the pyramids.” The tops of which, with their weather battered stone, could be seen over the city in the distance. “So much to do here. Will we have time to see them all?”

Dylan wiped moisture from his brow and his handkerchief came away soot covered from the locomotive. And then he picked out the important part of Bertie’s ramble. “No matter? It is rather a large matter. This is a crucial expedition. We are in a city with a shabby reputation, no guide, no guide’s assistant. Damnation, not even an errand boy—”

“It can hardly be any shadier than parts of London.”

He took a deep breath, “Not even an urchin awaiting our arrival. We are only a day late, there should be—”

“Oh, look over there, Dylan. I believe those carpets are for sale. Have you ever seen the like? Help me with the bags. I must witness this.” She grabbed three pieces from their copious pile of luggage, and he reached for one end of a battered trunk. “We shall need a cart and a man—”

“Oh, there’s a porter.”

“Excellent, he can take us to...” He dropped the handle, the trunk boomed onto the wood planks, and he searched for the address in his waistcoat pocket. He waved over the man, and then handed the slip of paper to the porter. “We must find this address.”

The porter whistled and a young man who appeared barely old enough to blow his own nose, but was old enough for a uniform, trotted over with a pushcart and collected their luggage. He and the porter made arrangements, and Dylan handed over the requisite coin.

Bertie glared over the porter’s shoulder at the address and whined. “We are going to start work? Immediately? But why not enjoy some of Cairo first? After all, you didn’t let me set foot in any of the other cities we stopped in. Not even when we changed ships in Spain!”

“That was our goal in Spain. To change ships.”

“And there was Alexandria!”

“Not true. We set several feet into Alexandria.”

“The dock, a carriage, and then a train platform do not count, Spindle.”

“We set foot on soil, Flirty,” he added emphasis to her notorious nickname, since she was using his. “I have the mud stains to prove it.”

“That was refuse, not mud. Besides, this is our first time off English soil.”

“Also, not true.” He smirked at Bertie’s back. “We have both been to Scotland.”

“That does not count.”

“I beg to diff—”

She stepped closer to the edge, and he grabbed her belt before she flung herself over in excitement.

“Take a deep breath, Spindle. Do you smell that? So exotic, like...like...”

“Christmas.”

“Yesssss,” she said, elongating the word as if trying it on for size, “Like Christmas cooking.” She inhaled a huge lungful. “Cinnamon, cloves, and, and...other spices I cannot name. Come on, let’s go.” She hiked up her serviceable saffron day dress, showing sturdy boots and, in his opinion, too much calf.

She was halfway down the ramp before he realized they were actually doing this. They were in Egypt and were about to get lost in an environment foreign to them both. He laughed. “Well, if you insist, my dear.”

She linked their arms as they left the station, and they weaved through the crowds, following the boy with their luggage.

They traversed claustrophobically narrow dirt streets with lattice-covered balconies, and canopies which thankfully blocked most of the sun, and then larger, paved thoroughfares, which had little shade. Hawkers pushed fruits he could not recognize in their faces, along with silks that would make the fashion-minded matrons cringe with envy back in England, and spices in a multitude of intense hues. He took a deep breath and thought a person could rather become intoxicated by the marvelously intense aromas. It was almost as if they stepped off the train onto another planet.

The sun, directly overhead, reflected off paved streets and yellow stone buildings. It was scalding for November, as the porter warned them before they left the train. ‘Unseasonably hot for this time of year,’ he’d said. Dylan removed his boater and wiped his brow but could do nothing about the shirt that stuck to him like a limpet. “Bother, what I wouldn’t give for a nice hot cup of tea.”

“No, a lager.” Bertie added. “A lager would be more refreshing in this heat.”

They stepped around a man sitting on the ground in front of his meat shop which took up a good portion of the street.

Bertie waved away a few flies which got too close. “It appears as though families live on the top floor and run their businesses on the ground floor.”

Vibrantly hued laundry sporting stripes, stars, embroidery, and decorations of all types, hung from windows, and the merchants indeed occupied the bottom floors of the buildings. Everything from exotic animals to cooking utensils were for sale. There was even a brothel. He tried to distract Bertie, but of course her inquisitive nature had her head bobbing this way and that. She saw the ladies dancing to flute music in gossamer scarves and not much else. They wore veils decorated with metal charms that tinkled as they gyrated.

And of all things, Bertie stopped right in the middle of the road, and the constant flow of people and animals swarmed around them. With her research training and astute observations, she homed in on an aspect he’d missed. She whispered her theory in his ear, but with the cacophony of dogs barking, clanging of metal pots, clinking of money changing hands, and what was that bloody whistle anyway?

“What did you say, Bertie?” he yelled.

She yelled back, “Those beautiful ladies are not women.”

He gaped at the dancing trio. “Bertie, be quiet. You cannot shout things like that in public!” But even while chastising her, his gaze swept in the direction of her stare. “I...I believe you are correct.” Just like that, the dancers spiked his interest. Maybe if they had some time after their quest, he would visit this establishment to see what they offered. But right now, he pulled her away from the spectacle.

“Now, Dylan. You didn’t even—”

He pointed to their luggage rolling farther away.

They jogged to catch up, and she finished her scolding. “Really, Spindle, did you not read anything about Egypt before we left on this trip?” She managed a maternal demeanor with hands on hips even while hurrying.

“I did. I read things. Many things.” He had, in fact, read volumes, so why did his intonations sound like questions? As if he was not sure. Perhaps because he only brushed up on cuneiform and gave himself a hurried course from Easy Lessons in Arabic, which he had found in the library, but it did him no good. He still could not understand one sentence spoken by the inhabitants.

They meandered through streets, and thoughts meandered in his head.

“Dylan. Did you not hear me?”

He had not, and when a smile formed on her lips, he realized his thoughts were still back with the agile dancers. This was a hectic, unhealthy place. He should not get distracted by the exotic sensations of this city. He forced his mind off tinkling bits of metal on agile hips and wondered if they viewed sex differently in this country. And during that minor distraction the serpent struck. 
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“BLOODY HELL!” HE YELPED and jumped back, patting his leg, then torso, then leg again to find the venom-infected bite.

Bertie squealed in delight. Delight. The minx. Here he was about to die and all she—

“Oh, how wonderful. Dancing snakes. I’ve read about them.” She waved him over and showed no concern over his plight.

“Bertie, get away, that thing is deadly. As it is, you should get me to a doctor at once.”

She seemed put out by his interruption but did glance his way and belatedly expressed a token of concern. “Are you hurt? What is the matter?”

“The matter is, I’ve been...” He stopped himself, then realized he felt no pain. He should feel pain by now. Or lightheadedness if he’d been injected with venom, but actually he felt...fine.

“Yes?”

“Oh, nothing. Never mind. However, I do not want you that close to a cobra. It appears...very...um...dangerous.”

She smiled. “Indeed, that is why they are so interesting. Let’s take a closer look.”

He clasped her hand before she could dart back into harm’s way. “Instead, why not observe from here? This is quite close enough.”

Bertie strained against his hold but did not force the issue. They watched as a man, who sat crossed legged on the ground, played an odd-shaped pipe. The sounds he coaxed from the instrument were exotic, almost mesmerizing. And this must be why the snake placidly swayed back and forth, with an occasional flick of its tongue.

“Might I take one back with me, do you think?”

Of all the ridiculous things he had ever heard. Living in close quarters with a poisonous reptile. Took. The. Cake. He did not tell her that, of course. That would be the surest way to encourage her. Instead, he said, “I believe it would be difficult to keep one alive on the trip back to England. What would you feed it aboard ship? Would you catch rats in the ship’s hold?”

She sighed. “I suppose you’re correct. But imagine what a spectacle that would make back at the university.”

They chuckled at that thought, and he envisioned Dean Edge spilling tea over his starched white shirt. That would almost be worth carting back the creature in the basket.

Their hired man beckoned.

They left the spectacle and continued through the decidedly strange land. For a moment, he was almost grateful Professor Balcom had forced him on this trip.

While gaping at the sights—there were so many—Bertie kept up a light commentary. Dylan loved seeing her so free and happy.

The gray flash came out from nowhere.

“Meooow.”

“Oh, sorry kitten. Very sorry. Did you see that, Spindle? She ran right toward me. I was unable to stop in— What?”

A woman stepped in front of them and brandished a stick at Bertie, yelling vociferously.

They stepped back, and the porter rushed over. He took control of the situation, berating the woman, and pointing at Bertie. Was he telling her to be nice to the ignorant tourists? Dylan didn’t know but was ready to give the woman his own few words, when their man turned with a smile and motioned at them to continue.

The angry woman picked up the incautious cat and muttered to the animal.

Bertie linked their arms and squeezed. “I would not have kicked the cat on purpose, Spindle.”

“I know, Flirty. I know.” He returned her squeeze. “But there are so many of the things, running about, it is next to impossible to avoid them.” Patting her hand, he pointed out some trinkets for sale in a booth to distract her.

They spent a few minutes this way until the young man with their luggage stopped in front of a shop where a striped cotton curtain protected the entrance to a simple two-story building. Dylan did not understand the words, but he understood the message, when the man pointed to the address on his slip of paper, then to a discrete sign above the entrance.

They had arrived at their guide’s establishment.

“This is it.”

“I suppose so,” Bertie replied.

They stepped inside.

The first thing he noticed was the lack of aromas compared to the outside with all the street vendors and exotic spices, herbs, and hot peppers. The second difference was an almost chilly atmosphere. Even though Egypt was arid, the Nile added humidity and the shirt under his coat was soaked. He shivered.

It took a few moments to adjust to the gloom, and then he perceived a grizzled gentleman with a round belly sitting on a divan, staring at them.

The two Cairenes spoke so fast, Dylan probably would not understand them even if he were proficient in the local language. After some back and forth, the shop owner indicated they should sit by pointing at two chairs.

The porter unloaded their bags, stacking them in a corner, and Dylan was happy to part with another few coins for a tip since they would never have found this shop on their own.

The boy smiled and took his cart away. Dylan hoped they were in the right place. And then he remembered he was incensed by the rudeness of their guide.

“I say, ah...sir. Do you, perchance, speak English?”

Their host smiled, fanned himself, but nothing more.

“Parlez-vous français?

Dylan was surprised a shopkeeper would not know French, since it was supposed to be the predominant language in Cairo. But he would not be that easily deterred. He added, “Sprechen Sie Deutsch?” He waited a beat before trying the last language they might have in common. “Habla español?”

Again, nothing from their rather ungenial host.

Dylan cleared his throat, and tried again, “Is this the establishment of the intrepid archaeological guide, Mr. Christopher Asplin?”

Smile, fan.

“Damnation,” he muttered.

Bertie stared back at the shopkeeper and spoke to Dylan from the side of her mouth, as if the man couldn’t see or hear her. “Do you think we shall have to wait long?”

“No idea.”

That was how they found themselves sitting with a man who stared at them, said nothing, and offered no refreshments to his travel-weary guests. They kicked their heels, hoping they still had a guide to take them to their destination. And yes, that convoluted thought exhausted him.

By appearances, the shop was an apothecary. The walls were lined with bottles, and a scale sat on a high bench, but no dried medicinal herbs hung from the rafters.

They sat for what seemed like an hour but was exactly thirteen minutes. He knew because he used his forever-wound watch to track the time. Besides, since his wet shirt still chilled him, he surmised the timepiece was more accurate than his impatient internal chronometer.

Bertie popped up. “This is ridiculous. There is no reason for us to sit here while a magnificent city needs,” she swung her arm toward the entryway, “exploration.”

“I am quite certain that if we—”

“You stay here, Dylan, with the luggage, and I will just go up and down this street. I won't go far. I promise. And I will perhaps buy some of those lovely fabrics. You know, their apparel is probably much cooler than—”

“No indeed, Bertie. We had this discussion already. You are to be escorted at all times. That was our agreement. Besides, you chose the muslin because it is comfortable in this climate.”

“Oh, Dylan, please. I'm so bored sitting here, and I shall not run into any trouble no more than twenty feet from this shop.” She implored him with her large, brown puppy-dog eyes. Typically, that was enough to sway him.

Not this time.

Her tone was so hopeful, he hated to be the voice of reason. He wanted to say, “This hot, dusty city is a den of depraved, godless men.” He said nothing of the sort, instead he said, “I suppose it won't hurt if we both go, and not far. After all, we do not want to miss our guide when he returns.” If he returns. Or if he ever existed. What if they’d hired a charlatan? Perhaps he had already spent their retainer. He shivered at the thought of being thrown to the wolves on the day of their arrival.

He joined Bertie, and they both stepped out into the bright day, shielding their eyes from the intense glare.

“Let’s go further uphill since we came from the other direction,” Bertie said.

But he only half-listened.

There was a commotion down the hill. The shopkeepers, one by one, stopped hawking their wares and stared toward the rumble of unrest.

The noise grew closer and materialized into yells and shouts. Male voices, if he was not mistaken. The thunder of running footsteps sounded on stone. Was a mob headed their way? He pushed Bertie back into the store, but she peeked over his shoulder. Blast her curious nature. She never knew when to retreat.

A tall man covered almost completely in emerald and jade striped robes bolted past. He was swift, and Dylan had a moment to admire his fleet-footedness before a dozen or so men, similarly clad in colorful native garb, ran past. They yelled, with fists waving in the air while one man blew a whistle. There was no way this group would catch the runner. He was spectacular.

“What the devil was that about?” he said as he stepped into the gloomy room once more. With misplaced optimism, he expected the silent shopkeeper to say something. He did not. Instead, he remained frustratingly silent.

“Bertie, perhaps the mob is evidence we should stay right here.”

“Oh, Dylan, you’re not being fair. The men are well past us now. Besides, we can duck inside if we hear them return.” She gave him those puppy dog eyes again. Twice in one day. Not a record, but definite proof of her desire to explore.

“You know that expression does not work on me anymore, correct?”

Then she did the handclasp, little bouncy thing with the lower lip pout, and he melted. To the shopkeeper, as if speaking would do any good, he said, “Please mind our luggage. We shall return shortly.”

Bertie squealed and linked their arms.

“Do try to act your age, please,” he said without heat.

They turned to leave.

Thump.

“What was that?” He glanced toward the sound, decided it was nothing, then screeched like a child.

A man in jewel toned turban and robes tumbled through a curtained window, feet first. The curtain toppled down with the man, who tripped but righted himself smartly.

The shopkeeper lumbered over, helped disentangle the striped curtain, then used it to recover the window.

Dylan stepped in front of Bertie. He would protect her from the intruder. He slipped a hand into his pocket, but the stranger did not threaten them and merely dusted himself off. Then he adjusted his head covering and removed the face scarf at the same time.

Dylan took a step back as Bertie took a step forward, so neither of them made any progress.

The intruder turned to them. “Ah, Dr. Mansfield and Mrs. Hyde, you arrive at last,” he said in perfect English and gave them a smile that rivaled the Egyptian sun.

For a few seconds, Dylan forgot himself in the sheer beauty of the man, who must be their guide, but then remembered his effrontery, and decided to tell Mr. Asplin exactly what he thought about being left to fend for themselves at a train station. “I do not think much of your very expensive services, sir, if you could not even bother arrangement for us to be met at the station. Do you always leave your customers to fend for themselves in a foreign city? And furthermore—”

“Yes, yes.” Asplin shooed them to the rear of the building. “Terribly sorry about that. I'll explain on the way. Take your most important luggage.”

“Wa...way to where?” Dylan spluttered.

Bertie took two small bags and tossed one at him.

He caught it and continued, “Exactly where are you taking us? And I want an apology. Right this moment. We cooled our heels at the station for hours—”

“More like ten minutes, Dylan.” She lowered her voice. “What is wrong with you? You have been a bear since we started this quest. Let’s go. This is what we wanted, after all.”

“Hush,” he whispered back. “This topic needs to be aired in a timely manner if we expect to be treated appropriately.” He addressed their negligent guide, “We then sat here for another few hours.”

Bertie clicked her tongue at his exaggeration, but damnation, it seemed as if they’d waited that long.

“Again, terribly sorry. If you follow me, we can proceed. We're a day late already.” Asplin tossed a blanket over their remaining luggage.

“Now see here!”

“This way, please.”

“Listen—” Dylan said.

Asplin removed his turban and wiped sweat from his face. He had the loveliest dark-gold hair Dylan had ever seen. Asplin smiled again, this time with an ingratiating flair, which irritated Dylan just that much more.

He filled his lungs to protest, when Mr. Beautiful interrupted, “You weren’t on yesterday’s train, as planned, so we had no idea when you’d arrive.”

“The ship was delayed, so we missed our train. Are you blaming that on us?”

Asplin removed his robe



















d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
AL N ‘

L) =8

5O
g

"Appealing characters,
Jun storylines, and crisp prose."
KIM FIELDING

he nmusena





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image002.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





